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FOREWORD 


IN  constructing  this  yearbook  of  the  Naval 
Academy  a  conscientious  effort  has  been  made 
to  suggest  the  purpose  for  which  the  institution 
exists;  the  preparation  and  training  of  our  officers 
for  the  Service.  For  that  reason,  and  also  because 
this  book  seems  a  most  fitting  instrument  to  con- 
tain a  tribute  to  the  Navy  when  it  was  at  its  zenith 
at  the  close  of  the  World  War,  the  New  Navy  sec- 
tion has  been  included  and  given  the  place  of  honor. 

Herein  is  recorded  and  pictured  the  year  1922-1923 
at  the  Naval  Academy,  its  successes  and  failures. 
We  have  tried  throughout  to  keep  in  mind  the 
enduring  and  permanent  character  of  the  book, 
with  such  measure  of  success  as  the  pages  following 
will  indicate. 
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C^HIP  of  the  Line — the  mightiest 
^J  engine  of  war  ever  devised  by 
man.  A  mass  of  infinite  detail  and 
uncounted  parts;  and  yet  a  complete 
and  unified  whole.  Living,  animate, 
possessed  of  a  soul,  but  only  by  virtue 
of  her  officers  and  men.  Without 
them  a  lifeless,  useless  bulk  of  steel. 
Power  to  light  and  heat  a  city  in  her 
shafts,  unthinkable  force  at  her  gun  s 
muzzles,  stronger  than  wind  and 
stronger  than  wave — Queen  of  the  Sea. 
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C^Ji'IFT  sisters  of  the  battle- 
kJ  ships,  the  cruisers.  From 
the  days  of  the  Constitution  and 
her  mates  down  to  the  White 
Fleet,  the  cruisers  of  the  United 
States  have  more  than  once 
showed  themselves  the  equal  of 
more  powerful  foes.  Neglected  for 
some  years  as  a  type,  the  older 
cruisers  still  did  all-important 
service  during  the  war.  Re- 
stored now  in  a  new  class  of  ves- 
sels of  speed,  strength,  and 
beauty,  they  once  more  take  their 
apportioned   place   in   the  fleet. 
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^EA  H 'ornets ,—destroy- 
kfj  ers.  Their  sting  is 
venemous  to  surface  craft, 
and  their  eggf,  the  depth 
charges,  are  deadly  to  their 
lawful  prey,  the  submarine. 
Frail,  slender  hulls  with 
enormous  power;  but  in 
spite  of  a  series  of  mad- 
bull  pitchings  and  tossings 
they  keep  the  sea  through 
weather  fair  and  foul. 
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C'OIFERS  of  Death,  toilers  by  night, 
kJ  leaving  their  seed  where  it  will  bring 
destruction  to  all  who  pass.  Always  in 
danger  from  their  own  cargo,  they  work  re- 
gardless of  weather  or  chance  torpedoes  from 
a  waiting  submarine.  Their  only  rest  a 
period  of  reloading  with  mines;  their  only 
pleasure  the  dull  detonation  that  marks  a 
quarry  bagged;  no  easy  berth,  the  Mine  Lay- 
ers. 
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Tf)ATIENT  servants  of  the  fleet,  great  un- 
-L  gainly  craft  with  huge  gaping  holds 
that  carry  coal  for  half  a  dozen  battleships. 
Their  mission  is  to  follow  behind,  to  be  al- 
ways ready  with  the  fuel  without  which  the 
fighting  ships  are  useless.  Their  whips 
and  grabs  under  the  skillful  touch  of  the 
zvinchmen  drop  the  coal  with  wonderful 
exactness  on  the  battleship 's  deck.  Sur- 
mounted by  an  unmistakable  top  hamper  of 
towers  and  booms  they  are  easy  marks  for  a 
prowling  enemy,  but  they  are  the  power  be- 
hind the  fleet. 
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TTZORN  by  service,  bat- 
'  Y  tered  by  sea,  or  torn  by 
the  enemy,  the  ships  come  to 
the  Navy  Yard  for  rest  and 
repair.  The  birthplace  of 
many  and  the  graveyard  of 
some,  the  yards  conceal  un- 
der their  exterior  of  bustle 
and  toil  the  secrets  and  forgot- 
ten lore  of  ships  of  the  past 
and  the  plans  and  hopes  for 
those  to  come. 
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THE  ultimate  goal  toward 
which  everything  in  the 
Navy  is  working 
is  the  Fleet.  From 
the  yeomanette  in 
Washington   who 
knows  not  whereof 
she  types    to    the 
President    of  the 
War  College,  not 
a    single    person 
or  a  single  thing 
exists  but  for  the  Fleet.     Here  are  concen- 
trated all  the  designer' 's skill,  the  engineer's 
invention,   the  mathematician  s  calculations  and 
the  admiral's  experience.     There  is  hardly  an  in- 
dustry or    a   science    which  does  not    contribute 
in    some  way   to   its  building    or  maintamance. 
The  battleship,   magnificent  in    itself,    is    but  a 
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unit  of  the  whole.    But,  great  as  ~  ~~r"' 

it  is,  the  fleet  is  dependent  for  its 

success  or  failure  on  the  smallest 

of  its   component   parts.      The 

judgment  of  its  commander  or  the  strength 

of  a  piece  of  steel  may  decide  a  battle. 

If  to  command  a  ship  is  to  be  king  in 
one's  own  domain,  then  to  command  a  fleet  is  to  be 
emperor  over    many   kingdotns.       The    Navy    has    no 
prouder  sign  than  the  four  star  flag  at  the  main  truck. 
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PERHAPS  the  most  arduous  duty  the 
navy  had  to  perform, — convoying. 
Back  and' forth,,  in  and  out  of  danger,  re- 
gardless of  season  or  weather  run  the  con- 
voys. Half  a  dozen  destroy- 
ers, sometimes  a  sadly  small 
group  of  converted  yachts, 
formed  the  bodyguard  to  a 
long  line  of  ships,  with  their 
cargoes  of  inestimable  value 
or  the  thousands  of  still  more 
precious  lives.  Unmatched 
ships  ran  in  close  formations 
with  constantly  changing 
course  and  in  total  darkness, 
a  feat  supposed  impossible. 
And  yet  no  ship  in  an  Ameri- 
can convoy  on  the  way  to 
France  was  lost,  and  to  these 
■weary  watchers  of  the  sea 
lanes  in  large  measure  is  the 
victory  due. 
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/tM  ERICA'S  answer  to  Big  Bertha — 
.^IZ  the  Naval  Railway  Battery.  The 
only  heavy  guns  designed  and  built  in  the 
United  States  to  fire  against  the 
enemy  in  France,  they  were  still 
in  service  long  after their -theoreti- 
cal life  was  ended.  Manned  by 
bluejackets  and  officered  by  Na- 
val men  the  Railway  Battery 
was  the  mainstay  of  American 
heavy  artillery.  It  will  always 
stand  as  a  singular  monument 
to  the  versatility  of  the  Navy. 
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y/  disreputable  looking  little  fleet  of  ves- 
^Za.  sels  never  intended  for  the  hardships 
of  naval  service.  Converted  yachts  with 
sawed  off  bowsprits,  stumpy  masts 
and  hastily  strengthened  deck  hous- 
es; manned  by  half  trained  crews; 
it  is  small  wonder  they  were  called 
the  Suicide  Fleet.  And  yet  month 
on  end  they  took  the  convoys  in  and 
out  of  France,  suffering  themselves, 
but  their  charges  safe,  never  resting, 
always  ready. 
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ONE  of  the  most  interesting  developments  of  the  war.  Fast, 
handy  little  craft,  built  in  yacht  yards  all  over  the  coun- 
try and  yet  like  as  peas  in  a  pod.  Powered  with  three  heavy 
engines  the  subchasers  had  a  fair  turn  of  speed,  and  what 
with  a  twelve  pounder  and  a  cargo  of  depth  charges  they  were 
formidable  patrol  craft.  Many  of  them  crossed  the  Atlantic, 
some  towed  part  way,  others  entirely  under  their  own  power. 
Although  with  a  rolling  ability  second  only  to  a  destroyer 
they  proved  to  be  useful  and  valuable  vessels. 
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nnilE  eyes  of  the  fleet,  tiny  scout  planes 
JL  without  pontoons,  or  small  seaplanes 
dropped  from  a  carrier.  Their  duty  is  to 
spy  out  the  enemy  and  radio  back  their  news, 
then  cling  to  him  and  spot  the  fall  of  shots. 
Not  capable  of  returning  to  the  ships  they 
are  left  to  their  own  devices  and  make  for 
shore  or  trust  to  being  picked  up  by  a  friend- 
ly destroyer.     A  risky  business  at  its  best. 
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AERIAL  watchers  of  the  sea, 
^M.  partners  of  the  destroyers  in 
the  endless  hunt  for  the  U-boat. 
From  their  vantage  point  high  in 
the  air  the  surface  becomes  trans- 
parent, and  the  sinister  shadow  is 
revealed.  All  along  the  coast  of 
France  their  watch  was  kept  win- 
ter and  summer.  Ships  of  the 
patrol  were  the  first  to  fly  across 
the  Atlantic.  With  a  heavy  arma- 
ment and  long  cruising  radius  they 
are  the  battleships  of  the  air,  the 
squadrons  of  the  sky. 
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/N  these  pages  of  photographs  of  the  Navy  in  its  component 
parts  an  attempt  has  been  made  to  show  the  end  toward 
which  the  Naval  Academy  is  working.  It  is  for  these  things 
that  we  have  labored  four  years;  to  do  these  things  that  we 
aspire.  The  Navy  has  been  shown  when  it  was  at  its  height, 
at  the  close  of  .the  World  War.  Of  its  achievements  the  nation 
is  justly  proud.  Whatever  post-war  criticism  may  be  leveled 
at  the  service  or  its  members,  the  country  can  never  forget  that 
the  Road  to  France  was  never  once  closed,  that  the  North  Sea 
Mine  Barrage  was  laid  and  swept  up,  that  naval  guns  fired 
in  France,  and  above  all  that  traditions  already  glorious  were 
made  more  so  by  countless  acts  of  true  heroism. 

During  these  days  of  retrenchment  and  disarmament  those 
of  us  who  knew  it  during  the  war  see  a  Navy  sadly  depleted 
in  officers  and  men,  see  idle  rusting  ships,  mighty  vessels  yet 
unborn  being  broken  up,  never  to  attain  to  their  rightful  domin- 
ion over  the  sea,  and  an  apparent  relaxation  through  the 
whole  Service  that  brings  an  ache  to  the  heart.  But  all  this 
is  outward  only,  and  though  the  twilight  has  come,  still  the 
Spirit  of  the  Navy  is  unshaken  and  unchanged,  and  when 
the  hour  of  need  arises  the  Navy  will  be  ready  to  add  another 
chapter  to  its  proud  history. 
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"  Ens. 

"  C.  P.  0. 

"  1  P. 0. 

"  IP. o. 


Weston,  G.  G. 
Herlihy,  J.  J. 
Kurtz,  W.  S. 
Leavitt,  R.  B. 
Grosvenor,  M.  B. 
Strauss,  E.  B. 
Carson,  H.  R.,  Jr. 
Haynsworth,  W. 

McC,  Jr. 
Zern,  S.  C. 


Momm,  C.  H. 
Egbert,  E.  W. 
Fabian,  L.  M. 
McCracken,  K. 
Reese,  C.  B. 
Avery,  J. 
Doe,  H. 
Crosby,  G.  J. 

Koonce,  P.  B. 


M 


D. 


idn.  1  P. 

0. 

Stevens,  F.  C. 

Schade,  H.  A. 

"       1  P. 

0. 

Moss,  A.  E. 

Withington,  F.  S. 

"       1  P. 

0. 

Williamson,  T.  B. 

Blair,  L.  N. 

"       1  P. 

0. 

Schmidt,  L.  S. 

Evans,  T.  C. 

"       1  P. 

0. 

Walker,  G.  E.,  Jr. 

Dusinberre,  H.  W 

"       1  P. 

0. 

Jenkins,  E.  F. 

Niemyer,  H.  A. 

"       1  P. 

0. 

Newhall,  B. 

Cone,  D.  N.,  Jr. 

"       1  P. 

0. 

Mills,  D.  C. 

Shea,  D.  F.  J. 

"       1  P. 

0. 

Smellow,  M. 

Curry,  J.  E. 

"       1  P. 

0. 

Hicks,  R.  E,  Jr. 

Dunn,  H.  A.,  Jr. 
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FOREWORD  TO  BIOGRAPHIES 


THE  work  of  producing  a  Lucky  Bag  is  necessarily  and  constant- 
ly hindered  by  many  factors.  Among  them  may  be  mentioned 
lack  of  time,  staff  members  going  unsat,  engraver's  delay,  missing 
pictures,  lost  shipments,  and  others  too  numerous  to  record.  The 
biography  section  following  represents  the  hardest  job  of  all,  because 
every  man  in  the  class  had,  or  was  supposed,  to  write  his  room-mate's 
pedigree.  A  very  few  refused  absolutely,  but  the  majority  of  the 
class  produced  a  biography  eventually,  after  the  editor  and  his  staff 
were  nearly  insane,  and  had  acquired  vocabularies  unrivalled  in 
vituperative  power. 

No  attempt  has  been  made  to  reduce  the  individual  biographies 
to  a  set  form  or  style.  Only  obvious  (and  otherwise)  grammatical 
errors  were  corrected,  and  ambiguous  sentences  rescued.  One  con- 
tinuous and  sincere  effort  was  made,  however,  to  prevent  the  writing 
and  publishing  of  "greasy"  writeups. 

By  "greasy"  we  mean  a  slight  variation  from  the  accepted  Naval 
Academy  meaning  of  the  term.  "Greasiness"  in  a  biography  consists 
in  overpraising  a  man,  lauding  his  virtues,  and  beseeching  all  readers 
to  glance  at  "the  frank,  manly  countenance  pictured  above" — and 
marvel  thereat.  A  biography  of  this  description  suggests  that  the 
man's  personality  is  so  negative  that  only  such  slush  can  be  written 
about  him. 

On  the  other  hand,  a  biography  which  makes  fun  of  a  man,  reveals 
his  shortcomings,  and  satirizes  his  mistakes,  is  a  pretty  sure  indication 
that  he  is  beloved  of  his  classmates. 

The  primary  purpose  of  the  biographies  is,  of  course,  the  amuse- 
ment, entertainment,  and  representation  of  the  class  itself.  If,  how- 
ever, they  may  prove  of  some  interest  to  the  casual  reader,  we  shall 
feel  more  than  repaid  for  the  thousands  of  hours  spent  in  procuring 
them  and  preparing  them  for  the  printer. 
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Louis  Arthur  Reinken 

Manitowoc,  Wis. 

"Louie"  " Arturo"  " Sabertooth" 

LEAD  kindly  light",  and  Louie  takes  charge. 
ijf  An  ancestor  of  his  was  in  charge  of  the  "Light 
Brigade",  and  Louie  has  inherited  all  the  tendencies. 
He  wears  shoes  two  sizes  too  large  to  keep  him 
from  floating  off".  At  that,  though,  he  knows  his 
oil.  Ask  him  who  the  successor  to  Senator  Jones 
of  Arkansas  is  and  he'll  tell  you.  Diligent  perusal 
of  the  Literary  Digest  has  enabled  him  to  knock 
Edison's  questions  for  a  row.  It's  too  bad  that  he 
lacks  common  sense. 

He  can't  be  called  a  Red  Mike,  rather  "a  one- 
woman  man",  and  he  is  deeply  disgusted  by  his 
roommates  philanderings,  particularly  Fanny.  When 
he  graduates  he's  going  to  handle  the  old  tobacco 
store  and  put  to  good  use  his  world  wide  knowledge 
of  "Smokin's  and  eatin's." 

"Pipe  down,  will  you,  George?     I  gotta  bone." 


John  Chapman  McCutchen 
Los  Angeles,  California 

"Wop"  "Mac"  "Turkey"  "Jack" 

IF  there  were  such  a  thing  as  a  "Wine,  woman 
and  song  club"  Jack  would  be  a  charter  member, 
and  chairman  of  the  committee  on  women. 

Take  a  look  at  those  eyes,  the  natural  curl  in 
his  hair,  his  winsome  smile,  and  wonder,  if  you  will, 
why  all  the  fairer  sex  fall  for  this  human  snake. 
In  this  capacity  his  ever  flowing  line  proves  to  be 
a  great  asset  and  we  wonder  at  times  if  he  really 
means  everything  he  says.  Jack  is  most  proficient 
in  the  art  of  borrowing.  He  has  cultivated  that 
art  for  his  own  benefit,  and  his  roommates  have 
had  plenty  of  experience  in  supplying  his  needs. 
"I  have  only  37.61  amount  available  and  how  am 
I  going  to  be  able  to  get  home  to  keep  a  date  for 
the  7th  of  September?" 

Contrary  to  the  masculine  characteristic,  he 
has  always  been  proud  of  his  weakness.  When 
asked  what  it  was  he  answered  "Women".  At 
the  game  of  Hearts,  he  is  always  a  winner. 

Swimming  Squad  (3);  Numerals  (J); 

Boxing  Squad  (4,  3); 

Log  Staff  (4,  3,  2); 

Expert  Rifleman; 

Class  Football  (3) ; 

Lucky  Bag  (2). 
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I  HATE  to  knock  the  Nav  Department  for  a  4.0 
this  afternoon."  We  are  generally  greeted  with 
those  words  down  in  the  mess  hall  at  noon,  and 
immediately  we  know  the  young  and  innocent 
being  pictured  above  has  stopped  coaling  long 
enough  to  prophecy  a  victory  over  the  Ac.  Depart- 
ment. By  looking  at  his  collar  we  can  see  that  his 
predictions  must  come  true  once  in  a  while. 

From  "Red  Mike"  to  "Snake".  Therein  lies 
the  tale.  Just  ask  him  to  tell  you  of  his  adventures; 
of  the  night  of  the  Army-Navy  game  plebe  year, — 
since  then  he  says  that  at  least  when  it  comes  to 
dancing  women  are  not  the  weaker  sex;  and  of 
liberties  ashore  in  Norway  and  Portugal.  It  is 
indeed  a  pleasure  to  hear  him  tell  of  those  experi- 
ences. His  line  is  his  strongest  point,  and  'tis 
rumored  that  even  one  of  the  Dago  Profs  was  heard 
to  mention  the  famous  Ward  line.  Since  he  gets 
letters  from  about  half  a  dozen  schools  for  the  fair 
sex  we  really  can't  say  who  she  is.  Nevertheless 
he  has  our  best  wishes. 

Class  Tennis  (3,  2);  Numerals  (3); 
Star  {4,  3,2); 
Class  Basketball  (2). 


George  Allan  Holderness 
Tarboro,  North  Carolina 

" Schnitzie"  " Georgie-Porgie" 
" Greasy  and  Handsome"  "George" 

ENTER  the  hero,  Croesus,  Romeo  and  Wally 
Reid,  three  in  one,  the  incomparable  Schnitzie. 
To  use  the  words  of  a  flapper  he  vamped  and  then 
so  cruelly  cast  aside — "I  think  he  is  adorable — 
He  had  not  said  two  words  to  me  but  he  certainly 
was  divine  to  gaze  upon  and  he  sat  right  across 
from  me  at  the  table.  Believe  me,  I  took  advantage 
of  the  fact,  but  I  was  heartbroken  after  seeing  him 
with  his  O.  A.  O.  because  I  did  not  have  a  chance." 
He  is  known  to  the  fair  sex  throughout  the  length 
and  breadth  of  North  Carolina  as  being  the  walking 
image  of  Wally.  Therefore  he  does  not  often  have 
to  use  his  line,  but  when  he  does,  they  succumb  with- 
out a  struggle.  Besides  being  a  tea  hound  George 
is  a  star  man  as  he  will  inform  you  if  you  don't 
know  it.  Yet  despite  all  his  attractions  there  is 
still  one  whom  he  can't  obtain — "Ah,  but  a  man's 
reach  should  exceed  his  grasp  or  what's  a  Heaven 
for."    Keep  reaching,  Schnitzie,  we're  for  you. 

Track  Squad  (4,  3); 

Star  (4,3): 

Class  Basketball  (4,  3,  2). 
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William  Kavanaugh  Mendenhall,  Jr. 

Brownsville,  Texas 

"Goat"  " Mentholatum"  "Panhandle"  "Billy" 

HOT  ziggity  dog!  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  meet 
Goat,  the  wonder  from  the  Mexican  Border, 
who  left  the  bouncing  back  of  a  bucking  broncho 
to  pace  the  dangerous  deck  of  a  dashing  destroyer. 
No,  he  is  not  as  old  as  he  looks;  he  is  bald  from  other 
causes,  and  his  sparsely  haired  head  has  been  the 
source  of  sleepless  nights  to  the  boy  who  has  tried 
everything  from  eating  carrots  to  the  latest  patent 
medicine  trying  to  stimulate  the  growth  topside. 
From  the  time  when,  as  a  Plebe,  he  was  exhibit  A 
in  the  First  Battalion,  which  right  he  won  by  being 
"Keeper  of  the  Royal  Cockroach"  and  making 
extensive  speeches  on  the  "Whichness  of  What", 
"The  Thingness  of  Is"  and  kindred  subjects  which 
only  a  mind  like  that  of  Goat  can  handle  with 
ease  and  perfection,  he  has  continued  to  be  well 
known  both  among  the  Regiment  and  among  the 
fair  ones,  here  and  in  New  York.  Plebe  year  he 
joined  the  wrestling  squad  and  has  been  throwing 
them  on  their  backs  ever  since. 

Expert  Rifleman; 

Log  Staff  (4); 

Wrestling  Squad  (4,  5,  2); 

WNAT{2); 

Rifle  Squad  (4,  3); 

Class  Track  (2). 
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John  Richard  Perry 

Waco,  Texas 

"Red"  " Jawn" 

RED  draws  no  lines,  infants  and  widows  are  all 
-  the  same  to  him.  As  regularly  as  a  new  "ac" 
term  starts  Red  falls  in  love.  Some  have  wondered 
at  his  rapid  achievements  in  this  line.  But  once 
you  see  him  in  one  of  his  death  defying  twirls  in  a 
corner  of  Dalgren  Hall  you  can  sympathize  with 
a  girl  for  getting  dizzy  enough  to  fall  for  him. 

Red  missed  one  month  for  a  cruise  on  the  U.  S.  S. 
Reina  Mercedes,  necessitated  by  the  prompt  way 
in  which  he  qualified  for  the  P.  A.  degree  as  soon 
as  that  new  order  was  inaugurated. 

Red  is  savvy.  He  intimates  as  much  to  you  and 
assures  the  Profs  of  it  on  every  available  occasion. 
Unfortunately  demos  have  given  the  constellations 
that  should  decorate  his  dress  blou  a  negative  altitude 
so  we  are  like  a  navigator  on  a  dark  night,  we  know 
where  the  stars  ought  to  be  but  we  can't  see  them. 

From  side  room:  "Ye  Gods  and  small  sized 
herring,  I  guess  I  better  get  up." 

Star  (4); 
Black  N. 
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Earl  Maeser 
Salt  Lake  City,  Utah 

'Red"  "Oil"  " Lootenant" 

ALM  yourself,  Lootenant,  calm  yourself- 


but  why  go  into  the  harrowing  details  of 
that  oft  repeated  tale  about  "Red's"  Christmas 
leave  in  Baltimore.  It  is  one  of  his  many  standard 
stories  which  range  all  the  way  from  his  experiences 
as  a  soldier  on  the  Mexican  Border,  to — "Now 
when  I  was  selling  soap  for  Fairbanks  Company 
about  ten  years  ago,  etc." 

Oil  is  a  morbid  Mormon  from  Salt  Lake  City, 
having  a  wife  for  every  state  in  the  Union  and  two 
extra  for  Norway.  He  left  a  long  string  of  broken 
hearts  in  the  Land  of  the  Midnight  Sun  and  although, 
as  he  will  tell  you,  "Eet  ees  very  deefeecoolt  to 
un'erstand",  he  seemed  to  get  along  with  the 
Norskes  fairly  well.  But  you  should  see  him  at 
a  Hop.  He  is  a  regular  writhing  reptile  whether 
he  drags  sat  or  otherwise,  (which  is  invariably  the 
case  when  he  drags  blind.) 

Owing  to  a  seance  with  Lady  Fatima,  he  was 
able  to  get  his  P.  A.  degree  within  the  first  two 
months  of  his  Second  Class  year. 

Sub  Squad  {4,  3); 
Black  N. 


N1 


Robert  Edgar  Mattson 

Minneapolis,  Minnesota 

11  Nippy"  "Edgar" 

IPPY  claims  as  his  Podunk  Minneapolis, 
i.^1  and  we  believe  him.  Doesn't  he  show  that 
he  "done  bane  a  Svede?"  Just  glance  at  the  serene 
countenance  depicted  above  and  you  can  trace 
the  lineaments  of  a  devotee  to  the  works  of  Bullard, 
Bowditch  etc.,  and  a  rabid  hater  of  the  fair  sex. 
In  all  the  time  Nippy  has  been  here,  he  has  never 
so  much  as  spooned  on  a  girl.  Perhaps  when  he 
does  see  one  he  likes  he  will  surprise  us  all. 

He  is  not  one  of  the  poets  who  are  cheerful  before 
breakfast  or  during  it,  but  at  heart  he  is  optimistic 
and  will  smile  even  when  his  roommate  hits  the 
tree.  Nippy  is  frank  in  admitting  that  he  has  never 
performed  the  art  of  manual  labor,  and  he  religiously 
avoided  the  gym,  but  give  him  a  book  to  read  or 
something  to  figure  out  and  he  is  happy. 

"Hey,  you  birds,  knock  ofF  the  horse-play." 

Log  Staff  (4). 
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Shirley  Mac  Barnes 

Kaysville,  Utah 

"Shirley"  " Dizz"  "Nap" 

IN  the  above  handsome  physiognomy  behold  one 
of  the  most  firm  believers  in  the  art  of  imagination 
that  has  ever  trod  Stribling  Walk.  He  believes 
in  being  happy  at  all  costs  and  if  anything  ever 
goes  wrong,  "Dizz"  will  just  open  his  mouth,  cat 
fashion,  and  grin  it  off.  Never  in  all  his  Academic 
career  has  he  shown  signs  of  a  serious  thought  unless 
it  is  when  speaking  of  women — and  then  he  isn't 
responsible.  Hailing  from  Utah  he  naturally  is 
reported  to  have  at  least  six  wives,  but  where  he 
got  them  no  one  knows,  nor  will  he  enlighten  anyone 
on  the  subject. 

During  his  stay  with  us  Shirley  has  proved  himself 
to  be  a  veritable  Napoleon,  hence  his  third  name. 
His  many  original  commands  such  as  "column 
come  around  this  way"  have  earned  him  an  indelible 
place  in  the  memories  of  all  the  members  of  the 
old  first  company,  and  it  seems  his  big  ambition  is 
to  write  a  drill  book  all  his  own. 

'Hey,   Dizz,   don't   let   them   slip   anything  over 
on  you,  keep  them  quiet. " 

"Pipe  down  all  along." 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3). 


Ira  Lafayette  Kimes 

hunnewell,  missouri 

"Dick"  "Red"  "Ira" 

IOOK  close,  folks,  and  think  before  you  speak. 
-J  Here's  a  rare  specimen.  His  type  are  few  and 
far  between.  But  really,  he  isn't  half  as  ferocious 
as  he  looks,  walks,  eats,  and  talks,  mostly  the  latter. 
He  drifted  in  from  Missouri;  lodged  here;  and  has 
been  with  us  ever  since. 

Ira  gained  fame  in  short  order  by  reason  of  his 
shooting — both  guns  and  lines,  and  it  is  impossible 
to  say  with  which  he  excels.  As  an  exponent  of 
the  English  Language,  he's  a  world-beater,  but  we 
strongly  advise  that  all  dealings  with  him  be  limited 
to  the  use  of  his  native  tongue.  Kimes  says  he 
has  no  foreign  traits  anyway,  and,  therefore,  there's 
no  reason  why  he  should  be  a  "Dago"  savoir. 

Ira  is  anxious  to  follow  the  Sea,  and  if  his  desire 
is  realized  it  will  be  a  good  thing  for  the  service. 
He  is  dependable  and  big-hearted,  and  his  presence 
aboard  any  ship  is  bound  to  make  it  a  happier  one. 

"Hey,  boys,  where's  the  Mail?" 

Expert  Rifleman; 

Rifle  Squad  (4,  3,  2)  Class  Team  {Z); 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3). 
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Arthur  Laurence  Maher 

Durmore,  Pennsylvania 

"Al" 

DYL,  break  loose  from  the  paper."  "Gimme 
it,  I  want  to  see  how  Willie  Hoppe  played 
yesterday."  Thus  "Al"  greets  us  as  he  enters  the 
room.  Moreover,  he  will  see  how  Willie  played, 
and  how  every  other  sport  was  played.  Then  he 
will  be  able  to  tell  you  about  it.  Whenever  you 
want  a  tip  on  how  to  place  your  roll,  just  ask  him. 

"Well,  boys,  I  believe  I'll  write  my  Off  and  On." 
"What!  Al,  have  you  busted  her  from  the  O.  A.  O. 
to  the  Off  and  On,  again?"  "Yes,  she's  getting 
too  ratey;   trying  to  'look'  up." 

"Al"  hails  from  the  coal  mining  country,  and 
consequently  is  just  naturally  a  hard  "hombre"; 
ask  the  plebes.  He  may  be  little  but  he's  all  there. 
Anyway,  "Al"  says  it's  quality — etc. 

But,  gentle  reader,  don't  get  the  idea  that  you 
have  now  learned  something  of  "Al's"  nature,  for 
you  haven't.  We,  who  have  known  him  for  so 
long,  have  found  something  new  each  day,  and  it 
is  always  something  to  raise  our  estimation  of  him. 


John  Thomas  Harris 

Greenfield,  Missouri 

"Jack"  " Foo-foo" 

HEY,  boys,  I'm  dragging  Saturday."  That 
is  what  usually  greets  us  about  the  middle  of 
every  week  from  the  tall  handsome  snake  from 
Missouri.  Now  I  ask  you,  girls,  after  looking  on 
such  a  sublime  physiognomy  would  you  think 
that  he  is  a  firm  believer  in  the  "Origin  of  the 
Species"?  It's  a  fact,  a  fact  well  known  by  his 
roommates.  Being  naturally  savvy  enough  to  get 
by  the  "All  Academics"  without  trouble,  Jack 
has  spent  many  hours  "Boning"  Darwinism. 

John  probably  thinks  his  prehistoric  ancestors 
had  a  long  swim  because  contrary  to  expectations, 
he  hails  from  the  "show  me"  State.  During  June 
'18  his  home  "Podunk"  was  thrown  in  a  high  state 
of  excitement  by  the  news  of  "Foo-Foo's"  appoint- 
ment to  the  Naval  Academy.  Then  followed  a 
period  of  "prepping"  by  our  hero  at  the  Missouri 
University  during  which  time,  as  well  as  Plebe 
summer,  he  showed  the  stuff  he  was  made  of,  and 
gained  many  friends.  Since  those  happy  days 
John  has  easily  weathered  four  heavy  seas  on  the 
U.  S.  S.  Bancroft. 

Happy,  easy  going,   and    savvy 

— that's  Jack. 
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George  Marian  Lord 
Honolulu,  Hawaii 

"Kanaka"  "Hon" 

WHY  should  a  creature  with  such  a  divine  name 
as  Lord  be  blasphemed  Kanaka?  You  might 
as  well  ask,  "Why  is  the  shore  so  near  the  ocean?" 

Can  it  be  possible  that  there  is  any  man  in  '23 
who  does  not  know  him  ?  Yea,  verily,  if  so,  he  is 
a  very,  very  unfortunate  lad.  It  is  worth  a  month's 
ration  of  dessert  to  hear  him  rave.  "About  what?" 
We  refer  to  the  beautiful  picture  that  adorned  his 
locker  door  for  the  entire  four  years.     NufF  sed ! 

"Hey  there,  M.  C,  How's  to  bear  a  hand  with 
the  mail.  You  did  not  bring  me  my  letter  this 
morning."  I  ask  you  like  a  brother,  how  many 
times  have  you  heard  Kanaka  begging  the  M.  C. 
for  his  cherished  daily  letter  postmarked  Brooklyn, 
N.  Y.  ? 

"Flop!  do  not  try  to  add  'em  up.  You'll  get 
dizzy." 

Expert  Rifleman. 


Paul  Jackson 

Saginaw,  Michigan 
"Axel"  "Pete"  "One-beer" 

THE  boy  has  a  million  dollar  physique,  and  he 
certainly  has  made  use  of  it  aquatically.  After 
two  hard  years  of  submarine  wrestling  he  emerged 
from  the  pool  with  his  water-polo  numerals.  His 
musical  accomplishments  never  rose  higher  than 
the  harmonica,  which  he  finally  mastered  to  the 
intense  agony  of  the  entire  back  corridor.  He  plays 
well  though,  and  puts  his  whole  soul  into  his  pieces 
— both  of  them. 

With  a  heart  as  big  as  a  tombstone,  there  is 
nothing  he  wouldn't  do  for  his  companions  in  misery. 
His  deeds  as  a  good  Samaritan  range  all  the  way 
from  rescuing  poor  homeless  New  York  chorus 
girls  to  lending  his  toothbrush  to  a  homesick  Plebe. 
His  ability  to  pull  through  academically  is  uncanny 
and  he  succeeded  in  standing  off  the  Math  Depart- 
ment for  two  and  a  half  years  and  also  the  Nav 
outfit  which  succeeded  it. 

In  all  seriousness  though,  you  cannot  find  a  fellow 
with  a  more  congenial  disposition,  and  Paul  will 
never  be  without  a  host  of  friends. 

"Where  in  h — 1  are  those  matches?" 

Class  Water-Polo  (2);  Numerals  (2); 
Class  Swimming  (2). 


Steele  Bryan  Smith 
Chicago,  Illinois 

"Brent""  " Smitty" 

"TT  7"ELL,  if  you    don't    believe    me    I'll    prove 

VV  to  you  that  I  can  drive  a  car  50  mile  per 
hour  with  my  feet."  Don't  get  alarmed  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  it's  only  Smitty's  usual  gift  of  gab  for 
he  is  always  ready  to  say  anything  to  prove  anything 
he  says. 

Ever  since  Plebe  year  our  own  Steele  B  has  been 
the  "notorious  orator"  from  Illinois.  By  way  of 
his  masterful  conception  of  the  English  tongue, 
he  has  won  worlds  of  friends  in  both  sexes. 

Until  the  middle  of  Youngster  year,  he  curtailed 
his  love  of  the  fair  sex;  then  he  started  out  with  a 
bang  until  now  no  hop  is  complete  unless  our 
Smitty  is  acting  as  a  tug  for  some  stately  or  other 
kind  of  craft.  Whether  it's  Smitty's  line  or  his 
cherubic  smile  we  don't  know,  but  it's  a  sorry  specimen 
with  whom  he  can't  make  a  hit. 

One  thing  we  could  never  sabe  was  that  (according 
to  Smitty)  he  was  always  bilging.  However  since 
the  monthly  sob  (?)  sheet  always  finds  him  way 
up  among  the  savvy  half,  this  line  doesn't  get  by 
any  longer. 


Guy  Morton  Neely 
Washington,  D.  C. 

"Sir  Sid"  "Guy"  "Mart"  "Duke" 

PLEBE  year  found  Sir  Sid  without  any  answer 
to  "What  state  are  you  from,  mister?";  so  he 
initiated  a  little  policy  of  graft  whereby  he  adopted 
Kentucky,  from  whence  he  was  appointed,  as  a 
hailing  place.  Having  spent  but  a  couple  of  months 
there,  he  proved  himself  a  fast  worker,  for  he  seemed 
to  have  met  all  the  popular  feminine  idols  of  the 
state,  so  notorious  for  such,  and  with  these  as  an 
aid,  he  soon  conquered  a  host  of  Kentuckian  spoons. 
Then  turning  his  head  to  a  new  field  of  conquest, 
he  reverted  to  his  native  .birthright  of  D.  C,  which 
proved  equally  successful. 

Although  the  hospital  claimed  him  as  an  un- 
fortunate victim  for  nearly  three  months  of  Second 
Class  year,  he  defeated  Fate  and  the  All-academics 
with  his  usual  indomitable  spirit,  and  did  it  all 
without  dropping  any  of  his  numerous  correspon- 
dents. 

We  will  make  no  attempts  to  expatiate  upon  his 

personal  charms,  as  this  would  be  an  encroachment 

upon  the  inevitable  rights  of  his 

ardent   admirers  of  the  fairer  sex. 

Class  Baseball  (4,  3). 
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Carson  Ryle  Miller 

Columbus,  Ohio 

"Ryle"  "Olla" 

WAY  back  in  the  hurrying  war  days  of  1922's 
Plebe  year,  Olla  got  left  behind,  and  he  joins 
out  class  as  a  salty  sea-going  tar  just  back  from  the 
first  deepwater  cruise  in  a  long  time.  But  ever 
since  then  he  and  the  Academics  have  stood  just 
like  this  (!  !).  Once  in  a  while  you  hear  him  sing, 
"Oh,  I  hit  the  tree  in  J-U-I-C-E!"  Most  of  us 
under  the  same  circumstances  don't  sing.  Olla  is 
a  snake  of  parts,  and  he  never  misses  any  of  the 
Terpsichorean  performances  over  in  the  Armory. 
Dragging  blind  is  his  specialty.  He  never  refuses 
the  numerous  offers.  In  athletics  Bugs  has  tried 
a  hand  at  most  everything.  More  than  one  injury 
has  kept  him  from  being  an  A-l  man  on  several 
class  teams. 

"Aw,  chuck  this  stuff,  I'm  going  to  turn  in." 

Class  Wrestling  (2); 
Class  Track  (3,  2). 


Frank  Haywood  Ball 

Raleigh,  North  Carolina 

"Duke"  "Peachy" 

GREAT  day  in  the  mawnin',  boy,  how  do  you 
get  that  way?"  Thus  are  we  appraised  of 
the  presence  of  the  Tar  Heel,  although  his  vernacular 
is  scarcely  intelligible  to  one  who  is  used  to  the 
English  language.  Yet  his  lingo  is  not  his  worst 
handicap,  for  Duke  was  born  under  a  lop-sided 
star.  He  began  his  naval  career  in  1918,  and  was 
standing  deck  watches  on  the  Reina  in  less  than  a 
week.  His  fortune  was  little  better  when  he  went 
into  battle  against  the  Academic's  flying  squadron, 
but  he  was  merely  put  out  of  action  temporarily 
and  has  dodged  the  straddles  ever  since.  Duke 
was  pure  and  simple  when  first  he  was  sworn  in. 
The  spell  of  Bacchus  and  the  lure  of  Nicotine  were 
an  abhorrance.  But  travel  and  experience  have 
left  their  mark  on  him,  and  all  told,  you  will  have 
to  look  a  long  way  to  find  a  better  man  to  make  a 
liberty  with. 

Class  Football  (3); 
Class  Baseball  (5,  2). 


Ralph  Judd  Arnold 
Garden  Grove,  Iowa 

"Bear"  " Andson" 

HERE'S  the  bouncing  corn  fed  lad  from  the 
prairies  of  Iowa.  And  Son  was  lured  away 
from  his  native  metropolis  at  the  tender  age  of 
sixteen,  received  a  real  "bringing  up"  Plebe  year, 
and  has  developed  into  a  sophisticated,  carefree, 
regular  guy.  Ordinarily  the  Bear  is  quiet  and 
unassuming  in  his  ways,  but  when  he  breaks  loose 
he  can't  be  held  down.  Though  never  heard  from 
in  the  athletic  field  he  has  tried  practically  every 
sport  known  to  the  Academy,  and  has  a  beginner's 
knowledge  of  them  all.  The  Academics  have  never 
been  a  source  of  trouble  to  him,  so  his  wooden  room- 
mates regard  him  asthesavoirof  the  room.  In  the  art 
of  snaking,  Judd  is  well  accomplished,  although 
he  takes  femmes  as  a  matter  of  course  and  has  never 
been  known  to  fall  for  their  charms.  His  only 
expressed  ambitions  are  to  master  the  scandal 
walk,  play  his  banjo,  and  to  star  behind  the  foot- 
lights. But  from  watching  the  Bear  fix  alarm 
clocks  we  are  predicting  a  big  future  for  him  in 
engineering. 

"Hey   Sternall,   gimme   two-bits   so   I   can    drag 
tonight!" 

Class  Track  (2). 


Francis  William  Laurent 

Thorpe,  Wisconsin 
"Sternall"  "Bygdo"  "Slim" 

HE  was  six  feet  two  in  his  stocking  feet,  and 
he  kept  getting  thinner  the  more  he'd  eat." 
There  you  have  him;  and  hard? — ask  him  that's 
all!  He  came  to  us  from  the  woods  of  Wisconsin 
and  straightaway  acquired  a  reputation  for  his 
height  and  smile,  neither  of  which  is  a  half-portion 
affair.  The  Academics  aided  by  the  Hospital  gave 
him  a  run  Plebe  year,  but  never  since.  Occasionally 
he  has  even  given  extra  instruction  to  his  room- 
mates thus,  "Now  there's  only  two  things  you've 
got  to  know  about  this  Juice  prob  for  tomorrow, 
etc."  His  athletic  career  began  with  crew,  but 
Youngster  year  he  entered  the  wrestling  game  and 
made  good  with  a  grace  and  style  all  his  own. 
Sternall  is  a  typical  one-woman-man, — that  is  one 
at  a  time,  average  time  six  months.  He  maintains 
that  he  has  never  been  bricked — at  every  opportunity 
— and  to  be  just  no  one  can  dispute  him. 
"Gosh,  is  that  formation?" 

Plebe  Crew  Squad; 

Wrestling  Squad  (3,  2);  Numerals  (3). 
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William  McDonald  Neill 
Berryville,  Virginia 

"Don"  "Beautiful" 

SNAKE,  soldier,  tea  hound,  athlete,  F.  F.  V., 
and  farmer,  all  these  and  more  are  combined  in 
our  Beautiful.  Three  years  at  V.  M.  I.  broke  him 
to  harness  before  he  saw  water,  while  the  plow  and 
the  milking  stool  gave  him  those  shoulders  and 
arms.  Eyes  and  lashes  that  a  girl  could  envy,  and 
a  lion's  mane  of  hair  are  the  least  of  his  attractions 
for  the  fair  ones.  Don  is  a  snake,  although  not 
the  slimy  variety  that  his  Bancroft  Hall  reputation 
would  make  him  out.  One  little  girl  at  a  hop  called 
him  "the  portrait  of  a  gentleman".  He  has  fought 
many  a  battle  of  the  Saucer  and  Sandwich  and 
always  emerged  victorious.  Like  the  late  Prof 
Bell  he  ain't  never  been  passed  on  the  ball  room 
floor.  It  requires  special  training  for  a  girl  to  follow 
him.  In  spite  of  all  this,  however,  he  is  heart  whole 
and  fancy  free.  His  ambition  is  to  get  drunk  at 
Baker's  wedding. 

"I'm  not  a  snake,  you  horse's  neck." 

Manager  ^Swimming  (1). 


Guy  Winkjer 

Washington,  D.  C. 

"Tiny"  "Brute"  "Wink" 

A  SPLINTERING  crash  of  broken  wood  and  a 
dull  thud.  Brute  merely  gave  someone  a 
gentle  push  through  a  locker.  It  was  a  love  tap. 
He  has  all  the  joviality  of  a  half-grown  elephant 
with  corresponding  strength.  Brute  has  earned  a 
place  for  himself  in  athletics.  In  football,  crew  and 
especially  swimming  his  name  has  often  been  printed 
on  the  sport  pages  of  the  city  dailies.  To  hear  him 
talk,  however,  one  would  think  that  he  is  always 
on  the  verge  of  being  kicked  off  the  training  table. 
He  is  a  gentle  pessimist  of  a  deep  dyed  hue.  Con- 
scientious to  the  extreme,  Brute  makes  up  for  lack 
of  brilliancy  by  steady  work.  He  manages  to  find 
the  most  puzzling  points  for  discussion  in  the  simplest 
assignment.  Juice  probs  are  his  knell.  A  Red  Mike 
of  the  same  quality  as  he  is  pessimist.  Brute 
has  never  dragged.  His  weekly  trip  to  the  Circle 
Playhouse  is  his  greatest  frivolity. 
"Ugh-woof!" 

Swimming  Squad  (4,  3,  2);  N  (3,  2);  Captain  (/); 

Plebe  Crew  Squad  {Numerals); 

Expert  Rifleman; 

Track  Squad  {3); 

Olympic  Games  (3); 

Football  Squad  (4,  5,  2,  1);  NA  (3,  2);  N  (1). 


V/Ar/A//A,,A/,A 


Henry  Martyn  Baker 

New  York,  New  York 

"Slim"  "Bake"  " His  Majesty"  " Panadero" 

SPELL  it  with  a  "y"  please!  Yeh,  H.  Martyn, 
that's  it.  Introducing  His  Majesty,  Duke  of 
New  Yawk  and  Bah  'Ahbah.  Credentials  known 
since  Plebe  summer,  when  upon  joining  us  he 
immediately  took  charge.  And  he  hasn't  given  up 
the  Academy  since.  However  he  promises  to 
relinquish  it  upon  graduation.  He  says  the  name 
"Slim"  refers  to  more  youthful  days  when  he  was 
quite  otherwise,  but  it  carries  with  it  somewhat  the 
conception  of  a  snake,  and  we  think  it  well  chosen. 
Fussing  has  been  a  consistent  sin  with  him  and  he 
has  chalked  up  hearts  as  a  Math  savoir  in  a  wooden 
section  checks  up  probs.  The  last  two  years  he  has 
been  constant,  however,  and  "sallys"  forth  every 
Wednesday  and  Saturday  without  fail.  Savvyness 
is  another  besetting  sin.  He  admits  it  in  anything 
but  Dago.  He  came  back  from  recitation  one  day 
with  glum  look,  "Hell,  all  I  got  right  at  the  board 
today  were  the  words  'Pedro  and  Miguel'!"  But 
when  the  monthly  trees  were  up  Bake  had  a  3.55. 
We  are  used  to  it  by  now,  though. 
"Draggin'  the  wife,  as  usual!" 

Star  (4,  3,2,  1); 
Expert  Rifleman; 
Log  Staff  (4,3,2,1); 
Lucky  Bag  Staff; 
Class  Crest  Committee; 
Class  Ring  Committee. 


Rae  Headen  Cunningham 
Sanford,  North  Carolina 

"Rae"  "Creamy"  "Cunning-pork" 

RAE  should  have  been  the  Grand  Llama  of  a 
Thibetean  monastery.  His  appearance,  silence, 
and  mental  processes  are  wholly  favorable,  but 
fate  made  him  a  Midshipman.  Although  more 
than  usually  quiet,  he  is  not  in  the  least  diffident; 
but  rather  he  gives  the  impression  of  being  so  by 
preference.  The  same  retiring  spirit  influences 
everything  he  does.  He  has  never  been  out  for  any 
team,  although  he  works  out  regularly  the  year 
round.  He  dearly  loves  a  rough-house.  Pork 
owns  a  guitar,  and  at  rare  intervals  bursts  forth 
into  music  and  song  that  resembles  a  Chinese 
Opera.  He  was  widowed  by  the  Academics  in  the 
middle  of  Youngster  year,  but  acquired  a  new  wife 
and  subsequently  two  more.  These  few  really 
know  him,  and  then  only  after  a  couple  months  of 
close  contact.  He  neither  drinks  nor  smokes  and 
drags  only  under  great  provocation;  but  when  he 
does  the  girls  fall. 
"Aw,  git  away." 
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Francis  Elbridge  Simons  Cook 

Geneseo,  New  York 

"Cookie"  "El" 

THIS  innocent  lad  strolled  into  our  midst  fresh 
from  the  wilds  of  Geneseo,  New  York.  But 
he  sure  will  make  a  sailor,  as  he  can  spin  more  yarns 
and  talk  longer  without  drawing  a  breath  than 
any  man  we  know.  He  is  never  bothered  by  studies, 
until  he  feels  himself  perched  high  in  the  branches 
of  a  tree;   then  watch  his  dust. 

"Cookie"  spent  a  great  deal  of  time  Saturday 
nights  of  Youngster  year  in  travelling  to  Baltimore, 
in  order  to  benefit  by  the  change  of  climate.  His 
travels  have  not  spoiled  him,  although  he  is  a  fre- 
quenter of  such  well-known  places  as  the  Rendez- 
vous and  Little  Club  of  New  York  City. 

Above  all,  "Fran"  is  famous  for  doing  those 
things  which  others  seldom  think  of,  and  has  yet 
to  meet  the  occasion  that  his  tongue  is  not  equal 
to.  His  one  great  failing  is  a  love  of  the  high  life, 
otherwise,  "Wine,  women  and  song."  Oh  yes! 
He  often  claims  to  long  for  the  freedom  of  civilian 
life,  but — try  to  make  a  civilian  of  him  and  watch 
him  fight. 


Henry  Dean  Wolleson 

Pittsburg,  Kansas 

11 W oily"  "Dean"  "Dean-de-ah"  uHen-nery" 

"  H.  Dean" 

THE  original  "big  Navy"  man.  Even  in  his 
youth  he  believed  in  preparedness.  Small 
wonder  he  entered  the  Navy  School  for  Boys  at 
Annapolis! 

Ever  since  his  Plebe  Army-Navy  game  he  has 
made  frequent  trips  to  New  York.  There's  a  reason! 
It  was  on  one  of  these  trips  that  he  tried  conclusions 
with  the  Dago  department.  He  retired  defeated 
but  still  fighting  with  a  taxicab  window.  Even  a 
kick  in  the  neck  cannot  subdue  the  Boy. 

Wolly  missed  his  Second  Class  cruise  in  order  to 
remain  here  at  the  Academy  to  take  part  in  the 
National  Rifle  Team  Matches.  He  won  distinction 
as  a  member  of  the  Academy  team  which  gained 
such  signal  honor  at  the  matches  that  summer. 

During  his  career  here  he  has  found  Academic 
Walk  a  bed  of  roses.  He  is  one  of  the  few  who  are 
capable  of  getting  velvet  without  any  conscious 
effort  on  his  part.  Always  willing  to  help  a  class 
mate,  always  cheerful. 

Rifle  Squad  (4,  3,  2);  RN  T  (J,  2); 
Expert  Team  Rifleman; 
Log  Staff  (3,  2); 
Ass't.  Rifle  Coach  (2). 
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Jackson  Harman  Kerans 
Washington,  D.  C. 
"Jack"  "Slim"  "Keek" 

NOW  Jack  means  well,  but  there  are  many  things 
he  can't  help,  among  them  that  great  weakness 
for  blondes.  Yes,  we  believe  he  loves  them  dearly, 
at  least  for  the  time  being.  However,  he  has  adopted 
that  famous  saying  as  a  motto  in  his  young  life — 
"Snap  your  fingers  at  care."  Let  not  my  gentle 
readers  misconstrue  my  meaning  when  I  say  that 
there  never  is  a  party  but  what  Jack  is  A  Number 
One  present.  As  a  reptile  his  ability  is  beyond 
comprehension  because  all  are,  colloquially  speaking, 
"knocked  chilly".  Now  really  Jack  has  some  fine 
traits.  A  more  generous  human  never  trod  the 
corridors  of  Bancroft  Hall.  He  supplies  skags  for 
the  whole  First  Batt.,  and  incidentally  his  room- 
mates get  their  share.  We  often  wonder  where 
the  W.  B.  &  A.  gets  its  spending  money,  but  Jack 
solves  the  problem  easily.  If  you  don't  believe  us, 
just  inspect  his  bed  some  Saturday  night,  and  lo 
and  behold  apparently  he  is  there  fast  asleep. 
"Say  Gans,  how's  to  report  all  present?" 

Black  N*. 


Francis  Joseph  Ball 

Davenport,  Iowa 

"Gans"  " Pelota"   " Biddle,  jr." 

IKINDA  know  my  berries  on  this  stuff  today 
and  I  got  no  scruples  about  tellin'  you." 

Such  could  one  hear  the  obese  Gans  grunt  before 
any  formation,  and  the  second  verse  was  sung  after 
the  section  leader  took  charge.  Standing  two  in 
his  weight  in  the  notorious  Ball  family,  and  weight 
played  an  important  part,  too.  He  would,  with 
the  ease  of  a  rhinocerous,  glide  softly  up  to  the 
"scuttle  butt"  and  grasping  it  gently  but  firmly, 
"skaal"  in  voluptuous  quantities.  With  an  extra 
cruise  to  his  credit  not  counting  those  on  the  Reina, 
Gans  was  ready  for  all  that  Honolulu  and  Lisboa 
could  present.  Picture,  if  you  can,  a  quiet  street 
scene  in  Tangiers,  and  then  in  the  midst  of  this 
solitude  drop  the  vivacious  Gans  astride  one  of 
those  smallest  burros  and  the  day  will  be  turned 
to  night. 

"If  you  want  any  help  on  that  stuff  just  step 
in  the  room." 

Black  N***. 
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William  Everett  Hennigar 
Oredell,  New  Jersey 

"Pop"  "Uncle"  "Henny"  "Bill" 

"  Q  AY,  M.  C,  are  these  five  letters,  two  cakes, 
kj  and  three  class  pins  all  the  mail  I  get  today?" 
This  is  "Pop's"  usual  line  around  mail  time  and 
he  sure  has  the  corner  on  the  Naval  Academy  Post 
Office.  Although  "Henny"  didn't  take  in  so  many 
hops  his  locker  door  was  a  good  stall  to  take  an 
inspecting  D.  G.'s  attention  from  his  non-reg  shoes. 

Plebe  year  he  managed  to  capture  a  medal  for 
winning  the  Academy  doubles  championship,  but 
cigarettes  and  a  bad  knee  prevented  his  further 
participation  in  sports. 

Second  Class  year  on  a  trip  to  the  hospital  "  Bill " 
annexed  some  twenty  odd  pounds  of  surplus  avoir- 
dupois. From  then  on  he  swung  a  wicked  dumb-bell 
to  reduce  in  order  to  gain  weight  with  the  fair  sex. 
"Say,  can  you  make  my  man  stop  eating?" 

Going!!  Going!!  Gone?  Not  yet,  said  Pop. 
Mention  a  new  brand  of  hair  tonic  and  he  is  all 
attention. 

"Aw,  get  back  into  yer  hole." 

Tennis  Squad  (4,  3). 


Henry  George  Moran 
West  Haven,  Connecticut 

"Pat"   " Henrod" 

HEY,  Mister!  How  long  have  you  been  in 
this  country?"  Take  a  look  at  "it"  and 
you'll  see  why  the  question  was  shot  at  him  so 
often  the  year  of  his  debut  at  the  Naval  Academy. 
No,  he  was  not  a  Sinn  Feiner,  but  a  divvil  of  an 
Irishman  at  that. 

With  a  local  "rep"  as  a  chaser  of  the  elusive 
pigskin,  our  Hero  started  Plebe  year  on  the  football 
squad  but  soon  made  the  excused  squad  instead, 
and  never  lost  his  position  as  All  American  Politician. 
His  bum  knee  turned  him  from  athletics  to  snaking 
— and  LINE?  What  else  would  make  that  blond 
Skywegian  propose  to  him  after  but  one  afternoon 
in  Christiania — and  she  said  she'd  support  him, 
too! 

This  yegg  started  Plebe  summer  "ratier"  than 
a  First  Classman  and  never  changed  a  bit  in  four 
years.  However,  we  have  straight  dope  that  one 
of  the  "more  deadly"  of  the  species  has  him  going; 
so  we  surmise  that  "Henrod"  will  soon  learn  to 
obey  her  regulations,  if  no  others. 


Everett  Hale  Browne 
Denton,  Texas 

" Whitey"  "Brownie"  "Monk"  "Tex" 

IADIES  and  gentlemen,  permit  me  to  introduce 
_v  the  speaker  of  the  evening,  Mr.  Browne  from 
Texas.  Listen  to  him  carefully  and  you  will  learn 
all.  He  is  undoubted  authority  on  any  thing  you 
may  wish  information  about,  and  will  dilate  at 
length,  yea  verily,  he  will  go  beyond  the  limit  of 
even  the  most  patient  in  length. 

His  hair  is  white,  but  not  from  worry,  and  he 
believes  in  trimming  it  short  to  give  that  appearance 
of  the  wrestler  and  "rough  and  tumbler"  extra- 
ordinary. His  favorite  occupation  is  tearing  up  a 
room  with  someone  else,  dumping  over  lockers, 
chairs,  tables  or  any  other  articles  that  get  in  the 
way  of  his  pleasure. 

Great  Lakes  furnished  him  to  us  a  sea-going  sailor 
and  his  presence  caused  us  to  think  that  Lake 
Michigan  was  salty  and  we  found  it  necessary  to 
go  out  there  and  find  out  for  he  indeed  gave  that 
impression  as  a  Plebe  summer  three-striper  and 
all-round  handy  man. 

Class  Wrestling  (J); 
Class  Lacrosse  (3). 


Edward  Rembert 
Rembert,  South  Carolina 

"Eddie"  "Yegg"  "Duff"  "Sparrow' 


c 


om  on  Blondie!  Com'  on,  mon  cher — ". 
Yes,  even  in  distant  Lisboa  was  our  Eddie 
a  heart-breaker — a  heart-breaker,  for  he  listened  to 
none,  not  even  Mademoiselle  Marcel  after  she  was 
sorely  smitten.  He  admits  he  is  a  one  woman  man, 
but  he  hasn't  found  her  yet.  The  maids  of  Hawaii, 
Norway  and  even  fair  New  York  never  gave  this 
lad's  heart  a  flutter.  Perhaps  he  lost  it  in  the 
laundry — who  knows. 

Eddie  did  not  count  too  much  on  being  a  gentle- 
man by  "An  Act  of  Congress"  and  so  Second  Class 
year  we  found  him  devoting  spare  time  to  the  Book 
of  Etiquette.   "What  is  wrong  with  this  picture?" 

Our  hero  knows  everything  about  anything. 
"Yes  sir,  out  in  Saint  Cloud  the  ice  froze  six  feet 
thick  right  down  to  the  bottom  of  the  lake."  "Yeh, 
these  are  my  first  night  pajamas."  We  know  he 
will  be  a  success  in  life  for  he  could  argue  an  Es- 
quimaux into  discarding  his  furs  for  a  bare  skin. 

"Proud?  Why,  I'm  a  Hugenot  Boy.  Well, 
be  seeing  ya." 

Class  Gym  (3,  2). 
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Burton  Davis 

San  Antonio,  Texas 

"Burt"  "Birdseed"  " Hunka" 

YOU  ain't  got  a  ray,  Davis!" 
And  by  way  of  showing  how  much  in  error 
our  statement  was  Burt  would  immediately  reply 
by  applying  the  old  King's  hold.  "Grappler" 
was  only  too  willing  to  practice  some  hold  gleaned 
from  his  many  experiences  on  the  wrestling  mat. 
These  friendly  encounters  usually  resulted  in 
breaking  some  of  his  favorite  Victrola  records. 

"Where's  old  standby ? "  And  Burt  would  proceed 
to  dig  out  from  a  pile  of  old  records  some  form  of 
the  "blues".  In  fact,  his  one  ambition  is  a  bachelor 
apartment  with  a  "vie". 

Being  an  offspring  of  that  wonderful  state  of 
Texas,  Burt  was  naturally  a  descendant  of  the 
rootin'  tootin'  pistol  shootin'  type,  but  after  they 
hog-tied  and  subjected  him  to  his  first  pair  of  shoes 
he  quickly  fell  into  the  ways  of  Academic  life. 

His  career  here  has  been  one  to  be  envied  for 
he  always  had  the  knack  of  "bulling  the  Profs" 
into  giving  him  a  gracious  mark.  But  perhaps  that 
was  because  he  came  from  a  "bully"  country. 

Wrestling  Squad  {3,  2). 


Joseph  Browne  Spangler 

Galveston,  Texas 

Joe        rila         Our  Joe 

ALL  was  quiet  and  peaceful.  Silence  reigned 
l  supreme.  Suddenly  a  low,  mournful  cry  arose 
from  under  the  confines  of  a  mound  of  blankets, 
rainclothes,  Bowditches,  etc. 

"Bugsey,  dear — what  t-time  izit?" — followed  im- 
mediately by  the  crash  of  formation  and  our  own 
little  Joe  was  up  and  away  to  again  foil  late  blast. 

As  a  Plebe,  Joe's  beaming  countenance  and  his 
ever  willingness  to  offer  assistance  and  advise 
when  needed,  immediately  gained  him  a  strong 
following  of  friends. 

"Mr.  Spangler — (&*$*$ — you  miss  another  plate — 
and  *!!^(a,* — and  Joe  would  forthwith  submerge. 

Joe  cannot  be  called  old  fashioned — far  from  it. 
He  believes  in  life,  liberty  and  the  pursuit  of  happi- 
ness. Eat,  drink  and  be  merry  for  tomorrow  we 
may  not  drink,  is  his  motto. 

He  is  an  ardent  admirer  of  the  fairer  sex  for  few 
have  been  the  times  when  he  has  returned  from  leave 
without  uttering  his  familiar  remark — "Aw  man — 
you  oughta  see  my  new  soulmate — she's  a  knockout!" 

To  the  last  gun — Boom  Boom — Skoll.  Here's 
to  you,  Joe. 

Log  Staff  (4,  3,  2); 

Lucky  Bag. 
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William  Henry  von  Dreele 
East  Orange,  New  Jersey 

"von"  "Bill"  "Dreele"  "  Tubba" 

FRAIL  ho!  Great  specimens  of  potential 
possibilities!  John,  why  don't  you  swab  down 
your  window  panes?" 

This  New  "Joisey"  lad  might  try  to  impress 
you  at  first  as  a  cynical  misogynist,  but  nevertheless 
every  hop  finds  him  present — listening  to  the  music, 
so  he  says. 

Plebe  year  the  hospital  deprived  "von"  of  his 
commission  with  '21,  but  he  came  back  and  entered 
'23  with  a  vim  and  enthusiasm  that  gained  him 
many  friends. 

Spare  moments  find  him  deeply  absorbed  in  a 
history,  a  "Whizz  Bang",  or sittingwith  atriumphant 
smile  on  his  face  as  he  outflanks  his  fantastic  enemies 
with  his  deft  pen,  or  he  scores  that  winning  touch- 
down over  his  gridiron  foes  by  a  brilliant  dash  across 
the  paper. 

Instead  of  being  sore  as  hell  on  Sunday  night, 
"von"  bubbles  over  with  delight  at  the  thought  of 
three  more  days  of  Academic  strife  will  bring  Wednes- 
day and  his  beloved  "movies". 

"Why  worry,  fellows.  All  night  in  and  beans 
for  breakfast." 

Class'  Swimming  (3);  Numerals  (3); 
Log  Staff  (2). 


John  Edward  Shomier,  Jr. 
Columbia,  Pennsylvania 

"Johnny"  " Shoey"  " Mounda" 

THETA!Phi!-6-8  log  ex—  shrinkage,— entropy! 
Kee — roust!  I'll  get  that  B.  T.  U."  pierced  the 
chilly  a.  m.  air  as  our  John  would  attempt  a  double 
bar  on  the  Academics,  but  would  wake  up  to  find 
himself  topside  of  only  a  pillow  and  mattress. 
That's  John,  up  and  attem  all  the  time. 

John  began  with  '21  but  liked  the  Academy  so 
well  he  agreed  to  stand  by  it  two  years  longer,  and 
cast  his  lot  with  us.  Versatile,  energetic,  blithesome, 
sincere,   eccentric — all  these   characterize   him. 

From  early  boyhood  (we  got  this  dope  first  hand) 
he  wielded  a  nasty  pen.  To  say  that  he  still  slings 
a  lucid  line  is  superfluous.  You  have  but  to  gaze 
on  his  ever-increasing  list  of  conquests  among  the 
lighter  of  the  sexes  and  you  will  marvel. 

As  an  old  salt  he  could  swap  yarns  with  Noah 
and  hold  his  own  without  effort.  He  made  many 
friends  on  the  cruises  but  one  whom  he'll  remember 
is  Pol  Roget:   "What  ho,  the  billet  hook?" 

"Aw,  gee — man — lookut  this  Juice!  Who  do 
these  guys  think  we  are — Steinmetz?  Oh,  well, 
start  the  Vic." 

Class  Football  (3); 
Class  Baseball  (3). 
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Charles  Samuel  Walsh 
Washington,  District  of  Columbia 
"Buck" 

WHEN  Buck  hove  a  big  sigh  as  he  handed  in 
his  last  pack  of  Camels  to  the  James-Limbes 
at  the  Main  Gate  Plebe  summer,  and  entered  the 
asylum  he  brought  with  him  a  determination  to 
succeed,  which  has  carried  him  over  the  rough  spots 
in  fine  shape.  Also,  he  brought  with  him  a  happy 
disposition  which  enables-  him  to  see  the  humorous 
side  of  any  situation  be  it  ever  so  grave  or  solemn. 
Buck  is  one  of  our  most  versatile  classmates,  being 
equally  at  home  playing  the  role  of  snake  at  a  hop 
or  making  Al  Jolson  blush  for  shame  with  his 
warbling  at  one  of  our  shows.  And  my,  how  he 
can  warble! 

Not  only  is  he  a  social  lion,  but  also  a  real  he-man 
who  has  worked  hard  and  earnestly  to  make  our 
crews,  football  and  wrestling  teams  what  they  are. 

"Where  yuh  goin'  Buck?" 

"Well  now,  it's  the  slight  writing  of  a  letter  and 
it  may  be  proportional  to  the  studying  of  Nav — 
\\  ill  you  stop  it?" 

Football  Squad  (5,  2) ; 
Crew  Squad  (2); 
Wrestling  Squad  (3); 
Class  Boxing  (3); 
Masqueraders; 
Hop  Committee,  (It. 


Howard  Joseph  Waters 

Stamford,  Connecticut 

"Joe"  "Dumbbell"  "Mooch" 

TWAS  not  many  moons  ago  when  Waters 
first  signed  his  name  with  the  attached  title 
"Mid  U.  S.  N."  and  then  began  to  saturate  his 
lungs  with  the  salty  sea  breeze  from  the  Severn. 
From  that  time  on  we've  not  known  this  individual 
by  his  title,  but  "Joe".  Yes,  it  was  nobody  but 
Joe,  the  brute,  who  played  foot-ball  exactly  the 
way  Dobie  wanted  it  and  who,  since  then  has  been 
giving  the  boys  on  the  team  some  competition  for 
their  jobs. 

Joe  also  pursued  the  indoor  sport  of  "reptiling", 
for  few  laps  are  ever  held  at  which  he  isn't  present, 
in  polished  form,  trying  his  best  to  "obtain  the 
woman  vote". 

"And  who  is  the  handsome  man  who  performs 
at  the  piano  when  the  Jazz  band  is  reigning  supreme?" 
Ask  one  of  the  ladies, — 'tis  nobody  but  that  same 
Joe,  for,  verily,  he  says  it  with  music.  Yes,  many 
pleasant  hours  flee  rapidly  by  when  we  gather  around 
the  Baby  Grande  to  hear  a  few  of  his  trick  chords. 

Football  Squad  (4,  J,  2);  NA  (4); 
Hop  Committee  (J,  2,  1); 
Jazz  Band  (4,  5,  2,  1);  Leader  (J); 
Black  N. 


George  Washington  Welker,  Jr. 
Salisbury,  Missouri 
"George"   "G.   W." 

A  HUSKY  product  of  the  "Show-me"  State 
who  never  has  to  show  anything.  The  Li'l 
Boy's  a  regular  feller. 

Always  on  a  table,  Plebe  summer  Joe  Morrison 
gave  him  the  "deep  six",  because  of  his  only  defeat 
— swimming.  "Oh!  how  could  I  learn  how  to 
swim — there's  no  water  in  Salisbury." 

Playful  lad  who  is  always  willing  to  engage  in 
anything  rough.  Addressing  two  or  three:  "Oh, 
of  course   you    won — but    it's    no    fair   to    tickle." 

Just  look  him  over — Ain't  he  handsome  and 
strong  (i.e.  strong  for  the  femmes) .  "  She's  no  Greek — 
the  boys  just  call  her  that  because  she's  so  big." 
"Sir,  my  roommate  said  you  wanted  to  see  me  about 
that  brick  on  my  window  sill."  His  bookshelf 
consists  of  such  fiction  as  worn  Cosmo's  and  un- 
soiled  texts,  for  George  is  a  savoir  and  uses  books 
only  to  carry  to  class. 

"Wife,  what's  the  lesson?" 

Luck  to  you,  George — may  you  always  be  the 
same  sort  of  chap  you  were  with  us. 

Wrestling  Squad  (4,  3);  WNAT; 

Football  Squad  (4,  5,  2,  1);  N  (1); 

Crew  Squad  (2); 

Track  Squad  (3); 

Class  W resiling  (2);  Numerals  (2). 


George  Castera 

San  Francisco,  California 

"George"   " Caballero" 

NOW  here's  what  you  want  to  do" — George 
can  always  expound  upon  methods  of  winning 
the  fairer  sex.  His  own  heart  seemed  immune  from 
all  snares;  until — the  Ac  Department  elected  to 
keep  him  from  Christmas  leave  Second  Class  year 
and  all  the  next  year  he  was  hopelessly  in  love. 

Quietly  submissive  at  home,  George's  true  happi- 
ness lies  in  a  foreign  port.  If  you  want  trouble  just 
ask  him  what  he  thinks  of  Volstead.  "What  are 
you  doing  tonight,  Borracho?"  "Oh,  I  don't 
know — just  going  ashore." 

Never  getting  anything  without  effort,  George 
has  always  been  able  to  concentrate  his  energy 
when  required.  '  "Goodbye,  boys.  Got  to  bone 
now," — and  he  starts  work.  But  mere  studies 
could  never  interest  him  for  very  long,  and  soon 
you  would  find  him  dreaming  of  sweeter  things. 

Always  giving  his  best  to  his  work,  George  has 
shown  his  ability  in  more  than  one  line  of  class 
endeavor.     "Now  the  next  is  the  last  dance." 

Hop  Committee  (2,  /);  Chairman  {!). 
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Elbert  Lee  Fryberger 
Loveland,  Colorado 

"Fry"  "Dissipate"  "Mournful" 

MY  heart's  in  the  highland — my  heart  is  not 
here — my  heart's  in  loveland  a'  chasing  my 
"dear".  Elbert's  a  consistent  boner,  and  the  sort 
of  a  chap  who  is  willing  to  teach  others  his  acquire- 
ments. Plebe  year  our  Mountaineer  skippered 
the  movie  machine. 

In  the  days  when  tendencies  were  in  vogue,  Fry 
was  unusually  popular.  "Where's  old  'Dissipate' 
— hey!  Fry!  let's  catch  one?" 

He's  not  so  much  of  a  snake,  because  his  motto 
is — "If  you  can't  fuss  a  4.0 — Don't  drag".  The 
result  was  that  his  "fun  and  fancy"  were  few  and 
far  between.  Once,  however,  in  the  Spring  when 
one's  fancy  turns  to  the  femmes,  Fry  decided  to 
give  us  a  treat  and  sat  himself  pen  in  hand  and 
dashed  off  a  wicked  Navy  Line — To  his  O.  A.  O. — 
No — to  two  for  the  same  hop.  "Aw — I  didn't 
know  they'd  both  accept — What  do?" 

Although  he  answers  to  "Dissipate"  far  be  Fry 
from  a  "rounder",  for  he  doesn't  even  swear. 
"Gee  Whizz — wouldn't  that  make  ya  mad." 

Masquerader  Electrical  Gang 
Black  N*. 


Frederick  Wooten  Long 

Jasper,  Alabama 
Fred"  "Jasper"  "Wooten 

HERE  he  is,  Long  of  Jasper!  Don't  crowd  girls; 
he  will  take  care  of  you  one  at  a  time!  I  warn 
you  though,  Cleopatra  would  have  been  clay  in 
his  hands. 

Wherever  he  goes — from  Honolulu  to  Africa — 
he  leaves  a  path  of  fame,  due  to  his  Sheik-like  and 
anti-Volstead  tendencies.  Every  one  knows  who 
owns  the  Statue  of  Liberty  and  the  Flat  Iron 
Building.     He  bought  them  for  #20. 

Fred  is  noted  for  the  following:  the  above  real 
estate  deal,  the  "Sittin'  Bull"  number  of  the  Radia- 
tor Club,  a  helluva  snake  and  an  awful  line. 

As  for  studying — that's  out  of  the  question.  All 
you  have  to  do  is  look  the  Prof  square  in  the  eye 
and  keep  on  talking,  according  to  him.  No  one 
can  beat  him  shuffling  the  paste  boards,  pursuing 
the  ivory  cubes  or  mixing  cocktails. 

But  ask  him  about  the  pre-reveille  party  one 
morning.  "S'all  right  sir,  the  Supe  said  so — . "  A 
good  scout,  Fred  is.  Trust  him  with  anything  but 
your  wife  and  bet  your  last  red  on  his  making 
good. 
~   "I'llbetcha." 

Sub  Squad  (4). 
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John  Reid  McKinney 
Stanford,  Kentucky 

''Mac"  "Dumbbell" 

MAC  is  from  the  land  of  "Beautiful  hawsses 
and  fast  wimmin"  and  he  loves  that  country 
"still".  He  totes  the  wickedest  fish-like  capacity 
we,  personally,  have  ever  seen.  Verily  a  human  water 
barge. 

He  deserves  quite  a  lot  of  credit  for  fuel  conser- 
vation, warming  the  radiator,  but  surprised  us  once 
or  twice  by  making  good  in  class  athletics  just 
to  show  he  was  a  member  of  the  Radiator  Club  by 
choice  and  not  chance.  Black  N*****  sh-h-h,  you 
ought  to  see  the  others. 

As  happy-go-lucky  as  they  are  made,  never  happy 
'til  he's  broke,  and  has  the  most  uncanny  habit  of 
having  a  better  time  than  any  one  in  every  port. 
Just  ask  him  about  Helen  of  Frisco,  Sue  of  New 
York,  Gurly  of  Kristiania,  and  others  too  numerous 
to  mention.  Cracks  3.0's  without  ever  looking  at 
a  lesson;  a  sense  of  humor  that  would  do  credit  to 
our  friend  Mr.  Mann's;  and  a  repartee  that  makes 
it  impossible  to  lead  his  goat  out  on  P-rade. 

"Going  to  be  an  Ensign?  What,  for  18  years? 
Well  I  should  not !    Beware  ye  outside  world !" 

"Hey  Red— What  t'hell's  the  lesson?" 

Black  N*. 


Robert  Lee  Tatum,  Jr. 
Meridian,  Mississippi 

"Lee"  "Shorty"   "Pinky" 

THE  marks  are  up,  Red!" 
"Shonuf?    What  am  I  Satin?" 

Lee  can't  remember  when  he  was  sat  in  every- 
thing, for  the  mental  strain  of  rooming  with  two 
bridge  fiends  and  being  in  love  is  too  much  for 
Lee.  But  depend  on  him  to  get  thru  by  the  skin 
of  his  teeth,  for  he  is  untiring  in  his  efforts  to  snatch 
an  elusive  2.5.  "Gotta  'larm  clock?  Must  bone  Juice 
in  the  morning." 

We  call  him  "Red" — but  it's  dangerous.  Not 
that  he  is  hostile  but  his  better  4/5th.  "Lee's 
hair  is  not  red — it's  auburn!"  she  once  told  us. 

Sing? — like  a  fool.  Act? — you  should  have  seen 
the  fat  country  girl  in  the  Masqueraders.  Play  a 
fiddle  ? — well — er — yes. 

Depend  on  him  to  get  a  4.0  grease  anywhere. 
Ask  him  about  his  Skyweigian  nurse.  "Aw,  my 
head  was  hurt."  and  he  must  have  had  a  complete 
relapse  when  he  heard  she  was  coming  over  to  pay 
him  a  visit  ?  ?  ?  ? 

"Get  your  letter  today,  Red?" 
Damn  tootin! 

Choir  (4,  3,  2); 
Masqueraders  (3); 
Glee  Club  (3). 
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Robert  Henry  Rodgers 

Macomb,  Illinois 
"Bob"  "Speed"  " Roje" 

NO,  girls,  you're  wrong  again.  "Speed"  gained 
his  cognomen  because  of  track  fame,  even 
though  he  is  noted  for  other  varieties  of  speed  also. 
Ever  since  Bob  doused  his  civilian  clothes,  he  has 
been  gaining  laurels  on  the  cinder  path.  And  did 
you  ever  hear  him  tell  about  the  "latest  one" 
after  returning  from  leave,  an  Army-Navy  Game, 
or  a  track  trip?  Oh,  yes,  he  plays  football  too — 
just  ask  anyone  he  ever  happened  to  step  on.  On 
top  of  all  this,  he's  savvy  and  shatters  the  axiomatic 
saying  that  "you  can't  get  something  from  nothing" 
by  getting  the  maximum  results  from  minimum  work. 

Saturday  nights  of  Plebe  year  often  found  Rodgers 
on  "Bancroft  Roof  Garden"  watching  the  contests 
in  the  Gym,  and  since  then  he  has  developed  into 
quite  a  tripper  of  the  light  fantastic  himself. 

The  chances  are  that  Graduation  will  find  this 
product  of  Illinois  off  to  sell  refrigerators  to  the 
Eskimos,  or  to  conquer  the  world  by  some  other 
civilian  pursuit. 

Track  Squad  (4,  J,  2);  TNT  (4);  NA  (3); 
Y.M.C.A.  Director. 


Robert  Emmet  Cofer,  Jr. 
Austin,  Texas 

"Bob"  "Bill  Hart" 

NO  use  going  into  any  formal  introduction, 
folks,  'cause  if  you  haven't  heard  of  Bob  it's 
your  own  fault  and  all  these  years  of  yo'  life  have 
been  wasted.  "Oh  — o — o!  Are  you  Bob  Cofer?" 
— over-heard  at  one  introduction.  Don't  know 
how  he  does  it,  but  this  "Texas  Steer"  has  little 
homes  to  go  to  all  the  way  from  Mass.  to  New 
Mexico,  and  almost  in  stone's  throw  of  each  other. 

Being  in  the  Navy  means  nothing  in  the  life  of 
Bob — merely  a  place  for  a  good  time.  And  he 
manages  to  get  all  that  comes  anywhere  near  him. 
His  only  ambitions  are:  just  enough  velvet  to  keep 
from  boning,  just  enough  money  to  keep  from 
working,  and  just  enough  women  to  make  a  good 
party. 

Bobby's  line  is  known  on  three  continents,  and 
in  as  many  languages.  With  said  line  always 
ready  for  instant  use  he  rounds  up  his  prey,  heaves 
out  old  trusty  noose,  catches  the  sweet  young  thing 
unawares,  holds  her  to  him  and  brands  her  as  his. 
And  he  never  misses!! 

"Boyl — Dat's  a  keen  Jane!" 

Class  Baseball  (3,  2);  Numerals  (3). 
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Louis  Newcomb  Miller 

Millville,  New  Jersey 

Lou         Lap 

CAPTAIN  came  to  us  from  the  famous  Marion 
Institute — where  writing  desks  are  used  for 
firewood,  and  windows  for  purposes  other  than  the 
usual — full  of  ideas  of  how  to  get  out  of  work 
officially  and  unofficially.  Lou  seems  to  believe 
in  doing  a  lot  of  work  to  get  out  of  other  work — and 
with  astounding  thoroughness,  whether  absorbing 
Seamanship  as  a  Plebe,  writing  sports  for  the 
Log,  playing  bridge,  or  dragging. 

"Did  you  get  the  work  out  of  her  this  week-end, 
Lou?" 

At  times  he  rather  overdoes  it — like  getting 
sunburned  in  Lisbon. 

"Snookum"  tells  us  confidentially  there  are  too 
many  hour  angles  in  the  Navy  and  that  he  craves 
the  great  outside.  "Ain't  that  the  berries,  Lou, 
but  we  fear  you  monked." 

Lou  has  a  weakness  for  silk  bathing  suits,  even 
if  he  has  to  turn  out  at  four  o'clock  on  a  cold  morning 
to  witness  them. 

Lou  may  not  be  able  to  view  things  that  come 
to  him  in  their  true  light,  but  like  in  baseball,  we 
predict  that  he  will  bluff  'em  for  a  walk  at  least. 

Class  Baseball  (3);  Numerals  (3); 
Log  Staff  (4,  3,  2); 
Black  N*. 
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Beverley  Randolph  Harrison,  Jr. 
Fredericksburg,  Virginia 


■B, 


evo 


'Be 


IS  Beverley  an  F.F.V.  ?  Just  look  at  that  name 
again,  please.  Our  hero  is  so  proud  of  having 
his  fate  connected  with  this  lineage  that  Plebe 
year  he  admitted  to  the  inquiring  horde  to  be  of 
the  founders  of  the  old  Dominion. 

"Oh!  Isn't  that  the  cutest  little  fellow  there? 
He  looks  just  like  a  boy."  But  once  she  meets 
him  her  sufferings  are  double,  for  besides  being  a 
proficient  heaver  of  the  Navy  line  he  is  a  master  at 
broadcasting  the  Southern  flattery.  Youngster 
and  Second  Class  year  we  thought  Bev  had  suc- 
cumbed to  the  attention  of  just  one,  but  fate  inter- 
vened and  now  all  the  girls  get  the  treat. 

Bevo  really  had  a  job  Plebe  year.  Twenty-three 
hours  a  day  he  donated  to  Academics  and  friends 
in  the  Upper  classes,  the  hour  of  rest  he  suffered 
the  wailings  of  his  roommate.  Experience  is  a 
good  teacher — that  is  why  we  go  to  Harrison  for 
advice. 

Black  N. 
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Alberton  Cutler  Harshman 

Seattle,  Washington 

"Toke" 

ALBERTON  Cutler — and  to  the  manor  born 
L  — in  Montana  at  that.  But  not  of  the  appear- 
ance wild  and  wooley  is  Toke,  for  three  years  in 
Japan  coupled  with  a  remarkable  ability  at  tennis 
have  deprived  him  of  all  but  the  most  worldly  and 
debonair  manners.  "Toke"  never  starred  in  his 
existence,  Academically  speaking,  but  he  throws  a 
mean  sock  (from  the  verb  "sacar" — meaning  "to 
take  off")  at  all  of  the  well  known  indoor  sports. 
With  those  romantic  eyes  set  in  Arabian  skin 
and  topped  off",  like  all  good  things,  you  know,  by 
the  partedest  patent  leather  hair  one  ever  whiffed, 
he  would  make  a  darling  Sheik.  While  we  don't 
know  overmuch  about  his  equestrian  abilities,  he 
can  certainly  ride  the  pap  sheet  to  a  fare-thee-well. 
As  for  that  little  lady  in  Cincinnati,  (Bless  her  hearth) 
We'll  say  that  life  with  as  even  a  temper  and  dis- 
position as  Toke's  would  be  somewhat  of  a  neat 
way  of  putting  in  one's  time.  "Say  Mister,  do 
you  sing  in  the  choir?" 

Tennis  Squad  {4,  3,  2);  TNT  (3); 
Captain  (]). 


John  Drake  Shaw 
Spokane,  Washington 
"Jack"  "Unconscious" 

UNCONSCIOUS"  is  what  they  call  him,  but, 
to  our  mind,  it  should  be  "oblivious".  Un- 
conscious implies  a  "dead  one"  and,  as  such,  is  not 
applicable  to  John. 

A  saving  sense  of  humor  makes  him  somewhat 
of  a  glutton  for  punishment,  not  in  the  physical 
sense,  however,  for  our  hero's  athletic  aspirations 
are  confined  to  murderous  cross-country  walks, 
and,  when  spring  calls  to  its  mate,  an  occasional 
set  of  tennis. 

Handsome  Jack,  past  assistant  social  secretary 
to  Montana  Pete,  loves  the  Navy,  else  why  does  he 
inhabit  Bancroft  Hall  so  muchly?  Of  course, 
there  have  been  other  reasons  for  the  forfeiting  of 
a  round  or  so  of  leave,  but  oh,  for  that  little  lake 
in  Idaho,  where  one  may  up  with  the  sun  in  a 
twenty  degree  tent  and  plunge  in  the  ten  degree 
bath  of  nature.  It's  all  yours,  Jack,  but  is  sounds 
like  so  much  buncombe,  for,  while  a  fool  and  his 
money  are  soon  parted,  a  comfortable  bed  is  com- 
paratively cheap.  And  once  in  that  bed,  how 
"Tempus  do  fugit." 

Black  N*. 
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John  Wakefield  Harper,  Jr. 

Philadelphia,  Pennsylvania 

"Jack"  "Harp" 

SEE  there — the  mildest  and  cutest  Plebe  in  the 
old  Twelfth.  What  a  change?  Oh  yes,  Jack's 
regness  and  diplomacy  prevented  any  unwelcome 
notoriety  Plebe  year,  but  he  became  famous  as  the 
Plebe  who  could  hang  at  Eddie's  heels  in  the  mile; 
no  soft  job  that. 

Wakefield's  a  crank  on  neatness,  insists  on  knife 
edges  on  his  pea-green  soup  strainer.  Then  a  brisk 
manner  and  unadulterated  nerve  enabled  him  to  get 
away  with  almost  anything. 

But  what  a  changed  man  came  back  from  that 
blissful,  fateful  West  Coast  cruise!  For  our  Jack 
had  fallen  for  a  sun-kissed  Californian  miss  after 
but  three  short  days. 

Mechanical  intricacies  of  Juice  upset  him,  for 
despite  a  determined  rally  and  boning  until  the 
small  hours,  Jack  decided  that  Bullard  Vol.  1  was 
bull  and  he  joined  the  hundred  other  Pets  who 
scattered  to  homes  that  Spring. 

We  were  all  glad  when  Jack  rejoined  us  in  December. 
Congress  had  realized  its  loss,  and  he  was  re- 
instated as  a  "midshipman  and  a  gentleman" 
and  we're  sure  he  will  always  be  .a  staunch  Navy 
man  after  his  six  years  of  service. 

Track  Squad  (4,  3): 
Class  Track  (3). 


William  Grady  Pogue 
Corsicana,  Texas 

"Biii" 

WILLIAM  Grady  Pogue,  the  gentleman  from 
Corsicana,  Texas,  is  a  true  product  of  the 
south,  and  has  that  love  of  ease  and  freedom — one 
reason  for  his  becoming  a  ranking  member  of  the 
Sub  Squad. 

As  to  fussing,  Bill  indulges  only  when  it  offers 
diversion,  he  being  slightly  inclined  to  less  serious 
and  playful  types.  He  has  a  weakness  for  bobbed 
hair.  For  a  tale  stranger  than  fiction,  ask  him 
about  the  little  Dianas  of  Argentine. 

Academically  speaking  Bill  was  never  prejudiced 
against  any  of  the  bushes,  for  Lady  Luck  was  always 
at  his  side,  and  for  three  years  he  kept  to  windward 
of  Academic  snares.  But  Lady  Luck  forgot  him 
Second  Class  year  with  '22,  when  he  stripped  the 
gears  while  juggling  rhos  and  thetas.  But  real 
honest  luck  now  came  his  way.  Grady  made  a 
pleasure  cruise  to  South  America  and  returned  to 
the  old  grind  with  a  fight  that  buried  his  old  foes 
at  last. 

Expert  Rifleman. 
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Walter  O'Sullivan 

Mound  City,  Illinois 

"Walt"  "Mick" 

W.  O'SULLIVAN.  Ever  wonder  what  the  W 
stood  for?  It  stands  for  Walter  and  he  is 
just  as  inconspicuous  as  his  signature  indicates. 
Formerly  a  member  of  '22,  he  was  unfortunate 
enough  to  take  a  long  cruise  across  the  river  after 
which  he  became  one  of  us,  and  '22's  loss  was  our 
gain. 

Quiet  and  unassuming  under  most  conditions 
very  few  of  us  know  him  really  well,  but  there 
have  been  times  that  he  was  the  most  talkative 
person  on  earth.  On  one  of  these  occasions  he 
came  nobly  to  the  rescue  of  a  fair  damsel  in  our 
own  armory. 

Lady  Fatima  and  the  Radiator  have  been  his 
chief  pastime  and  his  practise  has  nearly  made 
him  perfect. 
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Francis  Schley  Drake 
Pittsburgh,  Pennsylvania 

"Ducky"  "Mike" 

HERE  he  is,  ladies.  The  reddest  of  Red  Mikes, 
oil  burner  supreme,  the  Croesus  of  the  battalion 
with  a  physiognomy  that  Plebe  year  made  all  Upper 
Classmen  suddenly  forget  what  they  had  entered 
the  room  for. 

Duck  has  never  dragged  and  swears  it  will  be 
a  dark  day  for  the  Navy  when  he  does.  The  best 
legal  talent  in  the  country  couldn't  convince  him 
that  any  girl  is  worth  putting  on  a  "monkey  jacket " 
for. 

When  it  comes  to  laboring  with  a  wooden  room- 
mate or  extending  financial  aid  to  friends  in  distress 
he  is  hard  to  beat,  and  here  in  our  little  institution 
a  better  friend  hath  no  man  than  this. 

As  far  as  Academics  go  he  doesn't  have  much 
trouble  fooling  the  various  Departments  and  so 
long  as  he  has  some  "oil"  handy,  exams  don't  worry 
him. 

This  lad  might  have  graced  the  wrestling  squad, 
but  a  certain  fondness  for  light  literature  has 
prevented  this;  never-the-less  he  is  right  there 
when  any  roughhouse  is  going  on.  "Come  on 
you  grafters  get  outa  here,  before  I  push  you  one 
in  the  mush." 

Masquer ciders  (4,  3,  2);  Gold  Masked  N. 
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Hugh  Severin 
Davenport,  Iowa 

" Hughie"  "Huge"  "Pug" 

OUR  Hughie  having  heard  the  screeching  cal- 
liopes of  steamboats  on  the  Mississippi  decided 
to  be  another  Dewey,  entered  the  Academy  as  one 
of  the  early  members  of  '23,  and  has  survived  all 
its  troubles. 

Huge  always  stood  close  with  the  Lady  Fatima, 
and  more  than  once  this  fair  young  lady  caused 
considerable  trouble  for  him. 

His  liking  for  strenuous  sports  led  him  into 
boxing.  He  has  always  been  one  of  Spike's  main- 
stays. Hugh  enjoys  life  wherever  he  is,  whether 
abroad  sipping  "suds",  or  aboard  ship,  or  at  the 
Academy.  And  no  one  likes  to  be  at  home  with 
the  family  more  than  he.  His  fondness  for  a  family 
circle  renders  it  improbable  that  he  will  remain 
single  after  graduation. 

Hughie's  success  is  inevitable.  His  energy, 
helpfulness  and  good  nature  have  won  him  friends 
in  every  class.  You'll  go  a  long  way  to  find  a  better 
friend  and  shipmate  than  "our  Hughie". 

"Gotta  get  the  work,  I'm  dragging." 

Boxing  Squad,  (4,  3,  2);  BNT  (2); 
Log  (4).-. 


Roland  Narcissus  Smoot 

Salt  Lake  City,  Utah 
"Smut"  "Narcissus"  " Ro" 

DOWN  in  the  canyon,  where  the  moon  peeping 
over  one  of  the  Rockies  is  reflected  by  a  tiny 
stream  far  below — Man,  I'm  going  back." 

Every  Fall  found  him  on  '23's  football  team 
— Second  Class  year  found  him  skipper.  During 
the  winter  he  occupied  himself  in  basketball. 

Of  "all  straight  dope",  Smoot  always  has  the 
very  latest.  Some  of  it  he  surely  must  get  out  of 
the  air  with  that  wireless.  And  we  hear  that  some- 
thing else  in  the  atmosphere  is  of  equal  importance 
to  him.  His  very  countenance  is  a  direct  indication 
of  whether  or  not  that  letter  from  just  across  the 
way  was  delayed. 

When  ashore  in  any  foreign  port,  it  was  always 
Narcissus  that  the  gang  depended  upon  to 
remember  the  way  back  to  the  ship.  Ac  year,  he 
was  recipient  of  those  delicious  boxes  from  home; 
always  a  loyal  member  of  the  Sunday  school-less 
Sunday  school  party;  and  a  persistent  attendant 
at  the  hop-less  hop. 

Class  Football  (4,  3,  2). 
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Lawrence  Thomas  Burke 

Tarrytown,  New  York 

"Larry" 

IADIES  and  gentlemen  and  the  Juice  Depart- 
.j  ment — we  present  the  Great  Forgetter!  He 
has  forgotten  it,  he  will  forget  it,  or  it  can't  be 
forgotten!  Nowhere  in  all  the  known  world  or 
the  mysteries  of  L.  S.  T.  can  you  find  a  like  mixture 
of  fact  and  fancy  as  this  son  of  the  Emerald  Isle 
presents.    He's  just — Larry! 

In  love?  Say,  didn't  I  tell  you  he's  Irish?  And 
look  at  that  countenance — it  hasn't  launched  a 
thousand  ships  (it  doesn't  even  like  to  think  of 
the  "Michigan")  but  it  has  surely  increased  the 
enrollment  of  every  finishing  school  in  the  East. 
He's  a  one-woman  man,  yeah — one  at  a  time! 

Larry's  track  aspirations  made  a  Marathon 
runner  of  him,  but  he  forgot  the  day  of  the  race 
and  'twas  all  for  naught.  Happy-go-lucky,  care- 
free, always  wearing  a  smile  (and  his  roommates 
shirt,  collars,  socks,  rain-clothes — see  list  of  articles 
required  for  midshipman's  outfit)  he's  bound  to  finish 
top  side! 

"Gotta    bone    tonight-nope,      better     turn    in!" 
"  Have  I  got  a  P-work  ?    Where's  my 
collar?    Who  stole  my  blouse?    Gee 
am  I  dragging  this  week — I  forgot!' 
"Watch  it  all  along,  boys  and  airls!' 

Class  Track  (4,  3); 
Track  Squad  (2,  I). 
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Neil  Kittrell  Dietrich 
Lexington,  Kentucky 

"Doc" 

THIS  dashing  looking  hombre  is  a  man  well 
known  to  fame;  He's  a  true  Kentucky  Colonel, 
though  he's  got  a  Deutscher  name.  He's  a  gifted  man 
in  Dago,  our  savvy  little  Neil,  But  in  the  good  old 
Navy  line,  that's  where  he  leads  the  field.  Forgive 
him  any  subject,  from  love  to  built  up  guns,  And  Doc 
will  spiel  a  monologue,  quite  interspersed  with  puns. 
In  launching  this  our  Lucky  Bag,  he  quickly  proved 
his  worth,  His  fertile  brain  and  facile  pen  filled  half 
the  book  with  mirth.  The  state  of  "Pretty  Horses" 
can  boast  a  worthy  son,  He  made  this  bag  a  Doc — 
ument,  if  you'll  forgive  the  pun.  Neil  won  his  N — ■ 
crossed  snow  shoes  and  the  hand  carved  boxing  glove, 
When  he  waded  seven  miles  of  drifts  to  meet  his 
lady  love.  For  true  old  fashioned  chivalry  this  sure 
bilged  Walter  Raleigh's,  I  wouldn't  do  that  Peary 
act  for  half  of  Ziegfeld's  Follies.  He's  quite  unassum- 
ing, too,  a  friend  through  woe  and  weal,  we  need 
more  in  this  Navy,  here's  luck,  we're  for  you,  Neil! 

Lucky  Bag  Staff; 
Star '(4); 

Class  Baseball  (4); 
Editor  Reef-Points ; 
Expert  Rifleman; 
Class  Track. 
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Gordon  Walford  Daisley 

Brooklyn,  New  York 

" Shorty-Andy-Gordon"  "Dais"  " Gustelberg" 

OY!  Gevalt!  Shalamalocka!  Have  you  seen 
the  passbooks  yet?  At  last  I  have  more 
kopecs  than  Wilcox,  and  don't  need  any  toothpaste 
this  month." 

He's  got  Gilmore  Dobie  beat  a  kilometer  when  it 
comes  to  his  own  ability — "Hell  no!  I  don't  believe 
I  even  passed  the  exam — I  am  sure  I  got  a  sign 
wrong  on  the  second  half." 

Do  you  know  any  girls  who  desire  to  become 
engaged?  If  so,  have  them  correspond  with  him. 
He  has  never  failed  yet — they  get  engaged  within 
two  months — oh  no!  not  to  him. 

And  who  can  ever  forget  the  Youngster  gym 
team?  Dais  in  the  role  of  the  great  utility  tool 
was  manager,  captain,  and  team.  In  the  events 
with  two  men  entered  he  never  failed  to  take  second. 

We  had  to  have  him  put  on  the  black  list  down 
at  the  store  as  he  would  regularly  squander  his 
monthly  insult  on  little  nut-bound  goodies  and  deny 
himself  a  change  of  necessities  (size  36). 

Lucky  Bag  Staff; 

Swimming  Squad  (2,  1),  SNAT; 

Class  Swimming  (3),  Numerals  (3); 

Class  Gym  (4,  3,  2); 

Class  Water-Polo  (5); 

Class  Baseball  (2),  Numerals  (2); 

Expert  Rifleman; 

Star  (4,  3,  2,1). 


Louis  Harry  Brendel 

Coshocton,  Ohio 

Harry        Louie 

"TT /"HERE  are  you  from,  mister?" 

VV  "From  the  Batt  Office,  sir"— Socko!! 

With  just  such  wise  (and  otherwise)  cracks  as 
this  did  friend  Louie  make  himself  famous  even 
during  Plebe  year.  His  ever-present  "efforts" 
usually  get  a  laugh,  and  when  it  comes  to  "biting, 
scathing  sarcasm"  our  light  friend  is  a  past-master 
at  the  art. 

Although  drawing  laughs  is  Harry's  main  accom- 
plishment, when  it  comes  to  drawing  slips  he's 
also  right  there. 

There  are  a  hundred  other  things  we  could  tell 
of  Louie  if  only  space  permitted — he's  a  snake  of 
no  mean  ability,  a  rabid  "contest"  hound — short- 
line,  Life  picture  title,  or  Durham  Duplex,  it  makes 
no  difference. 

And  now,  if  on  graduation  its  our  luck  to  separate 
and  hie  us  back  to  the  tall  timber,  we  have  no 
fear  for  Harry,  for  with  that  bottomless  pit  of 
humor  of  his  (not  necessarily  low  humor,  however) 
and  that  all  powerful  line,  he  could  make  a  success 
at  anything  from  pinch-hitting  for 
i  Strickland  Gillilan  to  selling  bed- 
room slippers  to  centipedes. 

Lucky  Bag  Staff; 

Class  Football,  (4,  3,  2); 

Expert  Rifleman. 
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Marcus  Erwin,  Jr. 

Ashville,  North  Carolina 

"Mark"  "Jo-jo"  "Marki" 

MARK,— get  that  name.  Link  it  up  with  Anthony, 
Twain,  Hanna,  and  Erwin.  All  great  men, 
either  politicians  or  slingers  of  the  omnipotent 
language;   and  the  last  is  not  the  least. 

When  the  old  gang  gets  together  and  Mark  gets 
started  on  some  of  his  "experiences,"  stand  by  for 
some  real  entertainment.  He  is  better  than  the 
"Cosmo,"  and  more  versatile.  Dronnegan  and 
night  blooming  hibiscus  bushes  are  favorite  topics, 
but  his  repertoire  is  limited  by  neither  time  nor 
space. 

The  Academics  have  not  bothered  our  Mark 
much  either  one  way  or  the  other.  He  spends  his 
time  persuading  his  roommates  to  make  trips  to  the 
tailor  for  him,  getting  on  the  athletic  excused  list, 
and  figuring  on  what  he  will  do  with  his  next  drag. 
Mark  confines  his  athletics  to  football,  wrestling, 
track  and  drags.  In  the  first  three  he  goes  out 
for  class  teams,  but  in  the  last  is  where  he  really 
gets  the  class. 

"Oh,    Mr.    Erwin,    this    is    the 
really  enjoyed  all  this  evening." 

Class  Football,  (4-,  3,  2); 
Class  Track  (3,  2); 
Class  Gym  (2). 


Church  Allen  Chappell 
Casper,  Wyoming 

"Chap"  "Church"  "Gusher" 

DID  you  ever  hear  it?  Yes,  that  line  of  Chap's. 
He  has  a  description  of  the  Golden  West 
which  imprints  upon  the  listener's  mind  an  appar- 
ition of  snow  capped  peaks  and  the  thousand  marvels 
of  the  Yellowstone.  However,  Chap  is  exhibit 
"A"  and  his  qualities  are  as  outstanding  as  those 
of  the  great  region  from  which  he  hails. 

He  is  a  great  lover  of  the  great  outdoors.  During 
"the  leave  granted  in  September,"  Chap  returns 
to  his  native  haunts  and  embarks  upon  big  game 
hunts.  Is  he  successful?  Just  notice  the  pair  of 
perfect  elk  teeth  he  has  mounted  on  cuff-links.  Our 
hero  bagged  that  magnificent  elk  while  in  the 
Rockies. 

Is  he  an  athlete,  snake  and  student?  Verily,  his 
make-up  combines  all  three.  As  a  hip-lock  artist 
on  the  wrestling  squad  he  should  make  something 
with  his  ability;  as  a  snake,  his  interest  is  central- 
ized at  Tufts;  and  Academically  speaking,  he  has 
the  faculty  of  concentrating — consequently  he 
fools  'em  regularly. 

"Brace  up!    mister,  Get  um  back!" 

Class  Wrestling  (J,  2); 
Class  Track  (2); 
Lucky  Bag. 


lance 


^^^^^m 

H     *»         JgN 

1 

^^^^Hh 

& 

■ 

Joseph  Henry  Foley 

Salem,  Massachusetts 

Joe        Jose        J.  H. 

"/^OME    on    you    little    Joe" — no    not    shooting 

V>  craps  just  trying  to  get  a  rise  out  of  our  friend 
from  Bawston — excuse  me,  I  mean  Salem — where 
they  burned  the  witches  a  few  years  ago. 

Oh  no,  he  isn't  Irish  at  all!  He  just  looks  that  way 
from  force  of  habit.  Athletics,  the  all  Academics, 
and  pink  envelopes  have  claimed  our  Joe's  attention 
since  he  dropped  in  from  down  East.  He  doesn't 
show  how  he  does  it  but  it's  darn  seldom  that  the 
little  pink  missile  fails  to  flutter  in  about  9:30  and 
then  that  greasy  Irish  smirk  bursts  loose  and  the 
Academics  are  geflunk  for  the  rest  of  the  hour. 

Although  never  a  satellite  he  has  always  managed 
to  steer  clear  of  the  bushes  by  dint  of  horse-shoe 
luck. 

Always  of  an  athletic  turn  of  mind,  only  the 
fact  that  he  gets  out  too  late  and  comes  in  too  early 
has  kept  him  from  the  limelight. 

It  takes  no  phenomenal  insight  to  recognize 
the  fact  that  Joe  is  a  snake  of  the  first  order.  Look 
at  those  scintillating  black  eyes  and  that  knock 
'em  dead  chin. 

Class  Boxing  (3,  2); 
Class  Lacrosse  (2). 


Gilbert  La  Rue  Burt 

Onwa,  Iowa 

"Tweet-tweet"  "Bunny"  "Galarue" 

"TATE  again!    Well  maybe  it  will   rain   Saturday 

J_v  and  I  won't  have  to  walk."  The  boy  always 
takes  the  "rules  and  regulations"  lightly  until 
he  finds  himself  on  the  list  of  the  cross  country 
explorers.  Then  he  prays  for  the  weather  prophet 
to  save  his  shoe  leather. 

All  of  Tweet's  hikes  are  not  "per  order"  though. 
Every  spring  the  Radiator  Club  begins  to  look 
around  for  another  member  to  replace  the  "charter" 
who  sets  out  to  tear  up  the  cinders.  If  the  Navy 
ran  the  three-quarter  mile  there  is  little  doubt  as 
to  who  would  give  the  boys  a  run  for  their  dinero. 
Tweet  is  always  amongst  the  leaders  of  the  third 
lap  when  he  succumbs  to  the  call  of  Lady  Fatima. 

Not  desiring  to  deprive  the  savoirs  of  their 
satellites  he  has  kept  his  average  down  among  the 
happy  medium  by  his  attention  to  the  thrills  of 
good  literature. 

"Why  worry  when  there  are  so  many  others 
to  do  it  for  you. "    Such  is  our  Tweet-tweet's  repartee. 

Class  Track  (5,  2). 
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Frederick  Moosbrugger 

Philadelphia,  Pennsylvania 

"Moose"  "Chubby"  " Mooshnrgger" 

IS  that  he?  Yea!  There  he  is  over  in  the  corner — 
the  light-haired  one  with  the  goggles  on.  The 
goggles  are  just  local  color  to  hide  the  black  eyes  he 
gets  in  the  gentle  art  of  self-defense. 

Moose  claims  to  be  a  Red  Mike,  but  why  he 
is  no  one  knows.  He  may  be  a  Red  Mike  by  choice, 
but  just  ask  him  what  he  did  in  Seattle,  around 
Hollywood,  and  Los  Angeles. 

Freddie  has  the  most  consistent  luck  of  anyone. 
He  has  caught  his  non-reg  "fat"  so  much  that  his 
very  nonchalance  makes  it  reg.  Catching  a  skag 
is  nothing  compared  to  catching  hot  ones  at  his 
job  on  first  base,  which  he  has  held  on  the  Class 
team  for  three  years. 

As  a  club  member,  he  is  quite  select.  Besides 
belonging  to  the  Sub  Squad,  and  CaulkemofFs,  he 
belongs  to  the  Master  Mechanics  Union,  which 
is  awfully  nice  for  him  and  Steam. 

"Hey  Mac!  Are  ya  going  ashore  to-day?  Get 
me  a  pound  of  pretzels,  will  yuh  ?" 

Boxing  Squad  (4,  J,  2);  BNAT  (3): 
Baseball  Squad,  (2); 
Class  Baseball  {4,  3,  2); 
Numerals  (2). 


Ralph  Donald  McAfee 
Batavia,  Ohio 

"Mac"  "  The  Shrewd  Scotchman" 

INTRODUCING  the  boy  who  shaves  without 
soap. 

If  the  poets  were  right  when  they  said  a  2.5 
was  harder  to  get  than  a  3.5  our  dashing  hero  would 
jump  into  the  limelight  like  a  kangaroo. 

Plebe  summer  made  him  a  past  master  in  the 
gentle  art  of  executive  to  such  an  extent  that  three 
stripes  fell  to  his  lot  during  Second  Class  "Exec", 
although  a  "Squads  right"  doesn't  mean  a  thing 
to  him. 

Such  broad  shoulders,  good  looks,  and  slick, 
shiny  hair  always  make  a  snake  and,  dressed  in 
his  best,  he  steps  with  the  pick  of  Crabs. 

A  lovable  (?)  disposition  and  saving  nature  make 
him  one  of  the  King's  own  spendthrifts. 

Volstead  is  unknown  in  Lisboa  and  was  forgotten 
in  Bancroft  Hall  during  Christmas  leave  when  Mac 
was  asked  to  give  Christmas  Cheer  to  the  P.  A.'s 
best  bets.  He  is  said  to  have  created  quite  a  stir 
in  Baltimore  New  Year's  Eve.  "She  was  red- 
headed, wasn't  she,  Mac?" 

"What  are  you  out  for  Mac"? 

"Extra  instruction  of  course." 
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Hubert  Malcolm  McLellan 

New  York,  New  York 

"Mac"  "Sister" 

IF  YOU  want  to  get  any  dope  on  "what  do"  in 
New  York  after  the  Game,  or  who  is  the  Inter- 
collegiate champ  on  the  bars  (parallel,  not  the 
kind  with  the  brass  rail  before  it)  or  the  latest  rules 
of  bridge — see  Mac!  He's  the  Bowditch  of  New 
York,  and  anyone  who  has  ever  made  a  liberty  or 
enjoyed  a  party  with  him  will  tell  you  that  you'll 
be  mighty  darn  sorry  to  take  your  departure  when 
leave  expires.  One  leave  that  the  rest  of  us  enjoyed, 
Mac  didn't  take  (he  was  such  a  conscientious 
student  that  he  stayed  in  Crabtown  Christmas 
Second  Class  year  to  receive  his  P.  A.  degree  from 
the  Reina — a  master's  degree  it  was  too!)  But  he 
has  never  missed  a  liberty  since. 

The  English  Department  and  Mac's  control 
panel  were  short  circuited  most  of  Second  Class 
year,  but  the  insulation  lasted  until  English  was 
buried  and  the  chief  mourner  was  none  other  than 
Hubert  himself!  Mac  has  never  stepped  out  with 
the  so-called  snakes,  but  it's  a  rare  hop  that  isn't 
graced  by  his  presence  and  pompadour. 

"Who's  got  the  prob?" 

"Now listen,  fellows,  when  you're  in  New  York — " 

Manager  Gym  Team  (1); 
Class  Gym  (3,  2); 
Class  Track  (3). 


Olin  Scoggins 

Mission,  Texas 

"Olin" 

VERY  young  lady  at  Hop,  wringing  hands  in 
desperation:  "Olin!  Oh,  Olin,  Where  is  my 
Olin?"  Nearby  civilian  to  midshipman:  "Who 
is  this  notorious  Olin  ?  That  makes  the  third  damsel 
I've  heard  calling  for  him.  He  must  be  something 
like  Mellen's  Food  since  all  the  children  cry  for 
him."  Midshipman  to  cit:  "Haven't  you  heard 
of  our  beloved  Olin — Why  man  alive,  he's  the  most 
wonderful  product  Texas  has  sent  this  way  in  a 
long  while."  It's  a  far  cry  from  the  desert  sands 
of  the  Texas-Mexican  boundary  to  this  stronghold 
of  ante-bellum  customs  and  cobblestones,  Annapolis, 
but  by  using  pack-mules,  prairie  schooners  and  all 
other  modes  of  travel  known  to  man,  Olin  finally 
wended  his  way  into  our  presence  back  in  1919. 
The  old  saying,  "He's  little  but  he's  loud"  surely 
does  fit  this  little  fellow.  He  may  be  shortsighted, 
but  he  measures  up  to  the  standard  of  20-20-25  in 
the  matter  of  vocal  chords. 
"HotZiggity  Dog!!" 
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Joseph  Eugene  Michael  Wood 

Albuquerque,  New  Mexico 

Jem         Joe 

HAVING  heard  of  the  three  squares  offered 
per  sidereal  day  to  Uncle  Sam's  pampered  pets, 
Joe  arrived  in  Crabtown  covered  with  the  alkali 
dust  of  his  beloved  New  Mexico.  When  we  first 
met  him  he  was  singing  in  a  corn  fed  tenor  and 
Caruso,  had  he  heard  his  rival,  would  have  exclaimed, 
"One  of  us  is  certainly  rotten."  In  an  argument 
Joe  always  admits  two  sides  to  every  question,  his 
side  and  the  wrong  side.  His  rep  was  made  Plebe 
year,  for  when  a  first  classman  asked  him,  "Mr. 
Wood,  can  you  herd  sheep?,"  our  Joe  replied, 
"Sir,  you  mean,  have  I  heard  sheep!"  He  soon 
recovered  and  because  of  his  cheerful  optimism 
and  winning  smile,  his  friends  are  numbered  legion. 
Joe's  athletic  ability  has  earned  for  him  the  title 
of  the  "One  man  track  team,"  while  on  the  flying 
rings  he  is  the  original  defier  of  gravity. 

They  say  that  the  secret  of  success  in  the  Navy 
is  friendship  and  if  so  Joe  Wood  certainly  has  the 
"Open  Sesame. " 

Gym  Squad  (5,  2);  GNAT  (2); 
Track  Squad  (2); 
Class  Track  (4.  3); 
Lucky  Bag. 


Donald  Edmund  Wilcox 
Amsterdam,  New  York 


OUR  Donald  came  to  us  from  the  outfit,  and  the 
first  time  we  saw  his  rosy  cheeks  and  tuft  of 
hair  we  knew  that  we  were  bound  to  like  him.  He 
has  been  adding  friends  ever  since  Plebe  summer. 

When  the  crowd  is  feeling  rather  rhino  Don  is 
sure  to  come  through  with  something  which  will 
make  them  forget  their  troubles.  Now  Don  let 
us  have  number  five.  "What  is  it,  Maud  Miiller," 
or  "I  hear  you  like  your  soup?" 

During  any  water-polo  contest  you  are  sure  to 
find  him  in  the  midst  of  the  scrimmage.  His  playing 
had  a  large  part  to  do  with  the  defeat  of  the  Inter- 
collegiate champs. 

If  a  man  is  needed  in  any  sport  Wilcox  is  always 
ready  and  able  to  lend  assistance. 

At  the  hops  most  of  us  take  a  back  seat  just  to 
watch  him  work.  When  he  starts  like  this,  what 
chance  have  the  rest  of  us?  "For  every  better 
looking  girl  than  you  here  tonight  there  is  a  taxi 
service  in  Venice." 

Water-Polo  (5,  2);  WNAP  (3);  JVNP  (2); 

Swimming  Squad  (4); 

Class  Track  (J); 

Class  Tennis  (2); 

Class  Swimming  (3);  Numerals  (3). 
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Richard  Maxey  Oliver 

Van  Buren,  Arkansas 
"Red"  "Keck"  "Our  Boy" 

WAS  June  when  Keck  shuffled  in, — clean 
from  the  land  of  razor-backs  and  corn.  No 
noise — no  press  notices — one  look  told  us  that  he 
had  arrived.  He's  since  discarded  the  outfit, 
however,  and  now  you  could  not  tell  him  from  the 
rest  of  us. 

In  argument  Keck  is  supreme.  His  line  while 
a  bit  unpolished  is  straight  and  true, — enough  to 
cause  uneasiness.  And  boys,  I  ask  you  "ain't  he 
the  stuff?" 

With  true  modesty  Red  can  boast  of  more  popu- 
larity during  his  interment  here  than  most  of  us 
enjoy  in  a  lifetime.    And  there's  a  reason! 

It's  his  hair,  girls.  Never  since  Adam  decided  to 
take  a  breathing  spell  has  mortal  been  adorned 
with  such  flowing  locks  as  ornaments  our  hero's 
brow.  I  say  only  this, — that  when  our  blushing 
rose  takes  the  trouble  to  give  his  crop  that  extra 
touch — it's  a  revelation  to  see  him  get  to  work. 

A  real  savoir  with  thirst  and  disposition  that 
never  go  wrong,  and  you  have  Keck,  who  "does 
things  because  he  likes  to." 

Football  Squad  (4); 
Class  Football  (3,  2); 
Class  Water-Polo  (3). 


I 


Dominick  Joseph  Tortorich,  Jr. 

New  Orleans,  Louisiana 

Dom 

SIMPLY  must  have  another  dance  with  that 
actor  fellow",  spoke  a  fair  damsel  and  of  course  she 
referred  to  none  other  than  our  hero  who  appears  in 
oval  above.  There  you  have  Dom  of  the  sunny  south, 
romantic,  sentimental  and  a  mean  guitar  player. 

And  do  you  see  that  brute  force  standing  out  all 
over  his  face.  It's  there.  Our  boy  is  a  wrestler  and 
boxer,  combination  of  Dempsey  and  Zybysko. 
In  class  meets  Dom  has  won  every  bout,  but  he  is 
modest  though,  and  admits  it  was  all  luck. 

Dom  is  also  a  charter  member  of  the  yeast  squad — 
his  greatest  ambition  is  just  a  few  more  pounds  avoir- 
dupois.  "Look  at  me  boy — gained  a  whole  pound." 

When  it  comes  to  spreading  gobs  of  gloom  about 
his  ability  to  bump  the  Ac  Department,  Dom  makes 
Gil   Dobie  sound   like   a   prize-fighter's  press  agent. 

Dom  needs  no  praise,  for  as  Red  says — "He's 
just  a  good  boy.  " 

Class  Wrestling  (5,  2);  Numerals  (5,  2); 
Class  Boxing  (3);  Numerals  (3): 
Expert  Rifleman. 
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John  Arthur  Morrow 

Danville,  Illinois 

"Jack"  "Gloom" 

WHO  is  the  lad  with  the  solemn  mein  and  the 
fierce  frown?  Why  that's  Jack  Morrow, 
the  "perfect  36",  (44  now  and  growing  steadily). 
With  Uncle  Joe  Cannon  he  has  put  Danville  on 
the  map  (The  Danville  Evening  Effort  says  so.) 
He  admits  Uncle  Joe  had  a  great  part  in  it,  but 
the  lion's  share  is  his.  It  has  ever  been  a  case  of 
"the  villian  still  pursued  her"  between  Jack  and 
the  Academics.  That  he  is  still  a  lap  in  the  lead 
surprises  all,  himself  included.  Particularly  in 
Dago  is  he  the  original — emphasis  on  the  original — 
for  he  speaks  a  Spanish  all  his  own.  We  don't 
know  what  Jack's  crest  is  but  it  ought  to  be  the 
Pine  Tree  Flag  because  he  always  assumes  an 
attitude  of  "Don't  tread  on  me."  In  order  to 
know  when  you  meet  him  stop,  look,  and  listen 
and  when  you  hear,  "To  h —  with  you,  hooray 
for  me",  you  have  found  the  genuine  article.  All 
others  are  spurious. 

Black  JV*. 


Benjamin  William  Arnold,  III 

Lynchburg,  Virginia 

"Skag"  "Slim"  "B.   W." 

WELL,  Dynamite,  come  on  out."  That  was  the 
usual  monologue  of  an  Upper  Classman  Plebe 
year  upon  entering  his  room.  We  will  leave  it  to 
you  why  he  is  known  to  his  friends  by  the  appropriate 
name  of  "Skag." 

"Skag"  arrived  in  our  midst  early  in  Plebe 
summer,  tall,  gawky,  and  awkward,  but  since 
those  days  he  has  developed  into  a  fine  specimen 
of  manhood,  doing  his  native  "hill  city"  proud. 
"Skag"  has  two,  and  only  two,  hobbies,  wrestling 
and  the  ladies.  The  first  has  a  tendency  to  keep 
him  somewhat  worried  about  eating  toast,  and  the 
second  perpetually  in  hot  water. 

Wherever  you  hear  a  "Vic",  you  can  count  on 
Skag  being  there  practising  all  the  latest  steps, 
for  no  hop  is  running  true  to  form  unless  he  is  there 
to  give  the  femmes  a  treat. 

Fairly  savvy,  an  earnest  worker,  but  not  brilliant, 
he  is  a  real  friend  and  always  ready  to  give  one  a 
helping  hand  when  it  is  needed. 

AND  HE  IS  STILL  LOOKING  FOR  THE 
PRUDENTIAL  SIGN  ON  THE  "ROCK." 

Wrestling  Squad  (2); 
Class  Wrestling  (3). 
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Edward  Thomas  Collins 
Fresno,  California 
"Eddie"  "E.    T."  "Pigeon"  "Sparrow" 

JUST  why  a  lad  with  a  perfect  "  Norge  "  complexion 
should  be  nicknamed  "Red"  during  Plebe  year 
is  inconceivable  unless  it  is  for  "Red  Mike" — prob- 
ably its  origin,  for,  although  Eddie  has  snakish 
tendencies,  fear  of  the  femmes  has  prevented  his 
talent  for  the  terpsichorean  art  from  being  displayed 
at  any  of  our  "light  fantastics".  "Aw — why  drag — 
you  only  make  a  fool  of  yourself."  Nevertheless 
Eddie's  a  regular  fellow  and  one  of  the  boys  at  any 
gathering.  "Have  you  heard  this  one?" — ! 

As  a  songster  this  salt  is  not  much,  but  on  request 
his  only  melody  was  rendered — "Mammy  O'mine — 
beneath  that — ".  That  will  be  enough,  "Red". 
In  his  section,  the  English  Profs  often  witnessed  a 
Mexican  Athlete  who  could  throw  the  bull. 

"That's  obvious  enough,  sir, — we  all  know  about 
Galileo's  spheres"  (said  in  class  when  referring  to 
Chemistry). 

To  argue  for  argument's  sake  put  him  on  our 
"Debating  Society." 

"Frisco — Oh!    I  don't  know  what  you  mean." 

Best  of  luck,  Eddie,  and  remember — "A  faint 
heart  ne'er  won  fair  lady." 

Class  Baseball  (<?). 


Richard  Gunter  McCool 
Coronado,  California 

"Dick"  "Mac" 

TO  look  at  Mac  and  hear  him  argue  you  would 
think  he  was  another  Stephen  Douglas.  Pro 
or  con  on  any  subject  we  are  confident  that  Dick 
will  emerge  topside,  for  give  him  time  and  he  will 
prove  anything  from  Einstein's  theory  to  the 
whichness  of  what. 

"You'll  never  get  along  with  her  because  you 
haven't  got  the  southern  touch."  But,  don't  ask 
Mac  to  strengthen  you  with  your  O.  A.  O.,  because 
results  have  shown  he  will  set  you  with  a  negative 
grease.  Dick  came  into  prominence  towards  the 
end  of  Plebe  year  when,  with  the  aid  of  a  boathook 
he  heroically  rescued  his  drag  from  the  Severn. 
This  act  must  have  caused  the  femmes  to  feel  secure 
with  him.  Few  hops  passed  which  our  hero  attended 
as  a  stag.  Perhaps,  his  line  has  been  the  luring 
power  as  rumors  are  that  his  is  a  heavy  one,  some- 
times approaching  the  sensational.     "Tell  him — ". 

We  are  sure  that  the  future  holds  much  for  you, 
Dick,  and  hope  that  the  best  will  be  yours. 

"No  bridge  tonight,  boys,  gotta  write  to  Phyllis. " 

Expert  Rifleman; 
Star  (2). 
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John  Lytle  Welch 

New  Bethany,  Pennsylvania 

"Jack"  "Pete"   "Savvy"  "Doc" 

WHAT  only  two  this  morning?"  "Hey! 
Assistant!  come  here!"  Pete's  only  worry 
in  life  is  the  mail  chart.  It  takes  all  his  time,  two 
fountain  pens  and  his  roommates'  stamps  to  keep 
sat  in  correspondence.  One  day,  the  rest  of  the  room 
drew  down  more  than  he,  and  he  didn't  speak  for 
a  week. 

Pete  hails  from  western  Pennsylvania  where  the 
smoke  hangs  dark  and  thick.  He  went  out  for 
"pants  hanging"  as  soon  as  he  drew  his  gym  shoes, 
and  has  developed  into  one  of  Mang's  best.  Ath- 
letics and  correspondence  have  bilged  many,  but 
Pete's  too  savvy  to  let  the  Acs  even  get  a  toe  hold 
on  him.  For  straight  dope  on  an  exam,  a  good  time 
in  a  port,  or  the  best  of  shipmates  for  a  cruise, 
Pete's  your  man. 

"Say,  mister,  come  over  and  look  at  this  picture. 
How  much  do  you  rate  her?" 

Gym  Squad  (3,  2); 
Track  Squad  (4). 


Dwight  Harvey  Day 

Albert  Lea,  Minnesota 

" Reiny"  " Dwidget"  "Dangerous" 

DWIGHT  hails  from  New  Sweden  and  is  proud  of 
it  even  if  he  didn't  speak  the  brand  they  did  in 
Christiania.  Famous  for  a  facile  brush  and  pen, 
he  is  also  known  for  a  hesitant  way  of  reciting 
that  drives  his  Profs  nearly  insane.  As  a  hop  card 
artist  Reiny  reigns  supreme.  Many  a  maiden  has 
been  delighted  by  his  handiwork,  for  he  turns  them 
out  by  the  dozen.  He  came  into  the  limelight 
during  segregation  when  a  falling  goboon  brought 
with  it  a  shower  of  something  else  and  he  earned 
the  name  of  Reiny  and  a  black  N  five  stars.  The 
enforced  stay  in  Crabtown  proved  his  undoing 
for  never  since  has  he  dragged  elsewhere.  With 
him  it  is  not  "Are  you  dragging  a  crab?"  but, 
"Which  crab  are  you  dragging?"  Sunday  morning 
of  the  Army-Navy  game,  1920,  Dwigit  appeared 
at  the  Main  Gate. 

Jimmy  Legs:   Do  you  rate  liberty,  sir! 

Reiny:   Liberty  hell!    I'm  the  church  party. 

Jimmy  Legs:   Which  church  party! 

Reiny:   All  of  'em. 

Lucky  Bag  Staff; 
Log  (4,  3,  2); 
Masqueraders  (J,  2); 
Class  Crest  Committee; 
Black  N*****. 
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Ralph  Walter  Dunstan  Woods 

Cambridge,  Massachusetts 
"Woodie"  "Wood" 

RALPH  hails  from  Cambridge,  where  the  slide 
rule  was  discovered,  but  he  has  none  of  the 
identifying  traits  of  his  predecessors.  He  nearly 
took  the  count  in  the  first  engagement  with  the 
Acs.,  but  by  hard  boning,  he  has  taken  two  re-exams, 
and  lived  to  tell  the  tale. 

Wooden  went  out  for  crew  Plebe  summer  and 
navigated  '23  up  the  Henley  that  year.  He  packs 
a  mean  left  too,  and  mixes  egg  nogs  with  Spike's 
gang  all  winter,  when  not  unsat. 

The  femmes  didn't  interest  Ralph  at  all  till 
Second  Class  year,  when  he  celebrated  a  2.7  by 
breaking  out  the  "patent  leathers"  for  the  first 
time.  Since  then,  he  has  been  a  familiar  figure  at  the 
Armory,  but  he  doesn't  let  the  girls  worry  him  too 
much.  He'd  just  as  soon  eat  peanuts  in  the  Republic 
Theater  as  shake  a  hoof  at  the  hop,  but  we're  expect- 
ing some  time  to  see  some  sweet  little  lead-soled 
little  thing  change  Ralph's  viewpoint.  She'll  rate 
congratulations  too. 

Crew  Squad  (4,  3,  2); 
Plebe  Crew;  Numerals  (4) ; 
Boxing  Squad  {3,  2). 


Richard  Carter  Kendall 

Baltimore,  Maryland 

"Dick" 

SNAKE?— No!  Red  Mike?— No!  Just  amiddlin' 
sort,  for  Dick  is  only  moderately  affected  by 
the  fair  ones.  And  yet — "Baltimore  girls  are  the 
prettiest  and  best  in  the  world"!     Just  ask  Dick! 

It  is  only  Dick's  lack  of  weight  that  has  kept 
him  from  the  stroke's  seat  in  the  "Seconds".  But 
as  stroke  of  the  "Thirds"  it  was  his  competition 
that  gave  the  Varsity  the  practice  push  that  has 
won  them  their  enviable  record  of  victories. 

Baltimore  and  Home  meaning  the  same  to  him, 
Dick  had  every  chance  to  win  a  P.  A.  degree  for 
himself  but  he  was  reg  and  I  fear  will  never  get 
in  trouble. 

Youngster  Sept  leave  he  utilized  his  time  by  taking 
a  motorcycle  trip  to  Canada.  He  brought  a  whole 
strong  box  full  of  corks  back  to  his  roommates, 
but  alas!    the  spirit  had  fled. 

You  can't  help  liking  the  boy,  his  broad  grin 
and  willingness  to  work  to  death  for  a  friend  will 
get  him  by  anywhere. 

Crew  Squad  (3,  2); 
150  lb.  Crew  (4). 
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Ralph  Burnett  McRight 

russelville,  alabama 
"Bubby"  "Ruben"  "Rolf 

"T  TELLO  there,  old  timer,  what's  the  dope?" 
A  A  That's  as  typical  of  Mac  as  his  continual 
vocal  renditions  of  rhapsodies  in  X  major.  But 
Academically  and  athletically  speaking,  Mac  is  far 
from  a  satellite.  He  has  never  experienced  the 
peculiar  sensation  of  a  re-exam,  but  he  has  never 
been  over  ankle  deep  in  velvet. 

He  does  not  come  into  his  own  until  he  gets  with 
the  women.  He  is  very  particular  and  critical  in 
this  respect,  and  it  seems  that  he  has  a  decided 
preference  for  red-headed  ones.  At  least  he  will 
maintain  that  his  red-headed  woman  is  the  original 
standard  for  all  parties.  But  women  were,  are, 
and  wdl  continue  to  be  the  cause  of  his  downfall. 
For  example,  in  the  spring  of  his  Youngster  year  he 
calmly  frenched  to  Baltimore  and  accidentally 
chose  the  very  select  company  of  his  skinny  Prof 
to  ride  back  with.  Results:  100  demerits,  and 
regimental  order  No.  78-21.  Mac  claims  that  he's 
not  "collegiate,  nor  'Varsity  material,  but  he  can 
spread  his  stuff  just  the  same." 

Class  Track  (3.  2). 


Charles  Wayne  Humphreys 

Hempstead,  Texas 

"Hump"  "Poker-face"  "Red"  "Cy" 

DON'T  shoot,  Hump,  I  can  hear  you  perfectly. " 
How  this  comes  to  introduce  our  seafaring 
fighter  from  the  bulky  satellite  state  is  by  no  means 
mysterious,  especially  to  those  who  know  of  his 
ex-deputy  days  for  he  is  a  two-gun  man,  shoots 
from  the  hip,  and  according  to  the  Academic  fans 
is  quick  on  the  draw. 

Hump  began  his  nautical  career,  while  doing 
Ranger  work,  by  crossing  the  Rio  Grande  in  a  bath 
tub  with  sword  and  bayonet  as  port  and  starboard 
oars  respectively. 

His  Academic  life  from  Plebe  year  to  graduation 
has  been  made  easy  sailing  by  his  extreme  savviness. 
He  hit  one  tree  in  Steam  and  Isherwood  Hall  trembled 
for  a  month. 

If  you  want  to  spend  an  hysterical  Sunday  after- 
noon ask  Hump  who  turned,  or  rather  over-turned, 
the  tables  at  a  certain  tea  fight  in  Washington,  or 
of  a  Christmas  leave  in  New  York  and  his  share 
in  the  Brooklyn  Bridge. 

"Where  are  the  eyes  of  the  ship,  mister?" 

"In  the  ship's  head,  Sir." 

Class  Baseball  (4,  3,  2); 
Expert  Rifleman. 


Howard  Morse  Kelly 
Salt  Lake  City,  Utah 

"Kel"     "Mike"     "Irishman"     "His  Majesty" 

YES  girls,  he  is  perfectly  darling,  but  beware! — 
his  winning  personality  has  been  the  cause  of 
many  a  broken  heart.  While  he  has  the  appearance 
of  a  perfectly  normal  child,  deep  mystery  surrounds 
his  charming  personage  and  it  is  sadly  believed  he 
is  lost  to  the  cause  of  Love. 

Kel  comes  from  the  Wild  West  where  mountain 
hikes  seem  to  be  the  popular  sport.  Thus  was  he 
in  his  element  when,  under  the  supervision  of  the 
D.  O.,  he  sallied  forth  on  semi-weekly  hikes  with 
the  Extra  Duty  squad.  But  not  satisfied  with  this 
every  Spring  he  took  more  with  the  Track  Squad. 

Yes,  he  is  athletic  but  it  seems  to  affect  his  power 
of  concentration,  for  on  many  mornings  reveille 
found  him  on  the  tennis  court  with  some  fair  damsel, 
or  in  the  pool — with  his  wife.  But  he  made  up  for 
it  by  turning  in  every  night  before  the  rest  of  us 
had  time  to  get  back  from  chow. 

"I  bilged  cold  last  month;  Ferdie  only  gave  me 
a  3.59." 

Track  Squad  (J,  2); 
Lucky  Bag; 
Class  Track  (4); 
Expert  Rifleman. 


Raymond  Daniel  Lewis 

Easton,  Pennsylvania 
"Lewie"  "Ray"  "Song-bird" 

AND  is  he  a  snake!  Boy,  when  he  gets  started 
l  none  of  the  fairer  sex  can  resist  him,  and  his 
trail  of  conquests  is  blazed  across  half  the  globe. 
Our.  Looie  came  to  us  the  first  of  Second  Class 
cruise,  and  soon  made  a  place  for  himself  in  our  class 
history.  Chief  of  all  fussers,  savior  faire,  President 
of  ye  honorable  Bridge  Club,  and  a  member  in  good 
standing  in  the  Radiator  Club  is  no  mean  record. 

While  not  an  athlete  of  the  first  water,  he  is  one 
of  those  all  round  men  who  can  make  a  creditable 
showing  in  any  line  of  sport — ask  him  about  the 
time  he  was  Second  Class  gym  team  all  by  his  little 
lonesome! 

Lady  Nicotine  has  always  had  a  tough  customer 
in  our  Quaker — he  knocks  off  regularly  every  month ; 
but  soon  her  gentle  wiles  again  enthrall  him. 

Naturally  savvy,  he  rarely  bones,  and  gets  his 
little  2.5  by  shooting  one  of  the  heaviest  lines  in 
captivity. 

"I  hope  to  shout." 

Glee  Club  (2); 
Class  Track  (2). 
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George  William  Moyers 

Tampa,  Florida 
"Monk"  "Mono"  " Gawge" 

SOLOMON  in  all  his  glory  couldn't  hold  a  candle 
to  our  mighty  Monk  when  he  arrays  himself 
in  his  pink  p-jams,  anoints  his  head  with  Herpicide, 
and  fares  forth  avisiting.  Perhaps  Solomon  gave 
up  the  race  but  Tommy  didn't — and  after  several 
appearances  on  the  daily  social  register,  Monk 
found  discretion  the  better  part  of  valor  and  con- 
signed his  wandering  proclivities  overboard. 

Here  you  have  a  man  who  knows,  but  alas!  the 
Profs  know  not  that  he  knows!  George  can  savvy 
more  Steam,  Juice,  and  Nav  in  a  given  time  than 
any  living  man,  and  then  go  to  class  and  cover 
himself  with  less  glory  than  a  Pointer  owns  after 
a  Navy  Victory.  He  WILL  argue  with  the  Profs — 
you  know  the  rest! 

Walk  by  the  tennis  courts  any  afternoon  in 
Spring  or  Fall  and  watch  Mono  in  action.  An 
elongated  whirl-wind,  miraculously  managing  to 
keep  feet,  hands,  and  racquet  where  they  ought 
to  be,  he  has  shown  that  California  cannot  claim 
all  the  tennis  stars — Check  one  for  Florida. 

Class  Tennis  (3,  2);  Numerals  (3) 
Class  Soccer  (4,  3); 
Class  Gym  (2). 


John  Parks  Gilmer,  Jr. 

Louisville,  Kentucky 

"John" 

ALL  right — sit  down  and  I'll  show  you.  Let 
l\  x=y  where  y  =  F  (sure  F=ma— we  had  that  last 
year,  man!)  and  integrate  between  zero  and  Annap- 
olis Junction.  Set  that  equal  to  the  factor  of 
evaporation  and  the  efficiency  of  the  Bean  Cycle 
being  100%,  the  answer  is  log-log  7/16.  Now  get 
out — gotta  write  a  letter!"  No  gentle  reader, 
'tis  not  a  good  man  gone  wrong,  'tis  a  good  man 
going  right!  Give  the  great  John  his  water-cooled 
slip-stick  and  his  favorite  pipe,  and  he  will  tell 
you  anything  correct  to  the  tenth  decimal — in- 
cluding the  uniform,  dope  on  the  cruise,  and  next 
week's  Juice  prob.  But  if  you  really  want  to  see 
this  hombre  in  action  give  him  a  fountain  pen,  a 
box  of  stationery,  and  some  stamps — John  surely 
rates  All-American  when  it  comes  to  correspondence. 
It  is  a  rare  day  that  the  Assistant  doesn't  stagger 
in  with  N  plus  one  letters  for  him,  and  especially 
that  "plus  one"  from  the  O.  A.  O.  in  Kentucky — 
for  he  showed  his  usual  good  judgment  in  choosing 
a  daughter  of  "God's  Country."  John  has  been 
known  to  drag  (muy  satisfecho!),  but  his  thoughts 
were  too  much  with  HER  to  ever  become  a  snake, 
and  so  he  saved  his  abilities  for  leave. 

Lucky  Bag; 
Rifle  Squad  (4). 
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Pleasant  Daniel  Gold,  III 

Greensboro,  North  Carolina 

"P.  D."  "Kike"  "Calipers" 

SHAKESPEARE  prevaricated — lied — most  bru- 
tally when  he  queried  "What's  in  a  name?" 
For  proof  one  has  but  to  know  the  blonde  and 
debonair  youth  above.  No  mean  hand  at  repartee 
is  P.  D.  and  sufficiently  "light"  to  escape  accusation 
of  being  a  bore.  Quite  the  contrary  in  fact,  for, 
while  one  internally  hopes  for  the  day  when  he 
"grows  up,"  one  will  never  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  his 
utterances. 

His  history  here  might  make  a  neat  little  volume 
entitled  "Youth  Triumphant"  for  it  is  a  study  in 
development.  Even  now,  however,  he  praises  the 
powers  that  approve  and  direct  that  English  is  but 
a  two  and  a  half  year  course. 

P.  D.  is  extremely  matter-of-fact;  too  much  so  if 
such  be  possible.  One  would  never,  if  he  knew  him, 
predict  a  diplomatic  future  for  him,  despite  his 
zealous  work  on  any  kind  of  a  floor,  always  with  the 
inevitable   flapper. 

North  Carolina  claims  him  and  he  reciprocates 
like  any  natural  Tar  Heel.  But  he's  out  to  see  the 
world  first,  and  all  that  therein  is,  with  his  pet  Excel- 
sior— 

"Try  anything  once!" 

Class  Wrestling  (2);  Numerals  (2); 
Expert  Rifleman; 
Class  Football  (3,  2); 
Class  Tennis  (2). 


Frank  Henry  Bond 
Ridley  Park,  Pennsylvania 

"Nig"  " Frankie"  "Sentry" 

HERE  we  have  him,  folks — a  typical  son  of 
the  city  of  brotherly  love,  and  a  loyal  "  Shifter. " 
He  is  as  easy-going  as  a  paymaster's  Pierce-Arrow — ■ 
and  usually  just  as  tired. 

Academically  Frank  is  a  "Whiz"!  Though  in- 
clined to  be  studious  naturally  he  has  such  perfect 
control  over  his  instincts  that  he  has  quite  overcome 
all  such  absurdities,  and  it  is  a  well  known  fact  that 
his  "input  over  output"  exceeds  that  of  any  other 
ot     our  gang. 

Frank  is  also  that  unusual  combination  of  an 
athlete,  both  real  and  Mexican,  for  he  gives  Lady 
Fatima  an  awful  workout  every  spring  on  the  old 
track,  and  the  Cosmo  one  every  winter. 

Nig  is  a  keen  student  of  literature,  too,  (see 
pap-sheets — "Library  book  overdue")  and  has 
worked  faithfully  on  the  Log  staff"  for  four  long  years. 
Should  he  ever  want  a  job,  which  is  hardly  probable, 
(the  want,  we  mean)  he  could  readily  find  a  place 
on  any  newspaper — "Wuxtra — all  about  the  big 
murder." 


Ih-UuiL-. 


Track  Squad  (4,  2); 
Log  Staff  (4,  3,  2); 
Class  Football  (4,  3); 
Class  Lacrosse  (5). 
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Carey  Worth  Stevenson 

Gadsden,  Alabama 

"Steve" 

STEVE'S  chief  claim  to  fame  is  his  membership 
in  the  First  Batt  quartette.  Beside  that  dis- 
tinction such  honors  as  a  place  on  the  Glee  Club,  a 
position  on  the  Log  Staff,  a  berth  at  the  crew  table, 
and  on  the  class  football  team  fade  to  insignificance. 
Steve  is  never  happier  than  when  booming  forth 
bass  of  an  intricate  bit  of  barber  shop  melody. 

His  favorite  pastime  is  looking  distinguished.  He 
does  it  so  well  that  one  time  in  Portugal  he  was 
escorted  about  the  palace  by  El  Presidente,  himself. 

But  there's  another  Steve  when  the  foo-foo  flies. 
Across  his  chest  full  of  brass  buttons  flows  a  suave 
and  soothing  syrup  of  words  that's  guaranteed  to 
entangle  the  past-mistresses  of  the  male  resisting 
art.  And  what's  more  it  gets  the  chaperons  too. 
When  it's  time  to  swing  a  ditty,  an  oar,  a  pencil  or 
a  partner — he's  around.  In  short,  an  all  around 
man. 

Close  Harmony: 
"Oh,  a  dollar  goes  from  hand  to  hand, 

But  a  woman  goes  from  man  to  man. 

Crew  Squad  (4,  3,  2); 
Class  Football  (3,  2); 
Glee  Club  (3,  2); 
Log  Staff  (4,  3,  2). 
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Merrall  Kemble  Kirkpatrick 

Saratoga  Springs,  New  York 

"Pug"  "Kirk"  "Look-Out" 

HE'S  the  friend  of  everybody,  having  that 
faculty  of  making  you  think  you  displace 
more  than  you  really  do.  With  an  enveloping  smile, 
he  charms  Upper  Classmen,  professors  and  officers 
alike — anyone  above  the  mere  plebian  level.  No, 
we  don't  call  that  exactly  tact,  but  one  should  be 
the  least  bit  politic,  shouldn't  one? 

Pug's  remarkable  in  many  ways.  He  almost 
borders  on  the  ideal;  savvy,  athletic,  sound  in 
principles,  and  something  of  a  masculine  decoy. 
His  real  worth  is  distorted  by  our  standards,  in  the 
exacting  light  of  the  world  he  would  be  judged  a 
model  youth,  having  the  energy  and  ambition  that 
merit  achievement.     Eh,  Merrall? 

His  chief  claim  to  fame  is  his  amazing  supremacy 
at  the  table.  He's  an  epicure  with  a  lengthy  reach, 
a  quick  get-away,  unusual  stamina,  and  rugged 
consistency. 

Pug  will  find  his  capabilities  limited  by  the  Navy. 
Imagine  how  he  could  encourage  an  English  humour- 
ist to  even  more  daring  stupidity! 

And  that  romance  of  second  class  year! 

"Now,  you're  a  good  man — " 

Class  Basketball  (4,  3,  2); 
Basketball  Squad  (3); 
Plebe  Crew  Numerals  (4); 
Crew  Squad  (3,  2); 
Olympic  Trip  (3); 
Class  Football  (4). 
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Philip  Arthur  Rodes 

Manchester,  Tennessee 

"Dusty"  "Pop" 

CHIEF  Petty  Officer:   "Can't  you  hurry?" 
Dusty:     "Don't  know,  Lieutenant    Saulberg; 
never  tried." 

That's  Dusty — never  worries,  never  hurries. 
Nothing  in  the  knowledge  of  his  friends  has  ever 
been  able  to  disturb  the  even  temper  of  Dusty's 
attitude  toward  work  or  women.  The  latter  he 
holds  in  distant  esteem — the  more  distant,  the  more 
esteem.  He  has  devised  a  novel  method  for  use 
in  an  emergency  of  the  over  demonstrative  type — - 
it's  good — ask  him.  Dusty  is  at  his  best  with  a 
full  pipe  and  surrounded  by  a  group  of  soul-revealing 
members  of  the  Radiator  Club.  Dusty's  pipe  was 
one  of  unusual  proportions.  In  fact,  that  pipe  had 
a  tobacco  can  capacity.  He  filled  it  with  strategy. 
Whenever  he  accosted  a  friend  for  a  pipe-full,  the 
pipe  was  carefully  concealed  behind  and,  having 
filled  his  bowl,  the  can  was  usually  ready  for  the 
deep  six. 

Sleep  is  more  than  a  matter  of  routine  to  Dusty — 
it's  a  passion.  Dusty  will  never  be  caught  asleep 
at  the  switch.    He  never  goes  there. 

Black  ;y********; 
Crew  Squad  (4). 


Sanford  DeWitt  Fulton 
Cherry  Run,  West  Virginia 

"Steamboat"  " Dooit" 

DOOIT  is  a  mountaineer,  still,  he  does  not 
look  as  though  he  might  be  a  source  of  worry 
to  a  revenue  officer  or  the  leader  of  a  hillside  feud. 
He  seems  so  foreign  to  the  scenes  and  reputation 
of  that  hard  fisted  state. 

That  nickname  of  "Steamboat"  describes  him 
best.  He  plows  along  faithfully,  never  showing 
bursts  of  speed.  Moving  in  the  routine  currents 
of  the  Academy,  he  carefully  avoids  the  shallows 
and  obstructions,  and  holds  to  his  own  channel. 
No  matter  how  far  upstream  the  wharf,  he  may 
always  be  counted  on  to  make  a  landing. 

Furnished  with  a  slide  rule  and  some  technical 
problems,  Steamboat  forges  along — using  his 
favorite  left  handed  motion — until  he  arrives  at  a 
likely  answer  or  convinces  the  Prof  of  the  impos- 
sibility of  the  data.  His  nature  gleans  the  most 
from  his  moderate  savviness.  ■ 

He  will  be  found  true  to  men  on  the  whole  and  to 
women — well  to  one  of  them  at  least. 

"What,  boning  again,  Dooit?" 
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Victor  Boylan  Tate 

Lakin,  Kansas 

"  Vic"  "  Verbatim  "  "  Ta-te" 

HE  was  condemned  by  fate  to  stagnate  out  in  a 
small  tank  town  where  the  trains  stopped  only 
when  held  up.  Destiny  somehow  extricated  him, 
and  the  civic  pride  of  Lakin  dates  from  the  departure 
of  Victor  out  into  the  world. 

The  paths  of  the  intellect,  for  him,  ascended  a 
long,  rock  strewn  grade.  A  2.6  was  his  customary 
velvet. 

A  slight  odor  of  floral  origin,  a  silky  rustling,  or 
a  dulcet  voice;  then  Victor  would  strip  the  room 
of  resources  and  apparel  and  trip  off"  to  further 
compress  the  Armory  flooring.  However,  back 
home  the  local  "femmes"  are  gradually  selling  out, 
disheartened,  no  doubt,  by  the  absence  of  his 
captivating  personality  and  the  rasping  of  a  once 
familiar  Ford. 

Unfortunately,  he  may  never  plow  the  Spanish 
main.  We're  sure,  however,  he'll  splash  about 
successfully  'mid  irrigation  ditches  and  the  ripples 
of  the  Arkansas. 

"Why  didn't  you  tell  me  it  was  Saturday  morning 
before  I  made  my  bed?" 


Charles  Joseph  Nager 
Wheeling,  West  Virginia 

"Charlie"  "  N  age"  "Cholley" 

OH,  look  at  that  handsome  youth!"  Such 
remarks  are  common  when  Charlie  is 
around.     Does  he  agree  with  them — well  rather! 

We  once  knew  the  pun  about  Wheeling,  West 
Virginia.  Being  the  pride  of  that  place  we  know 
everything  about  it  now.  If  he  were  ever  involved 
in  a  feud,  he  finished  before  he  left.  Such  is  his 
habit! 

As  a  Mexican  Athlete  he  is  supreme.  But  he  is 
sincere.  He  believes  what  he  says;  sometimes  he 
gets  away  with  it.  His  discourses  in  art,  literature, 
and  music  are  classics  themselves. 

Being  a  savior  and  a  friend  of  the  "wooden",  he 
has  saved  many  an  unfortunate  from  the  Academic 
fangs.  But,  oh,  gosh,  how  he  bones  himself!  The 
walls  are  streaked  with  midnight  oil. 

Charlie  doesn't  stop  at  Mexican  Athletics.  Ask 
the  wrestling  squad  about  his  prowess.  No  doubt 
that  explains  his  popularity  with  the  fair  sex. 

And  say,  will  you  ever  forget  his  oft  quoted  alibi: 
— "She's  not  a  forty,  boys,  but  she  comes  from  a 
good   family." 

Masquer aders  (3); 
Wrestling  Squad  (3,  2); 
Class  Lacrosse  (2); 
Lucky  Bag. 
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William  Arthur  Graham 

Mount  Vernon,  Washington 

"Wild  Bill"  "Bill"  "Colt"  "Willie" 

SURE,  he  has  the  stuff.  "My  Bill,"  as  the 
second  deck  delegation  so  aptly  calls  him,  hails 
from  the  great  Washington  State,  county  of  Skadget, 
and  is  proud  of  it. 

Adventure  ? — that's  Bill  all  over.  He  learns  by  ex- 
perience, being  a  charter  and  leading  member  of  the 
wide  awake  element.  At  Kapiolani  Park,  Waikiki 
Beach,  Bygdoe  and  Dronnegin,  and  even  in  the 
shadows  of  Gibraltar,  Bill  returns  with  stories  which 
make  the  shipmates  listen  with  spell-bound  interest. 
It's  the  boy's  personality — you  can't  explain  it  any 
other  way. 

Is  he  a  snake?  Did  you  ever  see  that  collegian 
pass  by  the  stag  line?  That's  Bill  spreading  his 
stuff  to  the  syncopated  rhythm  of  "April  Showers." 
As  Keck  says, — "Just  watch  our  Willie." 

In  studies  Bill  is  no  satellite,  being  terribly  slow 
in  the  draw,  however,  he  is  a  natural  athlete  and  his 
talent  wins  him  recognition  in  both  wrestling  and 
track. 

Nav  Prof:  "I  ain't  arguin'  with  you,  Mr.  Graham — 
I'm  a  tellin'  you." 

Wrestling  Squad  (2); 
Class  Wrestling  (J); 
Class  Track  (5,  2). 
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Matthew  Lawrence  Kelly 

Los  Angeles,  California 

"Slim"  "Matt"  "King" 

DID  vou  ever  hear  any  one  more  boastful  than  a 
native  of  California  or  Kentucky?  Both  of 
these  states  claim  Slim,  but  there  is  surely  enough 
of  him  to  allow  joint  ownership. 

Carefree,  good-natured  and  — confess  it — indolent. 
With  his  ready  smile  he  takes  conditions  as  they 
are,  letting  someone  else  do  the  worrying.  He's  the 
one  Irishman  who  is  never  ruffled. 

The  witness  to  his  popularity  is  the  steady 
stream  of  those  pink,  bulky  envelopes  that  the  M.  C. 
wishes  he  could  read. 

Out  on  the  diamond  "Matt"  eyes  the  batter,  legs 
apart  and  arms  at  a  sloppy  "Hips  firm."  Then  he 
steps  forward  resolutely,  distorts  himself  something 
awful,  and  finally  unravels.  Chalk  them  up  for  our 
side! 

His  favorite  pastime  is  sitting  beside  the  radiator 
with  some  stray  novel,  biting  through  his  imported 
cigarette  holder.  Having  watched  the  sun  set  with 
the  entwined  hero  and  heroine,  he  drops  upon  the 
bed  until  the  next  bell  rings. 

He  will  get  along  anywhere;  if  he 
doesn't  he  will  not  be  any  different. 

Baseball  Squad  (4,  3,  2); 
Numerals  (4); 
N*  (2). 
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Edward  Wallace  Hatch ett 
Yanceyville,  North  Carolina 

"Eddie"  "Axe"  "Gadget" 

AXE  came  from  the  timbers  of  North  Carolina, 
il  and  has  always  upheld  the  honors  of  his  state 
by  being  one  of  the  wooden.  His  motto  has  been  to 
take  life  easy,  and  never  worry  about  the  trees. 
But  he  has  always  stuck  on  the  safe  side  of  a  2.5. 

Eddie  was  something  of  a  snake,  but  never  has  a 
girl's  name  put  on  a  miniature  or  class  pin.  They 
can't  be  used  twice  then. 

"Ever  been  in  love,  Axe?" 

"Yes,  but  never  again.  It  ain't  what  it's 
cracked  up  to  be." 

On  the  cruises,  Axe  could  tell  you  all  about  the 
forest  of  Norway;  Cocoanut  Grove,  of  Panama;  Rue 
de  Norte,  of  Lisbon;  or  the  best  caulking  places 
aboard  during  a  hard  coaling. 

His  cheery  smile  and  happy-go-lucky  disposition 
will  be  cherished  by  all  who  know  him. 

"Hey, — don't  shoot  it!    Give  me  that  butt." 

Lucky  Bag. 


James  Reginald  Bell 

Valdez,  Alaska 

"Reggie"  "Eskimo"  "Tinkle" 

BACK  in  the  days  before  Tinkle  heard  of  the 
Navy,  and  while  he  was  culinary  artist  in  an 
Alaskan  mining  camp  (according  to  Tinkle)  he  was 
known  to  fame  as  "  Ham-grease  Jim. "  But  somehow, 
we  began  to  call  him  Tinkle  before  we  heard  of 
his  older  and  more  picturesque  cognomen — but 
doesn't  "Ham-grease  Jim"  savour  of  romance? 

Tinkle's  line  is  always  diverting.  He  is  one  of 
the  best  natural  liars  that  ever  came  out  of  the 
North.  The  yarns  he  spins  have  just  the  right  blend 
of  fact,  fancy,  and  humor  to  make  them  interesting. 
He  can  actually  make  you  enjoy  the  long  night 
watches  at  sea. 

A  genius  for  fabrication  is  not  Tinkle's  only 
ability.  He  is  also  something  of  a  leather-pusher — 
and  woe  betide  the  luckless  one  who  ventures  into 
the  ring  with  him — ask  those  who  tried  it.  But 
his  hardest  battles  have  always  been  with  the 
Academics. 

"Hey,  what  are  you  out  for  now,  Tink?" 

"Good, — if  that  d —  Steam  doesn't  get  easier." 

Class  Boxing  (3,  2); 
Lucky  Bag. 
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Edward  Robert  Sperry 
.    Winchester,  Illinois 
"Eddie"  "Gyro"  "Bob" 

EDDIE  came  to  the  Academy  from  the  corn 
fields  of  Illinois,  and  is  still  convinced  that 
Winchester  is  the  best  place  in  the  world,  even 
after  seeing  three  continents.  Dago  has  given  him 
his  greatest  worry,  and  next  the  Exec.  Department. 

Sperry  is  not  much  of  a  snake  at  the  Academy, 
but  on  leave,  that's  different.  "Gyro"  always  carried 
scissors  ashore  in  Norway.  Like  Postum,  "There's 
a  Reason."  How  he  did  it  we  don't  know,  but 
Youngster  cruise,  at  every  port,  whenever  he  went 
ashore,  there  was  a  car  and  a  girl  waiting  for  him. 
Ask  him  about  a  certain  blood  chow  in  Frisco.  How 
he  and  Karl,  with  the  latter's  $3000  winnings, 
celebrated  the  last  Army-Navy  game  in  New  York 
is  history. 

Always  ready  to  share  anything  with  his  wives 
from  his  last  dollar  to  his  only  pair  of  silk  socks. 
You'll  go  far  to  find  a  truer  friend. 

Class  Wrestling  (3,  2); 
Lucky  Bag. 


Boltwood  Edmund  Dodson 

St.  Louis,  Missouri 

"Bo"  "Dod" 

GIRLS,  cast  your  eyes  on  this  fair  peroxide 
blond.  He  hails  from  St.  Louis,  which  metropo- 
lis he  claims  is  second  to  none  in  our  fair  land.  It 
took  some  time  for  the  Profs  to  appreciate  Boltwood's 
ability,  but  he  has  grown  savvier  year  by  year. 
Dodson  has  a  philosophical  mind.  If  you  don't 
believe  it,  ask  his  roommates  how  he  can  hold  forth 
after  taps. 

Job  had  nothing  on  our  Bo  for  patience,  for  he 
was  blessed  with  wives  who  were  good  at  breaking 
open  his  strong  box  (where  he  kept  his  skags),  or  at 
madly  dashing  away  with  his  rainclothes,  reefer,  or 
what  ever  happened  to  be  the  uniform,  two  seconds 
before  late  blast. 

Boltwood  is  the  kind  of  a  fellow  you  are  glad  to 
know,  always  ready  to  do  a  friend  good.  Good 
natured  and  smiling,  you'll  be  sure  to  remember  him. 

Class  Soccer  (J,  2). 
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William  Penn  McCarty 

Zanesville,  Ohio 

"Willie  P"  "Mac"  "Bill"  "Wop" 

IRISH,  Methodist,  and  Republican.  Can  you 
beat  it?  Snake  of  the  first  water  despite  hair 
that  won't  stay  put,  and  beaucoup  de  freckles. 
Prime  politician  of  the  first  battalion;  always  there 
when  there's  no  work  to  be  done,  and  a  formation 
or  two  to  be  missed  officially. 

Hails  from  Ohio  and  strange  to  say,  proud  of  it. 
He  always  manages  to  fool  the  Academics  by  the 
skin  of  his  teeth.  Can  coax  noise  from  any  musical 
instrument  ever  invented,  including  a  penny  tin 
whistle.  "Gimme  a  skag,  will  you?  I'll  draw  my 
req  next  week."  Drags  impartially;  is  even  a 
potential  yard  engineer,  and  always  there  when  it 
comes  to  punching  a  meal  ticket  on  the  week-ends. 

No  hop  is  complete  without  our  Willie  and  his 
roommate's  dancing  pumps.  "Diju  go  to  board 
las'  time?    Carramba,  sefior  McCarty!" 

He's  got  a  line  that  would  even  make  the  W.  B. 
&  A.  arrive  on  time  and  can  get  more  mail  and  put 
out  less  than  any  member  of  his  class.  All  hai 
the  Irish  Republic! 

"Did  I  get  a  letter  from  Oxford?" 

Electrical  Gang  (4,  3,  2,  1). 


Kenneth  Duval  Ringle 

Kansas  City,  Missouri 
"Ken"  "K.  D."  "Dub" 

HE  was  an  innocent  young  thing  when  he 
entered  this  he-outfit  but  his  roommate  taught 
him  to  smoke,  whereupon  he  collected  probation 
Youngster  year  and  a  week-end  Second  Class  year 
from  the  weed. 

He  was  the  best  looking  girl  the  Masqueraders 
ever  had — "Of  course  this  is  Joan,  don't  you  recog- 
nize my  voice?"  The  New  York  Times  printed 
his  picture  alongside  that  of  King  George  in  the 
Pictorial  Section. 

As  a  yard  engineer,  he  was  a  chief  machinist's 
mate;  dragged  always,  and  fell  for  every  drag 
(specifications — "white").  He  fished  for  "Crabs" 
for  a  solid  year  but  his  miniature  went  west  to  his 
0.  A.  O.  He  went  astray  one  Sunday  afternoon  of 
Second  Class  year;  came  back  sadder  and  wiser, 
and  swore  off. 

His  education  was  gratefully  deficient  because 
he  missed  Second  Class  cruise  with  its  exhibits  so 
enlightening  to  the  technical  mind.  He  spent  the 
Summer  navigating  a  canoe  on  the  Severn  and 
piloting  30-30's  out  across  Lake  Erie  with  the 
Rifle  Team. 

"Oh  for  Gaw-awd  sake!" 

Rifle  Squad  (4,  3);  RNT  (3); 
Masqueraders  (4,  3,  2);  President  (/); 
Expert  Team  Rifleman; 
National  Matches  1921 ; 
Assistant  Rifle  Coach  (2). 
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Charles  Frederick  Coe 

Springfield,  Illinois 

"Charlie"   "Chuck"   "C.  F." 

HE  looks  like  the  early  lithographs  of  "Old 
Abe  "  and  hails  from  the  same  port.  A  radiator 
hound  with  ambitions,  (to  knock  off  smoking  and 
make  a  team  in  anything)  that  weren't  realized. 
Lost  two  roommates  for  "Bully's"  book  on  "  How  To 
Be  an  Athlete",  and  that  closed  his  only  approach 
to  physical  exertion.  He  could  roll  down  the  finest 
kind  of  marks  with  minimum  study, — how  he  did 
it,  Red  Johnson  only  knows!  Second  Class  year, 
he  became  addicted  to  a  girl  and  a  banjo.  The 
banjo  was  the  only  one  of  the  two  that  lasted  more 
than  a  month.  Somebody  always  seemed  to  hold 
up  the  letters  from  the  girl.  Favorite  song  was 
"K-Katy. "  Just  ask  him  about  that  Penn  State 
game  Second  Class  year! 

Any  kind  of  color  restorer  for  those  iron-grey 
locks  of  his  would  make  him  shell  out  his  shekels. 
And  skag  hound — ? 

"What  do  you  say  we  cut  down  to  twelve  skags 
a  day?" 

Expert  Rifleman. 


Charles  Frederick  Just 

Altoona,  Pennsylvania 

"Charley"  "Karl"  "Chad"  "Challa" 

WHO'S  the  guy  over  there  with  the  Marcel 
and  the  collegiate  hair-cut?" 
"That  one  with  the  sideburns?  Why,  that's 
our  one  little  German,  lineal  descendant  of  the 
Hohenzollerns."  He's  wooden,  collegiate,  member 
of  the  Penn  State  Navy,  and  fusser  supreme.  Drags 
every  Saturday  night,  and  falls  hard  in  every  port. 
San  Francisco,  Christiania,  Lisbon, — even  Panama 
has  produced  beauties  to  charm  his  fancy.  He  can 
sleep  more  than  any  two  men  in  his  class  and  still 
wake  up  tired.  Firm  addict  of  the  before-breakfast 
skag  and  the  moonlight  stroll  on  hop  nights.  As  a 
blender  of  foo-foo,  he's  got  any  chorus  girl  beat, 
and  the  whole  wing  knows  when  he  shaves.  You 
may  scrap  the  Navy,  elect  presidents,  let  Bancroft 
crumble  to  dust,  marry  on  ensign's  pay,  but  induce 
Karl  to  get  a  hair-cut?    Lord,  no! 

Expert  Rifleman. 
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Robert  William  Haase 

Springfield,  Ohio 

"Bob"  "Savvy" 

A  LITTLE  stronger  on  the  violin  obligatto, 
please.  And  to  the  tune  of  "God  gave  the  wise 
men  their  wisdom,"  Savvy  floats  in. 

Whatever  induced  him  to  enter  the  Academy, 
after  completing  three  years  in  college,  is  more 
than  we  can  understand.  It  wasn't  because  the 
boy  was  mentally  deficient,  because  from  the  looks 
of  his  class  standing,  he  must  have  eaten  from  a  log 
table  ever  since  he  was  in  knee  britches. 

To  look  at  this  angelic  countenance  above,  you 
would  never  think  he  could  "strut  his  stuff"  on  a 
Football  field.  He  seems  to  get  quite  a  kick  out  of  a 
football  but  not  so  much  out  of  the  midshipmen's 
balls,  as  he  has  never  been  caught,  as  yet,  trying 
to  induce  some  fair  damsel  to  leave  home. 

Whenever  the  monthly  requisitions  come  out, 
Savvy  always  seems  to  develop  a  lapse  of  memory 
or  writer's  cramp  and  lives  off  the  charity  of  his 
roommates  the  rest  of  the  month. 

Class  Football  (4,  3,  2); 

Secretary  Y.  M.  C.  A.  (2);  President  (1); 

Star  (4,  3,  2,  1). 


James  Browne  Morrison 
Reno,  Nevada 
Jimmy        Joe 

THE  battery  for  today's  game  is" — when  such 
words  were  not  bawled  out  during  the  noon 
meal,  by  a  voice  which  ascertained  that  the  yelping 
Plebe  had  been  accustomed  to  play  with  the  howling 
coyote,  one  could  be  sure  that  our  Joe  was  not  in 
the  mess  hall. 

Early  in  the  summer  of  '19,  Joe  left  the  land  of 
the  sage  brush  and  divorcees  to  transplant  his 
carcass  within  the  walls  of  the  pampered  pets,  and 
since  then  those  fortunate  enough  to  make  the 
westerner's  acquaintance  have  been  entertained  by 
a  line  often  overdrawn,  but  always  interesting. 

Plebe  year,  ambition  to  become  a  gymnast 
overtook  the  youth,  but  since  then  the  lure  of  the 
"radiator"  and  the  Red  Book  shunted  all  previous 
desires  until  Second  Class  year,  when  aspirations 
to  emulate  Babe  Ruth  seized  him. 

The  books  never  bothered  Joe  much,  but  he 
always  has  a  large  supply  of  velvet  when  the  exams 
come  around. 

"Are  you  a  shifter?" 

Gym  Squad  (4); 
Class  Baseball  (2). 
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John  McClellan  Ocker 

Empire,  Michigan 
"Johnny"  "Ock"  "Oscar" 

"ALRIGHT  let's  go,  there's  formation,"  and  with 
xx  these  oft  repeated  words  John  ambles  along 
to  his  place  in  ranks.  For  this  habit,  founded  early 
in  Plebe  year,  of  avoiding  the  incidental  attached  to 
"Late  to  Formation"  stuck  through  Youngster  and 
Second   Class  year. 

Ock  is  one  of  those  chaps  who  lets  nothing  worry 
or  disturb  him.  Savvy? — yea,  and  no.  While  it  is 
impossible  to  frankly  admit  that  he  is,  it  is  quite  as 
impossible  to  apply  the  term  of  wooden  to  one  whose 
margin  of  safety  has  been  as  broad  as  his  is.  'Tis 
hardly  indiscreet  to  mention  some  of  his  weaknesses, 
the  Red  Book,  the  Cosmo;  and  his  infatuation  for 
Lady  Fatima  are  quite  prominent.  On  liberty  in 
Kristiania  appetizers,  etc.,  are  for  Johnny  cherished 
reminiscences.  Rumor  has  it  that  Oscar  is  a  Red 
Mike  but  doubts  exist.  There  are  worse  doubts 
than  those  supported  by  a  regularity  of  the  arrival 
of  letters  written  in  a  peculiar  feminine  hand. 

Ock  is  a  regular  fellow  and  a  true  friend.  We  all 
wish  him  well  and  are  quite  sure  that  he  w;U  do 
justice  to  the  standards  of  his  Alma  Mater. 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2). 


Jean  Pierre  Bernard 

New  Orleans,  Louisiana 

rete        rierre        Jean 

HERE  we  have  a  product  of  "New  Orleans," 
the  Crescent  City.  To  his  friends  the  name 
Pierre  will  always  be  suggestive  of  that  place  and 
his  fondness  for  discoursing  on  its  merits.  Jean  is 
French  as  his  name  implies  and  one  can  easily  see 
the  Jay  with  which  we  received  him  into  our  French 
classes.  His  talents  are  many  and  varied:  but  princi- 
pally musical.  He  plays  upon  the  mandolin  with 
great  effect — principally  upon  the  unfortunates 
within  hearing  distance.  Poetry  is  another  hobby, 
upon  which  he  fairly  dotes.  As  a  Second  Classman 
he  prefers  taking  a  chance  to  sweeping  out  his  room. 
"They  will  hardly  inspect  to-day,  let's  have  the 
corridor  boy  make  up  the  room."  Fussing  interests 
Pierre  at  frequent  intervals.  It  affects  him  like  the 
measles,  not  dangerously,  but  potently  for  a  time. 
He  manages  to  survive  however,  and  lives  to  fuss 
another  day. 

Pierre  is  one  whom  we  are  glad  to  know — and  as 
a  naval  officer  or  civilian,  we  wish  him  the  best  of 
success. 
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Merrill  Barber  Twining 
Portland,  Oregon 

"  Wild  Bill"  "Elmer"  "Twinkle" 

WE  believe  it  was  the  call  of  brass  buttons  and 
gold  lace  that  lured  the  pride  of  Portland  to 
Crabtown.  One  naturally  wonders  why  the  wine 
in  his  name,  for  Elmer  is  more  or  less  quiet,  but  then 
he  likes  to  think  himself  loud. 

During  Second  Class  year  he  had  aspirations  of 
becoming  a  snake,  until  he  received  a  jolt.  After 
that  he  dragged  more  wisely  and  less  often.  He 
admits*  it  isn't  the  femmes'  fault  that  they  fall  for 
him. 

The  fact  that  Bdl  isn't  wooden  and  that  he  never 
worries,  has  made  it  easy  for  him  to  laugh  at  the 
Academics;  if  they  had  a  course  on  the  "Army-Navy 
Register"  he  would  star  in  it.  The  Rifle  Team  has 
claimed  all  of  his  outside  attention. 

Bill  considers  the  Service  the  only  thing,  and 
some  day  we  expect  to  read  his  book,  "A  Midship- 
man at  Sixteen."  and  autobiography,  with  a  great 
deal  of  pleasure. 

"Say,  there  goes  a  Marine." 

Rifle  Squad  (4,  3,  2 
Class  Rifle  (4,  3). 


Frank  Vernon  Rigler 
Charlotte,  North  Carolina 
"Fanny"  "Vernon"  "Jo-Jo" 

A  VETERAN  of  many  a  snaky  encounter,  he 
has  boned  the  gentle  art  consistently  and  now 
ranks  as  an  authority  on  "the  light  that  lies."  Get 
him  to  tell  you  about  the  time  he  tried  to  play  O.  A. 
O.  with  two  femmes  in  the  same  boarding  school,  or 
request  a  selection  from  his  unbounded  repertoire  of 
"those  cute  little  parlor  jokes."  The  result  will  be 
amazing. 

Jo- Jo  performs  on  the  parallels  every  afternoon 
in  the  gym  "to  give  the  femmes  a  treat"  as  he 
modestly  puts  it. 

A  natural  savoir  he  stands  well  up  in  the  class 
with  ease,  but  he  takes  his  share  of  the  marbles 
nevertheless  as  witness  the  day  he  signed  his  return 
to  the  deck  at  2:62  P.  M. 

He  insists  that  the  lure  of  the  fireside  is  a  strong 
one,  but  knowing  him,  we  expect  to  have  him  with 
us  as  long  as  there  is  a  navy  left  to  coal. 

"Say,  Elmer,  what's  the  most  wonderful  thing  in 
the  world?" 

Gym  Squad  (3,  2);  GNAT  (2); 
Class  Track  (J,  2). 
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David  Todd  Baskett 

Henderson,  Kentucky 

"Bucket"  "Dave"  "Pail" 

WHERE  are  you  from,  Mister?"— "Kentucky 
suh!"  There  you  have  it,  a  key  to  the  man. 
What  true  Kentuckian  but  wants  his  whisky  straight 
(ask  the  Mate  of  the  Deck  at  the  Commodore),  his 
horses  fast,  and  his  women  beautiful.  Yet — dame 
rumor  has  it  that  Virginia  holds  a  fair  rival. 

"Oh!  you  dance  just  like  the  boys  do  at  home." 
How  he  does  it  we  don't  know  but  we'll  back  who- 
ever says  so.  Perhaps  that  is  part  of  his  power  to 
vividly  reproduce  some  peculiar  character  or  circum- 
stance. There  he  is  imitating  someone  now — "It's 
Red"  you'll  say  without  hesitation. 

In  every  man's  life  there  is  something  that 
seems  to  be  a  part  of  him.  It  may  be  a  dog,  horse, 
a  pipe  or  a  cane.  The  two  are  inseparable,  just  say, 
"Dave — how's  to  break  out  the  saxe  and  let's  have 
Washington  and  Lee  the  way  Smith  plays  it,"  and 
you'll  certainly  start  something. 

"Now,  listen  here  son, — in  1930  you  can  just 
mail  that  check  to — "  but  that  is  quite  another 
story. 

Class  Wrestling  (2). 
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Robert  Melvin  Morris 

Harrodsburg,  Kentucky 

"Bob" 

SCENE:   Crab  Fleet  at  anchor  in  San  Diego. 
Time:    Youngster  Cruise. 

Characters:    Midshipmen  on  dock  handling 
rather  ancient  spuds. 

Admiral's  barge  makes  a  very  snappy  landing. 

Chorus  of  Youngsters:  (In  undertones)  "Are  we 
supposed  to  salute  or  just  stand  at  attention." 

Morris:  (stepping  out  of  barge)  "Good  evening, 
lads.     Don't  let  me  disturb  you!" 

Chorus  of  Youngsters:    " — Censored." 

Bob  isn't  a  typical  lounge  lizard,  however.  He  is 
just  as  much  at  home  down  in  No.  2  fire-room  on 
the  old  Minnesota  as  at  the  Moana  or  Bristol. 
After  two  years  of  hard  work  on  the  wrestling  mat 
he  succeeded  in  making  his  weight,  thereby  win- 
ning his  numerals.  We  are  all  of  the  opinion  that 
by  such  perseverance  at  "  Pegging"  away  he  will 
surely  win  out  in — well,  that  could  hardly  be  called 
a  sport. 

"Now  on  the  Minnie,  going  from  Lisbon  to 
Gibraltar — " 

Class  Wrestling  (5,  2);  Numerals  (5,  2). 
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Allen  Vincent  Bres 
New  Orleans,  Louisiana 
"T.  77'  "Chick"  "Breeze" 

BRES,  who  has  been  dubbed  everything  from 
Breeze  to  Bray,  hails  from  "La  belle  Louisiane". 
Being  a  little  "chesty",  he  makes  a  "bosom"  com- 
panion.    "All  that  the  name  implies",  as  it  were. 

To  prove  that  he  had  (or  had  not)  seen  water  and 
boats  before,  he  went  out  for  coxswain  of  a  crew 
Plebe  summer,  and  succeeded  in  ramming  the  only 
thing  in  sight  on  the  River.  Needless  to  say,  he  and 
Joe  locked  horns,  and — well,  Joe  isn't  here  any  more, 
while  Allen  is  going  strong. 

One  of  Allen's  most  valuable  assets  is  the  opti- 
mism with  which  he  meets  obstacles.  Take  his 
"swimming"  for  an  example — he  was  a  life  member 
of  the  sub  squad.  Many  are  the  times  he  has  come 
in  with  face  all  aglow.  "Did  pretty  well  today; 
swam  all  the  way  across  the  pool"  (sixty  feet). 

In  an  argument:  "No,  you're  wrong.  It  can't 
be,  because  I  know." 

We  are  all  for  you,  "Chick", 
as  often  as  you  think  you  are 
for  one  good  man. 

Class  Baseball  (2); 
Mandolin  Club  (3,  2); 
Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2). 


May  you  be  right 
and  that's  enough 


Frank  Waterman  Parsons 
Hawkinsville,  Georgia 

"  Jawja"  "  Gobber" 

WHEN  you  first  see  Jawja,  all  that  you'll  no- 
tice is  the  huge  grin  that  is  more  or  less 
permanent  on  his  countenance.  When  you  meet 
him  you'll  wonder  whether  there  can  possibly  be 
anything  he  likes  better  than  teasing  or  being 
teased,  and  when  you  know  you'll  find  out  that  this 
one  thing  is  playing  an  age  old  ditty  on  a  knife  and 
fork,  for  Frank  has  one  of  the  largest  and  most 
indiscriminate  appetites  in  existence  and  to  this  we 
can  testify  by  reason  of  long  association  and  ex- 
perience. 

Frank  is  hard  to  get  moving — not  that  he  doesn't 
keep  moving  once  started.  It's  only  the  initial 
impulse  that  is  wanting.  The  Academics  have  never 
created  more  than  a  passing  stir  and  that  only  when 
his  2.5  was  in  danger  of  being  assaulted,  but  he  has 
been  out  for  about  all  the  sports  that  are — having 
no  favorites  and  actually  playing  in  the  only  basket- 
ball game  '23  won. 

From  all  that  he  has  said  about  his  happy  home 
we  are  prone  to  wonder  why  it  is  he  ever  left,  came 
here,  and  why  once  here,  he  did  not  immediately 
return.  But  to  understand  that  is  to  know  Frank 
and  we  can  advise  that,  for  he'll  give  you  all  that 
friendship  has  to  offer. 

Class  Basketball  (4,  3,  2); 
Class  Track  (4,  3,  2); 
Class  Baseball  (2); 
Class  Football  (3). 
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Harry  Albert  Bolles 
Seattle,  Washington 

"Lucy"  "Gorilla"   "H.  A." 

1UCY"  was  at  first  thought  to  be  the  "missing 
^d  link,"  because  of  his  size,  strength,  and  sea- 
going walk.  During  his  four  years  at  the  Naval 
Academy  he  has  taken  advantage  of  his  "gorilla" 
qualities  along  athletic  lines.  In  football  he  has 
filled  "Hog"  Murray's  shoes  since  Plebe  year  and 
has  helped  to  make  the  Navy  line  famous.  In  crew 
he  has  been  even  more  successful,  having  rowed  in 
Navy's  championship  crews  for  three  years. 

It  is  not  only  in  athletic  lines  that  Lucy  has 
starred.  Plebe  year  he  was  in  the  hospital  for 
two  months  and  had  a  hard  time  gaining  a  decision 
over  the  Academics.  But  since  then  he  has  gone  up 
until  he  is  now  well  among  the  savvy  few. 

Raised  among  the  "belles"  of  Seattle  he  has  always 
been  a  snake  of  the  worst  type.  Even  to  the  extent 
of  writing  him  anonymous  letters  do  they  fall. 
Oh,  verily. 

Why  do  they  call  him  "Lucy?" 

Ask  him;  he  never  tells. 

Olympic  Squad  (3); 

Football  Squad  (4,  3,  2);  N**  (3,  2);  NA  (4); 

Crew  Squad  (4,  3,  2); 

N  Crossed  Oar  (3); 

N  Crossed  Oar  {Intercollegiate)    (3); 

Class  Crew  {4);  Numerals; 

Class  Boxing  (3);  Numerals  (3); 

Footbal  Squad  {!);  N  (J). 


Walter  Coler  Holt 

Staten  Island,  New  York 

"Sheik"  "Abdul" 

BURY  your  hopes  girls — despite  the  fact  that  his 
class  pins  are  strewn  all  over  the  West  Coast  he 
remains  true  to  the  "One."  Even  his  name  is  mis- 
leading in  this  respect  for  many  hearts  have  fluttered 
on  meeting  "The  Sheik,"  only  to  find  that  he  was 
so  called  because  of  his  complexion. 

Graduating  from  the  Marine  Corps  Abdul 
decided  to  give  the  Navy  a  chance  and  descended 
upon  our  Naval  Home  ready  to  "take  charge." 
Progressing  into  Academic  year  his  early  training  at 
Cornell  stood  him  in  good  stead,  the  Ac's  didn't 
bother  him  much;  believing  in  reciprocity  he  left 
them   alone. 

He  says  that  Guantanamo  is  not  such  a  bad  place 
after  all  and  he  hopes  we  go  there  every  cruise. 
May  the  fates  decree  that  he  be  one  of  those  for- 
tunates  who  are  allowed  to  remain  in  our  future 
service. 

Football  Squad  (4,  3,  2); 
Class  Basketball  (4,  3,  2); 
Class  Lacrosse  (2). 
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Chester  Taber  Smith 

New  York,  New  York 

"  Smittee"  " Smythe" 

CHET  is  not  a  ladies  man  but  a  lady's  man. 
"Say  bo,  feed  me — I  haven't  eaten  for  three 
days.  All  I  did  the  whole  time  was  to  make  a  fool 
of  myself  by  just  looking  into  her  eyes."  Such  was 
the  greeting  he  gave  the  gang  after  Second  Class 
Xmas  leave. 

Have  you  ever  seen  a  long  lean  advertisement  of 
Arrow  collars  rolled  into  what  was  supposed  to  be  a 
midshipman — that's  him.  The  Lord  only  knows 
why  he  spends  so  much  time  trying  to  get  a  T- 
square  part  in  his  hair  for  he  seldom  drags.  His 
baby  face  and  innocent  stare  won  for  him  the  appel- 
lation of  "Pewee",  Plebe  year. 

Experience  is  a  great  teacher  for  that  baby  stare 
has  gradually  changed  into  a  sophisticated  grin. 
When  in  doubt  as  to  the  latest  collegiate  styles  or 
correct  procedure  see  him  by  all  means.  He  knows. 
Ask  him  about  the  time  he  "busted"  into  society 
with  such  a  terrific  crash  on  Armistice  Day  at  the 
Astor's  on  Fifth  Avenoo. 

"Not  so  bad  today.  Only  two  letters  and  a  spe- 
cial.     Eighter  from  Decatur,  don't  fail  me  bones. 


Paul  James  Cogger 

Washington,  D.  C. 

"Pat"  "P.  J."  "Codger" 

IT  wouldn't  have  made  much  difference  whether 
Lloyd  George  had  given  Ireland  her  independence 
or  not.  If  he  hadn't  done  it  when  he  did,  Pat  would 
have  secured  it  immediately  for  them  when  he 
graduated.  Irish  to  the  Nth  degree  and  proud  of  it! 
Why,  man,  he  could  argue  a  phonograph  to  a  dead 
stop  on  any  phase  of  the  Irish  question.  Every 
March  17,  he  picks  out  the  old  green  suit  and  wears 
it  faithfully  regardless  of  the  demerits  incurred  by 
said  display. 

Speaking  of  demerits — Pat  and  the  Executive 
Department  are  not  unknown  to  each  other;  few 
extra  duty  lists  are  genuine  without  his  name. 

He  was  so  impressed  by  his  first  sight  of  our 
Naval  School  that  he  decided  to  remain  for  five 
years.  He  isn't  wooden  by  a  whole  lot  but  the 
language  of  Archimedes,  and  incidentally  the  Skinny 
Department,  proved  a  stumbling  block  to  him 
Youngster  year. 

His  residence?  Well  we're  not  quite  sure.  He's, 
lived  so  many  places,  but  from  indications  and  from 
where  we  sit  it  looks  as  if  he  had  a  strong  leaning 
towards  Massachusetts  for  a  reason  all  his  own. 
Well,  Pat,  more  to  yuh!    We're  all  behind  you. 

"Say!  who's  got  a  lesson  sheet?" 

Soccer  Squad  (4,  3,  2); 
Class  Baseball  (3,  2). 
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Terance  Reginald  Harp 

Marianna,  Arkansas 
"  Ted" 

THE  time  has  come,"  the  Walrus  said, 
"To  speak  of  many  things, 

Of  ships,  of  shoes,  of  sealing  wax, 

And  Cabbage  and  Kings,  and  more  especially, 
Alice,  my  dear,"  The  Walrus  went  on  to  say,  "  about 
this  fellow  Harp — " 

"Quite  a  charming  young  man  from  all  I  hear, 
Irish,  to  judge  by  his  name,  at  least,  but  then  names 
are  deceiving  sometimes.  Dark,  rather  determined 
face,  bad  man  for  you  to  wander  out  on  the  sea  wall 
with." 

"Dear  Walrus,  you  are  so  old  fashioned,"  Alice 
said  shaking  her  bobbed  hair  and  taking  a  cigarette 
out  of  her  case  meanwhile. 

"Oh!  I  know  I'm  going  to  like  him.  I  just  adore 
Irishmen.  Daddy-pops  Walrus,  gimme  a  light. 
What  line  had  I  better  pull,  d'you  think?  Serious, 
kittenish,  or  how?"   she   demanded   after  a  silence. 

"Well,  I  think  you'd  better  be  careful  at  first. 
There's  a  girl  in  the  background  I  believe.  New 
York,  you  know." 

"Oh  damn!"  Alice  pouted,  "I  hate  men  with 
girls  back  home.  Still — black  hair,  grey  eyes, 
Irish— Umm!" 

Class  Wrestling  (2);  Numerals  («?),' 
Class  Soccer  (4); 
Class  Track  (2). 


Frank  Monroe,  Jr. 
Sedalia,  Missouri 

"Frank" 

IF  I  could  sleep  for  a  year  I  would  be  supremely 
happy."  That  is  the  main  reason  why  Frank  is 
not  the  biggest  snake  in  the  Academy.  But  every 
now  and  then  our  young  hero  puts  on  his  other 
collar  and  does  his  best  to  raise  the  average  of  the 
drags  at  our  little  social  gatherings.  How  well  he 
succeeds  is  best  demonstrated  by  the  waiting  list 
for  his  hop  card. 

In  the  big  battle  with  the  Academics,  Frank  has 
always  kept  a  fair  amount  of  velvet  between  him 
and  the  old  2.5.  French  is  his  forte;  to  hear  him 
give  a  lengthy  dissertation  on  the  merits  of  "La 
belle  langue,  francais"  would  make  the  fencing 
instructor  green  with  envy. 

In  the  spring  when  everyone  else  goes  to  sleep, 
Frank  always  wakes  up  and  is  seen  on  the  tennis 
courts  every  afternoon,  swinging  a  mean  racket. 

After    reading   the    social    of   the    Sedalia    Daily 

Democrat,  Frank  often  wonders  why  he  cast  his  lot 

with  the  Navy.     However,  we  think  that  we  know 

and  whatever  the  cause  we  are  all  mighty  glad  to 

have  Frank  with  us. 

Class  Football  (4); 
Class  Tennis  (J,  2); 
Numerals  (3). 
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Philip  Henry  Ryan 

Lynchburg,  Virginia 

"Pete"  "Peter"  "Garibaldi" 

TO  have  only  one  hundred  and  sixty-five  words 
in  which  to  tell  of  the  charms  of  this  Virgi- 
nia lad  is  a  crime  indeed.  How  can  all  be  told — 
his  greed  for  mail,  how  peripatetic  his  nose  is  when 
he  talks,  hu  ear  to  ear  grin,  his  love(?)  for  a  naval 
career,  and  so  on?     But  we  shall  do  our  best. 

A  "Red  Mike"?  Yes,  and  then  again,  No.  He 
has  been  known  to  drag,  and  he  always  makes  a 
hit  with  the  girls — especially  with  other  peoples' 
cousins. 

"Reg"?  Yes,  decidedly,  but  even  his  "regness" 
has  not  kept  him  from  wooing  "Lady  Nicotine" 
at   all   hours. 

He  hails  from  "Old  DominiCTi"  and  is  a  true  son 
of  the  hospitable  South.  His  grinning  smile  and 
smiling    grin    are    famous    around    old    Bancroft. 

He  has  one  awful  fault — oh,  it  is  a  terrible  fault 
indeed.     Dare  we  bring  to  light  this  horrible  fail- 
ing— the  one  that   mars  a  perfect  man?     Yes,   we 
must.     The  truth   must   be  told.     He  talks  in 
sleep! 

"Oh,  I  forgot." 

Class  Basketball  (3,  2); 
Manager  Class  Basketball  (2); 
Class   Tennis   (3); 
Log   Staff   (4); 
Lucky  Bag  Staff  (2) . 


Winston  Folk 
Nashville,  Tennessee 
"Wink"  "Winko" 

SUNNY  Tennessee!  That's  Wink — Southern  to 
the  tips  of  his  fingers  and  gentleman  to  the  tips 
of  his  toes. 

He  has  done  well  in  boosting  the  "drag"  average 
of  the  Academy — to  wit,  some  of  his  fair  Nash- 
villites.  But  his  snaking  qualifications  haven't 
helped  him  a  bit  with  the  Ac  Department.  He  just 
will  not  snap  to  it  until  he  has  to.  But  when  it  is 
necessary — well,  ask  him  what  he  made  on  that 
Juice  exam. 

Ratey?  Yes,  but  in  that  unconscious  way  that 
lets  him  do  murder  and  get  thanked  for  it.  The 
"Wink"  is  not  applicable  to  his  character  even  if 
it  is  to  his  heart,  the  latter  being  fully  proved  by 
the  host  of  "little  cousins"  of  whom  he  boasts  and 
drags. 

He's  famous  for  his  smile,  his  cousins,  and  espe- 
cially for  his  expressions  and  phrases  such  as  "  Church 
is  out,"  "There  will  be  cheering  practice  tonight," 
"Off  to  the  races",  and  "Hold  on  tight!" 

"Now  up   at   Monteagle — " 

Class    Soccer    (3,    2,    1); 
Log  Staff  (4,  3,  1); 
Editorial  Editor   of  Log    (/); 
Class     Supper     Committee; 
Lucky    Bag    Staff; 
Reception   Committee. 
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Stuart  Hyde  Hawkins 

Springfield,  Massachusetts 

bi         1  uboy         btu 

FORMATION — the  regiment  slowly  assembles. 
One  minute,  two  minutes,  three  minutes,  three 
minutes  and  fifty  seconds,  four  minutes  and — crash ! 
With  a  frantic  dash  our  hero,  racing  madly  against 
time,  breasts  the  tape,  his  victory  only  made  possible 
by  the  echo  of  late  blast.  Yes,  it  is  the  diminutive 
oversight  of  the  State  of  Massachusetts. 

Happy-go-lucky,  with  the  unusual  ability  of  mak- 
ing things  go  only  "by  guess  and  by  God"  he  has 
attained  great  heights  in  the  world  of  art.  Yea, 
Tubby  goes  in  for  art,  being  nearly  as  clever  with 
his  pencil  as  is  Sergeant  Farad  with  his  slip-stick. 

Take  another  look  at  him  please.  If  you  wonder, 
and  marvel  that  any  frail  femme  should  fall  under 
his  influence,  ask  him  a  question.  The  originality 
of  his  answer  will  solve  the  mystery.  It  will  take 
some  girl  though,  to  win  his  affections  from  the  one 
at  238  King  George. 

Though  clever,  Tubby  is  surprisingly  square.  No 
one  ever  accused  him  of  being  a  bad  investment. 
After  all  is  said  and  done,  we  have  no  doubt  that 
Hawkshaw  will  someday  be  the  sunshine  in  some- 
body's home. 

Track  Squad  (3); 
Class  Swimming  (2); 
Log  Staff  (J,  -2,  1); 
Ass't  Art  Editor  Log  {2); 
Art  Editor  Log  {!); 
Lucky  Bag. 


Frank  Herbert  Newton,  Jr. 
Springfield,  Massachusetts 

"Fig"  "Newt" 

FEATURED  by  the  newspapers  of  his  home  town 
and  feted  by  everyone  worth  while,  this  young 
lion  was  among  the  first  to  become  one  of  us.  From 
his  early  experience,  it  was  but  a  transition  to  become 
acclimated  to  the  new  life.  He  was  taken  into  the 
melting  pot  and  changed  less,  perhaps  than  most 
of  us.  So  began  the  career  of  our  "Fig,"  a  name 
which  became  a  first-minute  attachment. 

Although  coming  from  the  land  of  savoirs  and 
beans,  "Fig,"  is  not  "among  the  first."  Why  they 
call  everything  "Elementary"  has  always  been  a 
source  of  wonderment  to  him.  His  fast  friends 
are  the  Cosmo  and  Red  Book  families  while  entropy 
and  such  are  but  passing  fancies.  He  is  almost  a 
confirmed  radiator  hound  but  when  the  crisp  is  in 
the  air  you'll  find  him  on  the  soccer  field,  one  of 
the  most  enthusiastic  adherents  to  our  newest  game. 

For  two  years  he  wooed  her  in  out-of-the-way 
corners,  where  none  could  see.  She  held  him 
enchanted  by  her  charms  and  he  became  a  slave 
to  her  desires — but  now  he  openly  courts  young 
Lady  Fatima  from  morn  till 
night — "let's   catch,  fellows!" 

Soccer  Squad  (2); 
Class  Soccer  (2); 
Class  Tennis  (3). 
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Edward  Christian  Loughead 
Hamilton,  Ohio 

"Ed"  "Eddie"  "Lug"  "Luff"  "Savvy" 

THE  scene  is  one  of  the  charming  little  boudoirs 
in  Bancroft  Hall,  the  time  about  nine  p.  m. 
As  the  curtain  rises,  a  tall,  dark  youth  is  discovered 
acting  upon  his  usual  nine  o'clock  resolution  to 
turn  in.  He  adjusts  his  head  carefully  to  the 
pillow,  so  as  not  to  muss  his  sleek  hair. 

The  Youth:  (gazing  wearily  at  the  ceiling). 
"Why  wasn't  I  born  rich  instead  of  so  damn  good- 
looking?" 

The  curtain  drops  to  indicate  the  lapse  of  some 
nine  hours.  On  its  rise  the  Youth  is  seen  folding 
back  his  bedclothes.  His  hair  is  unruffled,  in  spite 
of  a  hard  sleep. 

The  Youth:  (gazing  wearily  out  of  the  window). 
"Why  wasn't  I  born  rich  instead  of  so  damn  good- 
looking?" 

The  curtain  falls  again.  Eight  hours  pass.  The 
Youth  has  just  returned  from  a  devastating  work 
out  in  the  gym.     His  hair  is  still  unruffled. 

The  Youth:  (gazing  wearily  at  the  mirror).  "Why 
wasn't  I  born  rich  instead  of  so  damn  good-looking?" 

QUICK!  QUICK!  Curtain,  for 
God's  sake! 


Star  (3.  2) 


Edward  Poor  Montgomery 

New  York,  New  York 

"Monty"  "Ted"  "Gus"  "  Teddie" 

OHO",  said  the  Devil.  "And  who  might  you 
be?" 

The  grimy  youth  on  the  business  end  of  a  slice 
bar  looked  up  from  the  fire  he  was  trying  to  work. 

"My  name's  Montgomery,  if  that's  any  help. 
And  who  the  devil  are  you?" 

"You  guessed  right  the  first  time.  My  friends 
call  me  Mephistopheles  in  fun,  sometimes." 

"Oh,  you're  the  guy  that  invented  the  fire-room 
watch.  Well,  say  now,  listen  here  while  I  tell  you 
a  few — " 

"Don't  try  to  get  hard  with  me,  young  man.  I 
haven't  been  a  water-tender  since  Adam  was  a 
coal  passer  for  nothing.  You  go  on  and  build  up 
those  fires.    Steam's  going  down." 

The  youth  sighed  and  mopped  his  face. 

"O  hell,"  he  muttered. 

"Yes,  that's  where  you  are,"  snapped  the  Devil. 
"You  get  that  fire  going  or  I'll  make  it  hot  for  you." 

"All  right,  don't  get  in  a  sweat  about  it.  I'll 
bet  my  last  drink  of  water  you  can't  make  it  any 
hotter  than  it  is,  though." 

The  Devil  turned  tail  and  fled,  laughing. 

Log  Staff  (2,  1);  Editor  (/). 
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Robert  Read  Buck 

Saint  Albans,  Vermont 
"Bob"  "Railroad" 

IT  is  indeed  seldom  that  we  have  a  chance  at  him 
like  this.  For,  you  see,  he  is  clever  at  repartee. 
After  being  argued  to  a  stand-still  he  clinches  the 
point  in  his  favor  by  coming  down  with,  "No, 
you're  wrong."  Everyone  will  admit  that  such  a 
stroke  cannot  be  beaten.  But  even  in  this  mono- 
logue he  has  some  defense.  His  picture  just  had  to 
be  inserted  above,  and  now  when  we  try  to  get 
back  at  him  you  will  look  at  the  afore-mentioned 
photograph  and  say,  "But  he  looks  harmless." 

Second  Class  year  he  "busted  into  theatricals." 
It  was  realized  that  a  great  mistake  had  been  made 
in  not  building  the  plot  around  the  star.  But  Bob's 
tireless  efforts  were  rewarded  with  a  large  bouquet 
of  choice  celery  and  carrots.  Our  hero  was  appre- 
ciably touched,  so  much  so  that  he  dropped  the 
bouquet  with  a  resounding  thud  on  the  stage. 

Athletically,  he  has  been  the  main-stay  of  the '23 
basketball  team  and  has  shown  regular  Varsity 
form.  Lack  of  weight  and  height  have,  however, 
kept  him  down. 

"Lend  me  a  shirt,  will  yuh?     I'm 
for  the  cruise." 

Class  Basketball  (4,  3,  2); 
Class  Lacrosse  (2); 
Class  Track  (3); 
Expert  Rifleman; 
Manager  Basketball  (1). 


saving  mine 


Thomas  Joseph  Casey 

Boston,  Massachusetts 

lim         1  am         1  ommy 

NO  relation  to  the  mighty  Casey  of  Mudville 
fame,  but  of  the  same  stock  as  Casey  who 
graces  this  class  at  the  Naval  Academy  only  because 
there  is  no  institution  in  Dublin  or  Cork.  He  entered 
his  career  with  a  half  column  of  the  Boston  Post 
pointing  out  the  advantages  of  the  Navy's  latest 
"find".  That  he  was  a  prominent  member  of 
Boston  Latin  School,  a  sailor  of  small  boats,  and  a 
"lad  about  town",  as  per  half  column,  was  often 
the  words  to  such  refrains  as  "America,"  "Yankee 
Doodle"  or  any  other  of  the  more  complex  anthems. 
Of  course,  just  because  Tim  would  not  let  anyone 
"throw  cwocherwy  awound  his  woom"  or  because 
a  Juice  Prof  didn't  know  what  a  Pwony  Bwake 
was,  is  nothing  against  him,  it's  just  one  more  laugh 
in  his  favor. 

He  has  realized  his  ambition.  Hear  him:  "I've 
passed  thru  hectic  years  waiting  for  a  chance  to 
carry  around  a  rwaft  of  books  in  a  belt." 

Class  Soccer  (4,  3); 
Soccer  Squad  (2);  ANF; 
Class  Lacrosse  (3,2); 
Expert  Rifleman. 
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Ronald  DeWolf  Higgins 
Honolulu,  Hawaii 

" Higgle"   " Kanak"  " Snicko" 

HAWAII — soft,  tremulous  nights,  an  idly  fas- 
cinating ocean,  a  bewitching  Honolulu  moon 
and  a  stark,  rough,  volcanic  headland  rising  sharply 
from  the  seductive  sea.  That  last  is  Higgie,  the  lad 
from  Nature's  Paradise.  Rough  only  when  splashing 
around  behind  a  water-polo  ball,  and  volcanic 
only  when  harassed  to  the  limit,  he's  proved  his 
Diamond  Head  in  the  four  year  combat  with  the  Ac 
Department. 

Like  all  born  snakes,  he  professes  total  Red  Mike- 
ism,  and  we'll  admit  that  he  hasn't  dragged  an 
astounding  variety  of  femmes,  but  the  one  he  does 
— !    Just  ask  him! 

Between  times  he  has  poked  his  nose  into  most  all 
athletics,  and  has  wielded  a  wicked  fork  at  some 
training  table  most  of  his  time  here.  Fortunately, 
his  appetite  isn't  the  only  big  quality  about  him — 
squarer  than  square  and  with  the  strength  of  his 
ideals,  he's  a  mighty  handy  moral  support  to  have 
around  the  home. 

"Yea,  I  know  her!  Went  to  school  with  her  in 
Honolulu!" 

Water-Polo  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
Captain  (3,  2,  /); 
WNP  (4,2);  WNAP  (3); 
Crew  Squad  (4,  3,  2,1);  NA  (3) 
Class  Swimming  (3) 
Class  Football  (2): 
Football  Squad  (3). 
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Joseph  John  Rooney 

Philadelphia,  Pennsylvania 

Jake        Joe        rat        Jerry         Irish 

AND  in  the  next  cage,  ladies  and  gentlemen  we 
Ix.  have  "Jo-Jo"  the  wild  Irish  rose  who  walks, 
talks,  eats  and  sleeps  like  any  other  human  being. 
When  excited  his  bark  is  savage  and  sounds  like  a 
siren  in  a  fog.  He  has  a  very  likable  personality, 
though,  as  is  proven  by  his  host  of  friends  here 
in  the  Hall. 

The  gentle,  manly  sports  are  his  specialties,  he 
spoons  all  over  football  and  takes  a  boxing  glove 
to  bed  with  him.  Plebe  year  he  made  his  debut 
in  the  sport  of  "legalized  murder,"  water-polo, 
and  took  to  it  like  a  duck  to  water. 

The  lure  of  the  footlights  has  proven  too  much 
for  him,  and  Pat  occasionally  devotes  his  energies 
to  assisting  the  Masqueraders,  and  now  and  then 
takes  a  spare  part  himself. 

As  for  his  prowess  on  the  ball-room  floor — just 
take  a  look  at  those  big,  manly  shoulders  and  add 
the  grace  of  a  prize  fighter  and  you  have  him — a 
social  success. 

"Hey,  what's  the  lesson  about?" 

Football  Squad  (4,  3,  2);  NA  (4,  3,  2); 

Boxing  Squad  (2); 

Water-Polo  Squad  (4,  3); 

Class  Baseball  (4,  3); 

Class  Soccer  (2); 

Class  Lacrosse  (2); 

Class  Water-Polo  (2). 
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Karl  Goldsmith  Hens  el 
Baltimore,  Maryland 
"Axel"  "Pretzel"  "Pigeon" 

EH!  Axel!  What's  the  dope  on  Nav? 
Savvy,  you  are  just  in  time  to  pull  me  sat. 
I've  looked  through  the  P's  and  S's  of  this  astron- 
omy's index  five  times,  and  can't  find  it.  What? 
Why,  solar  plexus,  you  little  cheese.  It's  not  here 
and  I  don't  know —  Lay  off,  what's  so  doggone 
funnv?  That's  a  nice  way  to  help  a  fellow  out, 
isn't'it?" 

When  the  Navy  got  Karl,  one  June  morning 
four  long  years  ago,  a  promising  Red  Mike  was 
ruined.  Had  he  ever  kissed  a  girl?  Well,  once,  but 
he  was  only  five  years  old;  and  she  was  his  cousin. 
Gone  are  those  days!  Now,  he  spends  half  his  time 
on  the  roof  of  Bancroft  Hall,  semaphoring  to  Porter 
Row.  The  other  half,  he  spends  in  visiting  Porter 
Row. 

If  any  fellow  in  the  Batt  wants  anything,  from 
music  to  collar  buttons,  what  is  more  natural  than 
to  drop  around  to  see  Pretzel?  His  generosity  is 
only  exceeded  by  the  pinkness  of  his  cheeks,  and 
his  good  humor  by  the  angle  of  his  pigeon-toes. 
Karl  is  never  too  busy  to  lend  a  helping  hand  when- 
ever he  can  and  his  consideration  for  others  has 
placed  him  high  in  the  regard  of  his  friends. 

Class  Soccer  (3,  2); 
Class  Water-Polo  (2,  1); 
Soccer  Squad  (1);  ANAF; 
Expert  Rifleman. 


James  Harvey  Willett 
North  Andover,  Massachusetts 

it    j  11     a    j  •  11 

Jess        Jimmy 

JIMMY'S  capacity  for  work  is  only  equalled  by 
his  capacity  for  chow.  "Weenies  for  pink  hash" 
was  his  slogan  Youngster  cruise;  and  "On  to  the 
conditions"  became  his  war  cry  in  the  land  of  the 
Midnight  Sun. 

James  is  not  tall  but  like  his  appetite  he  is  big. 
Nature  gave  him  a  good  start  by  furnishing  him 
with  plenty  of  speed,  and  Jimmy  has  always  helped 
her  along.  Football,  boxing,  and  lacrosse  are  the 
gentle  sports  that  keep  him  busy. 

And  to  look  at  Jimmy's  amiable  countenance 
one.  would  think  they  were  gentle  sports,  for  James 
rarely  gets  rhino  and  when  he  does  he  keeps  his 
woes  to  himself. 

Jimmy  drags  once  in  a  while,  but  does  not  exhibit 
very  snakish  qualities.  We  have  always  had  a 
suspicion,  however,  that  there  is  someone  back  home. 

He  is  quiet,  but  behind  his  quietness  there  is 
lots   of  determination.      He   plays   the  game   hard. 

Class  Lacrosse  (3,  2). 
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Homer  Bernard  Hudson 

Saint  Louis,  Missouri 

Doc 

A  GREAT  commotion  at  the  gate  interrupted 
Dutch.  The  crowd  gave  back  as  Doc  hurdled 
in.  He  was  wearing  his  black  N  sweater,  and  was 
carrying  the  last  hurdle  he  knocked  down,  and  his 
library  of  Nav  books,  for  as  he  said  "Heaven  should 
be  a  good  place  to  work  out  star-sights  in." 

"Good  old  Doc",  yelled  Dutch  in  greeting. 

"Hi  there,  Harmer,  here  I  am  with  the  stuff.  I 
passed  'em  all  on  the  last  lap.  All  I  had  to  say 
was  'Follow  me,  chicks,  I'm  full  of  corn'  and  look 
what  flocked  in  after  me." 

St.  Peter  and  Dutch  looked.  A  bevy  of  beautiful 
angels  with  rolled  socks  and  bobbed  hair  were 
gathered  in  the  doorway. 

At  sight  of  them,  Dutch  blared  full-tilt  into  the 
"St.  Louis  Blues"  with  both  instruments  and  his 
voice  simultaneously,  and  true  to  his  old  form,  Doc 
grabbed  the  best  looking  of  his  flock,  while  St.  Peter 
looked  on,  a  happy  smile  on  his  face  as  he  watched 
his  two  boys  in  Heaven  at  last. 

Track  Squad  (4,  3,  2);  Block  N. 


Alfred  Harmer  Reeside 
Washington,  D.  C. 
"Dutch" 

THE  elevator  clanged  to  a  stop.  A  tall,  dark- 
haired  youth,  with  an  accordion  slung  over  one 
shoulder  and  a  guitar  over  the  other,  stepped  out. 

As  he  entered  the  throne  room  of  the  Judgment 
Seat,  where  St.  Peter  was  trying  the  latest  cases, 
he  let  fall  a  chord  from  his  accordion.  The  terrible 
crash  as  the  cord  hit  the  deck  made  St.  Peter  lift 
his  head.  As  he  recognized  Dutch,  the  aged  Saint 
gave  a  cry  of  glad  surprise,  and,  with  unusual 
agility,  leaped  over  the  table,  and  almost  fell  on 
Dutch's  neck  and  his  own  halo. 

"Hello,  Pete,"  said  Dutch,  "Hasn't  Doc  arrived 

yet?" 

"No,"  replied  Peter,  "we're  expecting  him  any 
minute.  But  tell  me,  my  boy,  to  what  do  I  owe  the 
happiness  of  this  unexpected  visit?" 

"Pete,  old  man,  I  hate  to  tell  you.  I  really  do. 
But  if  you  must  know,  it  was  that  damned  Carvel 
Hall  moonshine." 

"St.  Peter  bowed  his  head  and  wept,  while  Dutch 
lifted  up  his  voice  and  rendered  "O  sole  mio"  most 
touchingly. 

Baseball  Squad  (4,  3,  2); 
Choir  (4,  3,  2); 
Musical  Clubs  (4,  3,  2). 


T 


John  Stuart  Keating 

Woburn,  Massachusetts 

"Neb"  "King"  "Jazz" 

HERE   stands   Massachusetts,   she  needs   no 


she  can  boast  of  such  a  remarkable  offspring  as 
"Neb".  As  a  Plebe  under  the  rule  of  former  mighty 
Cicero,  he  suffered  for  his  misfortune,  and  in  later 
years  he  was  the  staunch  supporter  and  bold  pro- 
tector of  the  old  Bay  State.  But  his  thoughts  are 
not  alone  of  the  State  of  famous  men,  for  he  keeps 
forever  green  his  love  for  the  old  sod. 

In  regards  to  athletics,  Buckeye  has  tried  his 
skill  at  soccer,  lacrosse  and  baseball  and  finally, 
in  his  old  age,  has  perfected  himself  in  the  gentle 
art  of  fencing.  As  a  songster  he  is  not  surpassed, 
for  his  famous  version  of  "Gentlemen  Sailors" 
would  make  Caruso  feel  like  a  shamrock  in  a  basket 
of  oranges. 

The  King  has  all  the  essentials  and  yearnings  of 
a  family  man.  In  spite  of  the  handicap  of  being  a 
sailor,  we  are  sure  he  will  reign  king  in  some  little 
home. 

Fencing  Squad  (2);  FN  AT  (2); 

Class  Fencing  (3,  2);  Numerals  (2); 

Class  Baseball  (4); 

Hell  Cats  (4); 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2). 


Thayer  Talbot  Tucker 

Logansport,  Indiana 

J  ommy         luck         Bud 

NO,  girls,  in  spite  of  his  picture,  Tommy  isn't 
exactly  a  natural  born  snake.  But  he  dragged 
blind  once  Plebe  summer,  and  now  he  feels  he 
simply  must  fuss  every  week-end  to  try  to  pull 
sat  for  the  course. 

Thayer  was  a  quiet  and  unassuming  Plebe,  but 
he  hardened  with  time,  and  now  the  mere  mention 
of  Terrible  Tommy  Tucker  makes  Fourth  Classmen 
quake  with  fear. 

As  an  expounder  of  jazz,  Tuck  is  unsurpassed, 
non-pareil;  and  he  is  never  so  happy  as  when  coaxing 
sweet  (?)  melody  from  the  old  piccolo  or  mandolin. 

But  there  is  one  dark  cloud  hanging  over  Tommy's 
career.  The  multitudinous  array  of  bottles  in  his 
toilette  might  cause  a  casual  observer  to  conclude 
that  he  is  very  fastidious  or  an  ardent  hooch-hound. 
But  those  who  have  sniffed  the  terrible  odors  per- 
meating from  his  domicile  will  know  that  such  is 
not  the  case.  They  will  tell  you  of  the  game  battle 
Tommy  is  making  against  overwhelming  odds — 
for  it's  going  and  Herpicide  will  not  save  it!! 

ketball  (2); 
d  (4,  3,  2). 
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William  Ernest  Donovan 
New  York,  New  York 
"Bill"  "Bull"  " Donny" 

THIS  brown  eyed  Irishman  from  upper  Broadway 
was  afflicted  with  the  wanderlust  in  the  summer 
of  1919,  and  on  recovering  found  himself  doing 
squads  right  and  arms  upward  stretch  on  Farragut 
Field.  These  grew  monotonous,  and  craving  action, 
he  began  his  athletic  career  by  cinching  a  place  with 
the  Hustlers.  With  the  coming  of  spring,  crew 
looked  good  to  Bill.  Whereupon  he  began  wielding 
a  mean  oar,  and  still  does. 

While  not  a  savoir,  Danny  has  never  allowed  the 
Academics  to  disturb  his  nightly  repose,  interfere 
with  any  of  his  numerous  diversions,  the  most 
notable  of  which  are  books,  his  violin,  and  the 
geometrically  centered  part  in  his  hair. 

So  far  as  being  a  snake  is  concerned,  Bill  has 
managed  to  strike  a  happy  medium.  No,  ladies, 
the  name  "Wild  Bill"  is  by  no  means  an  appropriate 
one.  Quite  the  contrary  in  fact,  except  when 
under  the  stimulus  of  an  argument  or  his  passion 
for  asking  questions,  which  usually  begin  thus: 
"Sir,  the  book  says — ". 

Football  Squad  (4,  3); 
Crew  Squad  (4,  3,  2). 


'A 


Le  Merton  Edson  Crist,  Jr. 
Osceola,  Iowa 

"Shorty" 

ITENTION!"    And  the  hero  of  Osceola  was 


Guards  while  the  band  played  "Annie  Laurie". 

— Osceola  Tribune. 
That  was  his  first  leave. 

"Among  the  notables  present  were  Midshipmen 
Sternall,  Bear  and  Crist — who  seem  to  put  one  in 
mind  of  Porthos,  Athos  and  d'Artagnan  as  Mrs. 
Lotta  Rocks  was  heard  to  say."     (Society  News). 

— Washington  Post. 
That  was  his  second  leave. 
His  third  leave?    He  knows  but  he  won't  tell! 

As  an  inventive  genius  Shorty's  right  there.  While 
wrestling,  he  once  dropped  an  erstwhile  competitor 
to  the  mat  with  a  nosehold  conceived  on  the  spot. 
After  that  the  other  fellow  went  out  for  the  sub 
squad  where  he  could  use  his  periscope. 

But  Shorty's  made  of  the  right  stuff.  He  sticks! 
— as  evidenced  by  five  years  of  hard  work  on  the 
wrestling  squad  (Oh  yes,  Admiral  Sims  and  he 
both  agree  on  the  five  year  course). 

If  you  want  to  know  more  about  Shorty,  though, 
look  in  "Who's  who"  about  1943. 

Crew  Squad  (3); 

Class  Wrestling  (J,  2);  Numerals  (2); 

Class  Track  (2). 
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Thomas  Butler  Birtley,  Jr. 

Scranton,  Pennsylvania 

"Count"  " Birt"  "Tommy" 

HERE  we  have  the  Count  of  Monte  Carlo, 
Jockey  of  the  Galloping  Dominoes  and  Rex  of 
the  Royal  Rounders;  and  just  why  he  entered  the 
Academy  no  one  knows — not   even   he,   himself. 

The  exactness  with  which  he  can  tell  fortunes 
would  make  any  one  of  the  Regiment  sit  up  and 
listen,  especially  when  "What  you  dream  between 
Friday  night  and  Saturday  morning  will  come  true" 
drifts  out  on  the  mystic  air.  As  a  musician  he  is 
unsurpassed,  for  the  way  he  can  pour  jazz  from  a 
table-top  would  make  a  cigar  store  Indian  shimmy 
like  a  dish  of  "Shivering  Lizz. "  And  oh,  that 
Jews  harp!! 

He  came  back  from  Youngster  cruise  hard  smitten. 
To  hear  him  talk,  Cupid  must  have  wielded  a  wicked 
bow  and  arrow.  Just  mention  one  of  those  West 
Coast  dances  and  a  Hudson  Super-Six  and  the  Count 
is  in  for  one  of  those  Taps  to  Reveille  dreams. 

"Say,  who  knows  anything  about  the  Steam 
to-day?" 

Class  Track  (J,  2); 

Lucky  Bag; 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2). 


Charles  Albert  Parker 

Portsmouth,  New  Hampshire 

"Gran paw"  " Timmy"  " Chawlie" 

HEY,  you  old  gob,  let's  have  a  story." 
"Yes  sir;  now  when  I  was  a  Bell  Hop — " 

"Oh  we've  heard  that  before;    sing  us  a  song." 

Thereupon  "Navy  Beans"  would  be  brought 
forth  in  a  most  melodious  tenor,  giving  Chawlie  an 
early  reputation  as  the  perfect  songster  and  enter- 
tainer. 

Deftly  concealing  his  romantic  inclinations  from 
those  around  him,  he  claims  he  is  not  a  snake.  That 
may  be  true,  but  when  a  2.6  meant  Christmas 
leave  and  Her,  even  the  fact  that  the  Granite  State 
is  not  the  home  of  the  savvy,  did  not  stop  him  from 
reaching  his  goal.  And  on  that  eventful  morning 
Snaker  was  not  among  those  remaining  for  the 
Academic  Christmas  Party.  And  say,  did  you  see 
that  lip  when  he  came  back? 

Athletically  he  excels  in  two  events  for  which, 
if  letters  were  awarded,  he  would  be  wearing  "crossed 
knives  and  forks"  superimposed  on  a  caulking  mat. 
As  a  demolisher  of  the  old  Navy  Bean  he  has  no 
equal,  and  ranks  among  the  topnotchers  in  the 
gentle  art  of  pounding  the  ear. 

"What  kind  of  soup  have  we  to- 
day? Not  so  good?  Well  we  can't 
starve;  let's  have  it  any  way." 
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Kenneth  Pendleton  Hartman 

Philadelphia,  Pennsylvania 

"K.  P."  ''Ken" 

O,  ROMEO,  wherefore  art  thou,  Romeo?  What 
made  this  man  a  Red  Mike?  Them  eyes,  them 
nose — 

Voila!  Behold  him?  Kenneth  P.  Hartman, 
prince  of  grafters,  apotheosis  of  Cosmo,  perunus 
and  radiator  hound,  pride  of  Philadelphia,  hope 
of  Penn,  99.44%  pure.  Ken  is  like  a  perfect  machine; 
marvelously  efficient  if  taken  care  of  but  calling 
for  infinite  patience  and  skill  in  the  manipulating. 
A  true  gentleman,  he  loves  his  leisure — not  to  mention 
his  pipe.  With  alterations  we  suggest  "A  loaf  of 
bread,  a  jug  of  wine" — stop  there,  poet! 

K.  P.  is  a  Red  Mike;  women  don't  distract  him, 
they  just  don't  interest  him  for  the  most  part, 
Laurence  Hope  being  an  exception.  He  is  a  human- 
itarian too,  even  requires  a  human  reveille  in  the 
person  of  his  roommate.  After  all,  sleeping  is  his 
only  vice. 

Class  Lacrosse  (3); 

Class  Soccer  (2); 

Stage  Gang;  Masqued  N. 


Marvin  Pierce  Kingsley 

Ripley,  New  York 

"Unconscious" 

OOOO!  There's  the  bell  and  I  don't  know  a 
thing  about  this!"  And  he's  off  in  a  cloud — 
this  modest  lad  from  the  far  corner  of  the  Empire 
State.  After  a  varied  and  checkered  career,  our 
young  electrician,  the  boy  zero,  decided  he'd  rather 
sport  a  mid's  cap  than  a  gob's  flat  hat.  Result — 
Palestine's  loss  was  Crabtown's  gain.  A  snake  by 
habit  rather  than  by  choice,  Young  Unconscious 
has  dragged  his  way  through  many  an  obstacle. 
Hard  work  and  plugging  determination  explain  his 
versatility  in  sports  and  his  success  in  eluding  the 
Academics.  His  cheerful  manner  and  his  ready 
willingness  to  see  the  bright  side  of  every  difficulty, 
have  made  him  a  veritable  "Billikin"  and  an  agree- 
able companion  ashore  or  afloat. 

"Hey,  gadget,  how  did  you  bat  the  P — work?" 
"Only  got  a  3.95  but  I'm  bilged  anyhow  on  my 
eyes ! 
"Oh,  God,  I'm  BILGED!" 

Wrestling  Squad  (2); 
Class  Wrestling  (3); 
Class  Tennis  (J); 
Class  Soccer  (3); 
Electrical  Gang  (4). 
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Porter  Lawrence  Loomis 

Madison,  Wisconsin 

Fort        Loomt 

WHOEVER  doped  out  the  system  of  calling 
them  the  "Port"  and  "Starboard"  Loomi  had 
the  right  stuff.  For  when  it  leaked  out  that  the 
parson  had  busted  at  their  christening,  they  didn't 
know  which  they  were  themselves.  How  you  can 
tell  them  apart  when  you  can't  tell  them  apart 
together,  puts  you  in  a  big  predicament,  until  you 
come  down  with,  "Hi,  there,  how's  Porter?"  If 
he  says,  "Oh,  he's  alright,"  you  know  it  isn't  he. 
In  other  words — but  why  attempt  the  unfathomable  ? 
It  suits  them  fine  for  extra  duty,  so  why  worry? 

"Mr.  Loomis,  didn't  I  just  call  on  you?" 

'|No,  sir!" 

"What  are  your  initials?" 

"P.  L.,sir." 

"Loomis,  H.  H."  Starboard  stands  up. 

"Well  I'll  be  damned!"  gasps  the  Prof.  "Which 
one  of  you  is  woodener?" 

Duet:   "We're  both  pretty  savvy,  sir." 

Track  Squad  (4); 
Class  Track  (J); 
Mandolin  Club  (4,  3); 
Class  Football  (3); 
Class  Basketball  (2); 
Gymkhana  (J). 


Henry  Harlow  Loomis 

Madison,  Wisconsin 

"Hank"  "Loomi"  "Starboard" 

FROM  "Mr.  Loomis,  where  is  that  skag  I  sent 
you  for?"  to  the  probability  of  the  Chaplain 
swapping  wives  on  them  on  graduation  day,  the 
Loomis  boys  were  right  with  us.  Printed  from  the 
same  negative,  they  have  Jig-Jig  worried  why  the 
Assistant  on  the  Second  Deck  always  beats  him 
up  to  the  third.  And  when  they  both  drag  blind, 
and  their  femmes  are  twins — ! 

But  speaking  of  dragging,  Hank  is  both  ways  with 
the  women.  The  beauty  of  it  is  that  the  grease 
he  gets,  Port  just  naturally  inherits. 

One  day  he  subbed  for  brother  Porter  he  said 
that  everything  went  O.  K.  until  the  fair  femme 
looked  at  him  with  dreamy  eyes  full  of  sentimental 
expectations.  He  couldn't  figure  just  where  to 
begin,  but  the  next  time  Porter  saw  her  he  was 
much  surprised  by  her  careless  familiarity. 

If  you  like  one  you  can't  help  liking  the  other. 
Though  what  will  happen  when  some  unsuspecting 
damsel  falls  for  one  of  them  it  is  a  matter  for  her  to 
decide,  not  us,  thank  you! 

Track  Squad  (4); 
Class  Track  {3); 
Mandolin  Club  (4,  3); 
Gymkhana  (3). 
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Harry  Donald  Felt 

Washington,  D.  C. 

"Shorty"  "Shrimp"  "Don" 

WOULD  you  mind  telling  me  just  who  is  that 
non-reg  funny  little  man  with  his  trousers 
so  close  to  the  deck?"  timidly  asks  "Pug"  of  the 
M.  C. 

"Good  Lord,  sir,"  sputters  the  M.  C.  indignantly, 
"why  I  thought  every  one  knew  him.  That's  Mr. 
Felt!" 

That's  the  way  it  goes.  Don,  of  the  famous  ear- 
splitting  grin,  who  is  so  positive  that  his  ears  are 
puncture  proof  that  he  is  continually  wearing  it. 
A  non-reg,  easy  going  and  "to  hell  with  all  D.  O.'s" 
sort  of  an  attitude  combined  with  his  humorous 
face,  have  won  him  a  place  among  his  classmates 
which  is  to  be  envied. 

Had  the  making  of  a  promising  snake  until  he 
lost  his  heart  in  Seattle  Youngster  cruise.  Only  two 
things  can  ruffle  his  good  nature — one  is  to  call  him 
"Domenech,"  the  other — well,  Seattle,  you  tell 
'em. 

Class  Baseball  (4,  3,  2); 
Numerals  (J,  2). 


MURVALE   TALCOTT    FaRRAR 

Washington,  D.  C. 
" Geraldine"   "Gerry"   "Murk' 

Yeh.  Me  and  Marcus  missed  two  liberty 
boats  chasing  a  Portuguese  cat  (animal)  all  over 
Lisboa,   and   never  did   catch   the  damned   thing." 

"Good  party?" 

"You  said  it,  only  Bill  took  my  girl  home." 

The  life  of  the  party,  boys,  while  he  lasts.  That's 
Gerry.  In  ranks  even  he  can't  resist  the  playful 
temptation  to  jam  snow  down  someone's  back,  and 
he's  always  suspected — guilty  or  not. 

His  ambition  is  to  be  bored  with  sweet  scented 
notes  from  the  fair  ones.  His  willingness  to  corres- 
pond, sight  unseen,  would  make  a  "pay  when 
married"  organization  turn  a  delicate  green  with 
envy. 

Did  you  get  the  nickname?  Caruso  was  a  great 
singer,  but  Gerry  is  better  still.  Once  get  him  and 
his  "uke"  .together  and  he  cares  naught  for  the 
Academics. 

"Any  relation  to  Geraldine?"  That's  the  ques- 
tion which  started  him  on  the  road  to  baldness. 
But  always  there  was  the  wide  grin  and  a  big  denial, 
and  that  grin  is  with  us  still. 


William  Grant  Manley 

Fall  River,  Massachusetts 

"Phil"  "Bill" 

"W  7"ELL,  I'll  study  that  in  the  morning."     With 

VV  these  words,  he  carefully  drapes  himself 
on  his  bed  and  caulks.  If  Bill  had  spent  more  time 
over  his  books  and  less  over  his  mattress — but  he 
didn't.  Hence  no  star.  He  started  to  uphold  dili- 
gently the  rep  of  the  savvy  state,  but  with  Youngs- 
ter year  his  academic  grease  mark  slumped. 

Over  in  the  pool  he  has  demonstrated  the  back 
stroke  as  she  is  done  in  the  Old  Bay  State. 

He  hit  his  real  stride  Second  Class  cruise — "Round 
she  goes,  boys,  and  where  she  stops — "  Hence  the 
wherewithal  for  liberty  and  Lisboa.  Judging  by  his 
own  stories  he  did  it  well. 

Second  Class  leave  he  spent  his  time — between 
week-ends  in  Washington — learning  to  fly  at  Quan- 
tico.  After  graduation  he's  going  after  his  wings, 
and  our  guess  is  that  he'll  get  'em  or  bust  trying. 

Get  him  to  tell  you  about  the  book  he's  going  to 
write. 

Class    Lacrosse    (3); 

Class  Gym  (2); 

Class    Swimming    (3);    Numerals  (J); 

Swimming  Squad   (2);  NA   (2). 


Lionel  Bel  Moses,  Jr. 

Minneapolis,  Minnesota 

"Bel"  "Bill"  "Moze" 

SOME  men  have  talent  and  some  have  luck  but 
we  have  never  been  able  to  dope  out  what 
combination  Moze  uses  to  get  through  the  Academy. 
During  his  first  two  years  he  found  his  path  beset 
with  re-exams  in  looks,  math  and  dago,  but  with  a 
pair  of  horn  rims  and  the  air  of  a  savoir  he  has  since 
contrived  to  keep  the  authorities  in   doubt. 

Bill  finds  his  greatest  delight  in  literature,  quoting 
with  facility  passages  from  Tennyson,  Balzac  and 
the  current  pocket  magazines.  However  he  has 
no  use  for  textbooks  and  during  study  hours  he 
may  often  be  heard  to  remark  "I  could  imagine 
nothing  of  less  consequence"  and  drift  into  the  ever- 
waiting  arms  of  Morpheus.  His  habit  of  caulking 
has  always  been  his  great  failing,  even  a  front  and 
center  for  sleeping  on  watch  failing  to  cure  him. 

Although  water  is  not  his  favorite  beverage  he 
can  drink  it  in  considerable  quantities  as  demon- 
strated by  his  consistently  good  work  in  the  gentle 
sport   of  water    polo. 

Class  Lacrosse  (4,  J,  2); 
Water  Polo  Squad  (3,  2); 
WNAP     (3);    JVNP    (2). 


Ill 
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Walter  Scott  Ginn 
McKeesport,  Pennsylvania 

"Ginn  Rickey"  "Gordon"  " Ginny" 

BEVO"  entered  at  the  tender  age  of  eighteen 
under  the  baffling  cognomen  of  Ginn,  a  name 
which  every  Dago  Prof  at  the  Academy  has  mis- 
pronounced  with   varying  degrees  of  inaccuracy. 

His  favorite  pastime  is  fencing,  and  it  is  here 
that  he  gives  vent  to  that  pent  up  enthusiasm. 
Slowly  and  painfully  he  has  perfected  himself  in 
this  classic  and  romantic  art  until  the  fame  of  his 
powers  have  gained  for  him  the  title  of  "The  Little 
Iron  Man". 

On  rates  "Ginny"  is  quite  an  authority,  for  under 
the  tutelage  of  21-A  he  again  found  the  old  ones, 
and  discovered  others.  His  favorite  authors  are 
Bernard  Shaw  and  Oscar  Wilde,  and  he  is  willing 
at  any  time  (especially  during  study  hours)  to 
prove  conclusively  to  any  one  that  their  art  is 
unexcelled  even  by  Shakespeare. 

The  Academy  has  produced  great  changes.  The 
demure,  sensitive,  receptive  schoolboy  has  been 
transformed  into  the  bored  and  sophisticated  social 
lion — behold  the  future  leader  of  society. 

"How  far  away  do  I  need  a  shave?" 

Fencing  Squad  (3,  2);  FN  AT  (2); 
Class  Fencing  Numerals  (2); 
Clement  Novice  Medal  (2) ; 
Choir  (4,  3,  2). 
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David  Ebbert  Roth 
Lehightin,  Pennsylvania 
"Baron"  "Pessimistic"  "Optimist' 


D.  E.  R.,a  product  of  lesser  military  organizations, 
dropped  in  to  analyze  at  closer  range  what 
changes  our  Naval  establishment  needed.  More- 
over, he  did  drop — in  the  usual  manner  of  Plebes. 

A  bugler  and  cornetist  of  no  mean  ability  is 
Dave.  Did  he  not  once  win  a  plush  medal  for 
being  the  loudest  cornetist  in  his  county?  He 
brought  his  horn  along  as  a  solace  and  inspiration 
in  his  chosen  profession,  and,  apparently  often 
needing  comfort,  blew  it  at  drill,  at  formations, 
from  the  stage,  at  Gymkhanas,  and  between  times 
in  his  room.  Then  fearful  lest  he  would  not  cause 
enough  misery  with  his  tin  horn  he  rent  the  air 
with  his  vocal  wailings  in  the  choir  and  Glee  Club. 

An  unpretentious  snake.  Will  protest  himself 
a  Red  Mike  and  shys  clear  of  co-ed  functions,  and 
then  suddenly  break  forth  in  a  manner  to  disrupt 
the  equanimity  of  the  midshipmen  body. 

Give  him  a  few  days  leave,  a  foreign  port,  or  merely 
the  routine  of  the  Academy  tempered  by  the  joys 
of  Annapolis  and  he  will  manage  to  get  a  new 
sensation  and  a  big  kick  out  of  it  every  time. 

Masquer aders  Stage  Gang  (4,  3); 

Bugle  Corps  (4,  3,  2); 

Choir  (4,  3,  2); 

Glee  Club  (J,  2); 

Naval  Academy  Orchestra  (2);  Leader  (/); 

Assistant  Manager  Musical  Clubs  (2). 
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Walter  Aaron  Goldsmith 

Philadelphia,  Pennsylvania 

"Smith"  "Mike"  "Goldie" 

FEAST  your  eyes  upon  him  girls;  those  beautiful 
curls  have  made  "Smith"  the  most  artful  late 
blast  dodger  in  the  Third  Battalion.  The  rumor 
that  he  has  no  very  definite  idea  of  length  of  time  is 
quite  plausible,  for  we  have  never  heard  of  his  com- 
pleting a  Nav  "P"  Work. 

Strange  to  say,  people,  he  isn't  lazy — fact  is,  he  is 
one  of  these  "workout"  hounds.  Instead  of  joining 
the  Radiator  Club  (which  reminds  us  that  Goldie's 
radiator  never  did  function  anyway)  his  spare  time 
was  devoted  to  rowing  and  the  fistic  art. 

Although  entering  the  Navy,  Walter  hoped  to 
become  an  actor  man.  Believing  it  would  be  well 
to  learn  the  profession  from  the  ground  up,  he 
joined  the  stage  gang  of  the  Masqueraders.  After 
seeing  a  little  of  the  life  from  the  inside  he  soon  dis- 
covered that  stage  "chow"  is  like  all  the  rest  of  the 
"props,"  mere  fake.  The  realization  of  this  sad 
truth  bursted  the  pretty  bubble  and  caused  Mike 
to  stick  to  the  life  on  the  bounding  main. 

"Let's  go  to  the  movies." 

Masqueraders  (4).' 


Morris  Smellow 
Atlantic  City,  New  Jersey 

MORRIS,  by  habitat  and  environment  a  sea- 
shore bird,  decided  (before  he  was  old  enough 
to  know  better),  that  Crabtown-on-the-Bay  was 
his  natural  abode. 

He  was  a  veritable  Red  Mike  until  the  middle  of 
Youngster  year,  when  he  started  to  disprove  the 
theory  that  the  female  of  the  species  is  more  deadly 
than  the  male.  He  conducted  his  experiments 
along  practical  lines  and  fell  a  victim  so  hard  early 
in  Second  Class  year,  even  the  walls  that  keep  the 
pampered  pets  along  the  "straight  and  narrow" 
weren't  big  enough  to  hold  him  in.  But  the  Exec 
Department  got  him  then  and  the  U.S.S.  Reina 
Mercedes,  one  of  our  latest  dreadnaughts,  (?)  claimed 
his   attention   for   quite    a   while. 

Morris  seems  slow,  easy  going  and  passive,  but 
like  a  spark  on  a  long  fuse  he  gets  there. 

"Jones  is  dead!!     The  H — 1  you  say." 

"Now  when  I  was  in  Norway " 

"Bend  over,  Mister." 

Fencing  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
Numerals  (2). 
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Herbert  Hezlep,  Jr. 

Grand  Junction,  Colorado 

"Whitey"  "Herb"  " Slitch" 

HE'S  good  natured  and  big  hearted  and  kind 
of  lazy,  but  still  he'd  make  a  spanking  good 
husband.  In  the  boxing  ring  he  still  has  a  good 
deal  coming  to  him  according  to  the  Golden  Rule 
theory.  To  see  him  walk  you  would  think  he  had 
one  foot  in  the  furrow,  but  to  see  him  in  action — 
he's  the  proverbial  preacher's  son  without  a  doubt. 

Hailing  from  Colorado  he  set  sail  for  Pittsburgh. 
He  took  in  the  scenery  along  the  way  and  graced 
the  "trees"  ever  since.  Though  coy  at  first  he  has 
held  out  on  them  all  along,  but  they  fell  in  rapid 
succession.  Then  he  bit  the  hand  that  was  feeding 
him — and  may  the  Graces  be  lenient  for  it.  The 
face  on  the  locker  door  has  guided  him  ever  since. 

He  always  was  a  good  shot,  but  Academically 
speaking  he  aimed  almost  too  low — his  margin  has 
been  narrow  but  straight. 

Class[Boxing  (2). 


John  Wesley  Price,  Jr. 

Bristol,  Virginia 

"/.   W."     "Wesley"  "Slitch" 

LOOK  him  over,  gentlemen,  J.  W.  Price,  laundry 
j  number  466.  Wooden  ?  Say,  if  you  ever  want 
to  know  anything  in  this  little  world  of  ours,  from 
the  deviation  of  interior  ballistics  formula  to  the 
family  tree  of  an  Assyrian  prince  just  ask  "Jaun." 
Snake,  he's  the  original  cause  of  why  girls  leave 
home.  Whether  his  interpretations  of  the  light 
fantastic,  his  superpotent  handling  of  the  King's 
English,  or  his  close  resemblance  to  Wally  Reid 
account  for  it,  only  the  fair  sex  can  tell. 

Scholaristically,  he  was  not  born  with  a  horse- 
shoe around  his  neck.  Consequently,  he  is  an 
advocate  of  the  five  year  course.  Each  Spring  he 
has  blossomed  forth  to  shake  the  seat  of  someone 
on  the  track  table;  Plebe  year  he  sprained  his  left 
ankle,  Youngster  year  his  right,  and  still  again  he 
started  over  a  "Hurdle"  and  landed  in  the  hospital 
for  two  weeks.  "Finish  hard,  finish  hard,  aw, 
finish  anyway." 

He's  as  indefinite  as  Xmas  leave.  You  could 
ask  him  if  his  name  is  J.  W.  Price,  and  he'd  say, 
"Not  exactly." 

Class  Track  (4,  5,  2). 


'J//L/1oJ^Ll//L^JiLI^/JiMiiefuMJiJalil 


flMSMUA.^^ 


George  Edmund  Cherrie 

Newfame,  Vermont 

"Cherry"  "Skipper"  " Jawge" 

AT  last  we  have  found  a  man  who  can  say  "all 
±\.  my  bloody  life,  sir",  and  not  be  far  from  right. 
Yes,  little  Eddie  had  three  years  of  the  blue  behind 
himj  before  he  entered  Uncle  Sam's  apartments  on 
the  Severn.  Perhaps  this  accounts  for  the  heavy 
line  he  brought  with  him.    "Now  in  South  America." 

"Do  you  find  those  pockets  a  convenience,  Mister 
Cherrie?" 

"Well,  not  this  morning,  sir." 

But  even  if  the  Executive  Department  may  some 
times  claim  this  young  man's  attention,  you  can 
usually  find  him  at  the  hop  or  in  a  little  house  in 
town  jazzing  away  care. 

We  believe  he  has  enjoyed  the  cruises  to  the 
utmost  It's  a  beautiful  view  from  Holmenkollen 
in  Christiania,  though  it  depends  on  the  company, 
doesn't  it,  Eddie? 

As  for  the  Academics,  he  has  seldom  had  cause 
for  worry,  and  seems  able  to  cope  with  the  day's 
work  even  after  an  evening  spent  with  the  Cosmo. 


Robert  Hull  Keliher 

Boston,  Massachusetts 

"Kelly"  "Bob"  " Wild  Irishman" 

BOB  claims  he  got  the  jump  on  us  during  the 
war  as  a  merchant  mariner,  but  his  attempts 
at  heaving  the  lead  do  not  bear  out  these  state- 
ments, although  he  shows  a  passport  as  proof. 

Although  he's  from  Boston  he  prefers  to  loaf 
along  next  to  anchor  rather  than  hold  up  the  tra- 
ditions of  his  famous  city.  But  do  not  think  he 
has  hidden  his  light  under  a  bushel.  Plebe  year  he 
was  famed  all  over  the  Mess  Hall  as  "the  wild  man.' ' 
Youngster  year  he  gained  fame  as  a  Roman  gladiator 
in  the  Gymkhana,  wearing  a  skirt  and  bearing 
a  shovel  as  a  spear.  The  brick  which  he  rescued 
from  the  rain  because  he  could  not  see  it  suffering 
in  the  cold  and  wet,  was  another  vehicle  to  fame. 

It  has  been  said  that  the  locus  of  his  daily  positions 
is  a  junction  of  the  supply  of  Fats,  but  he's  always 
generous  with  them. 

"Here's  to  Crime." 


Soccer  Squad  (3,  2). 
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James  Halsey  Pierson 

Morristown,  New  Jersey 

"Buster"  "Halsey" 


FROM  away  out  west  in  Morristown,  New 
Jersey,  Buster  started  forth,  and  the  tales  he 
tells  of  himself  since  he  drew  his  first  suit  of  white 
works  are  only  a  small  part  of  his  history.  From 
College  to  Aviation  he  drifted  along,  trying  every- 
thing from  Real  Estate  in  the  Philippines,  to  a 
scientific  gardening  of  the  Punahaw  College  grounds. 
Buster  started  his  naval  career  with  Twenty-Two 
but  he  got  lost  in  the  maze  of  Math.  Poetry,  however, 
is  more  in  his  line.  His  two  greatest  works  being 
"Frenchy"  and  "Yours  without  a  Struggle." 
"Frenchy"  is  a  light  and  breezy  sketch  of  life.  The 
plot  being  laid  in  the  Cafe  de  Paris.  The  second 
work  is  a  more  sombre  nature.  It  carries  our  hero 
from  the  heights  of  joy  to  the  depths  of  despair. 
The  hero  catching  the  proverbial  bucket  just  as 
the  final  curtain  falls. 


Henry  Willard  Todd,  Jr. 

Philipsburg,  Pennsylvania 

"Hot-toddy"  "Henry" 

I'VE  travelled  East,  I've  traveled  West, 
As  far  as  Alleghany, 
But  the  hardest  place  I've  struck  yet, 
Is  Philipsburg,  Pennsylvany. " 

Plebe  year  left  quite  an  impression  on  him,  yes 
quite,  for  he  always  lived  in  mortal  fear  of  his  very 
existence.  This  was  what  gained  for  him  the  name 
of  good  Plebe.  There  are  many  who  have  deep 
suspicions  that  he  was  not  very  well  known  in  that 
case. 

"Now  in  my  home  town — "  is  a  favorite  topic 
of  his  conversation,  and  we  often  wonder  what 
dream  gave  him  the  first  idea  of  leaving  it.  Philips- 
burg and  the  Passmore  house  must  be  a  great  haven 
to  pass  idle  hours  over  a  fizzing  glass. 

While  just  clearing  the  edge  of  Youngster  year, 
Henry  tripped  and  fell  flat.  Something  bumped 
him  so  he  just  rolled  over  the  top,  and  so  he  is  still 
one  of  the  forty  per  cent.  Who  knows  but  some 
quiet  day  in  June  he  will  drop  into  that  home  town 
of  his  with  the  new  gold  stripe? 


Albert  Christian  Murdaugh 
Lexington,  Virginia 

bavvy        At 

IF  this  could  be  condensed  to  three  words,  they 
would  be:  savoir,  pugilist,  diplomat:  Savoir, 
because  Albert  Christian  has,  as  the  Skinny  Prof 
expressed  it,  "a  mind  like  a  sponge."  It  is  not  true 
that  the  State  of  Virginia  has  sent  all  her  brains 
to  the  White  House.  Pugilist,  because  he  has 
proved  his  prowess  both  inside  the  gym  and  at  no 
less  than  two  Army  games — being  most  successful 
in  the  latter.  (Mention  Ritz-Carlton  to  Savvy.) 
And  diplomat,  he  supplies  the  ability  to  everything 
from  hops  to  navigation.  If  he  knows  nothing 
about  the  Dago  lesson,  he  writes  upon  the  "In- 
corrigible French  Spirit."  The  Prof  reads  it  with 
tears  in  his  eyes  and  writes  something  in  his  little 
red  book  that  looks  like  3.6. 

Savvy's  career  as  a  snake  has  had  its  ups  and 
downs,  reaching  its  highest  point  after  the  purchase 
of  a  new  pair  of  dancing  pumps  Second  Class  year. 
And  he  doesn't  claim  to  be  necessarily  of  the  "first 
five  families"  of  his  native  state.  What  greater 
thing  could  be  said  of  a  gentleman  from  Virginia. 
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Glover  McArthur 
Cordele,  Georgia 

"Mac"  "Pete"  "Sam" 

THAT  Mac  is  a  true  son  of  the  South  in  his 
genius  for  politics  and  oratory,  anyone  who 
has  ever  heard  him  in  action  before  the  Radiator 
Club  can  testify.  His  command  of  Anglo-Saxon 
once  led  the  Engineer  Officer  to  reprove  him  for 
giving  the  Chief  in  charge  of  the  firemen's  washroom 
such  large  orders.  A  consistent  Red  Mike  as  far 
as  gracing  our  hops  goes,  he  is  highly  successful  as 
a  Mail  Order  Snake,  for  the  volume  and  regularity 
of  his  mail  provides  the  Post  Office  with  a  steady 
source  of  revenue.  He  has  served  most  faithfully 
on  the  sub  squad  during  his  entire  Academic  career, 
but  when  it  comes  to  a  question  of  losing  Sep  leave, 
the  rapidity  with  which  he  learns  to  swim  would 
make  a  marvelous  advertisement  for  any  Corres- 
pondence course.  If  Congress  should  decide  not  to 
make  us  officers,  they  couldn't  keep  him  from  being 
a  gentleman;  we  are  sure  Mac  would  lead  a  useful 
and  ornamental  life  as  "Judge"  or  "Colonel." 
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Henry  Charles  Johnson,  Jr. 

Marietta,  Pennsylvania 

"Johnny"  "Jack"  "Hank" 

AN  example  of  the  well  brought  up  child,  Henry 
l\-  always  does  the  correct  thing.  No  social  errors 
for  him,  even  after  three  months  of  steady  diet  in 
the  mess  hall. 

He  cares  not  for  the  wiles  of  extra  duty,  nor  for 
the  snares  of  confinement. 

Jack  does  not  pursue  the  subject  of  astronomy 
and  the  useless  star,  preferring  rather,  to  devote 
his  study  hours  to  Morpheus  and  Vanity  Fair,  and 
yet  stands  well  with  the  gods  of  the  Academics. 
Why  star  anyway?  For  stars  are  only  for  dress 
blous,  and  dress  blous  for  Johnny  are  only  for 
Chapel  and  Sunday  dinner.  Henry  is  a  true  Red  Mike, 
having  never  danced  at  a  hop.  This  doesn't  mean 
that  he  is  a  woman  hater,  for  there  are  rumors  of  a 
few  mean  parties  while  on  leave. 

During  his  stay  with  us,  Henry  has  incurred  one 
bad  habit,  a  hatred  of  plumbers.  Who  else  turns 
off  the  heat? 


Richard  Phillips  McDonough 
Portsmouth,  New  Hampshire 

"Dick"  "Mac"  "Scotty" 

NOW  fellows,  I  am  not  Scotch. "  Plaintively  on 
the  air  comes  Dick's  denial  of  the  land  of 
heather  and  tartans.  It's  the  weak  spot  in  our  hero's 
usual  armor  of  non-worrying  good  nature.  Somehow 
it  doesn't  seem  to  change  the  impression  left  by  his 
Mac,  his  ability  to  go  game  on  a  two  spade  make, 
and  that  carefully  reared  child,  pride  of  his  heart, 
his  passbook.  Besides,  we  just  know  his  knees 
would  look  sweet  in  kilts. 

"Sound  off  Mister!  McDonough,  Ah  P— (the 
clue) — from  the  granite  pits  of  Old  New  Hampshire 
— to  be  exact  Portsmouth. — Staht  the  cah!  Got 
make  the  eleven  o'clock  train." 

Along  the  banks  of  the  Piscataqua,  Delphi  divines, 
a  midshipman's  heart  for  centuries  advent  among 
the  nattily  clad  embryonic  admirals  he  has  been 
"le  plus  rouge"  of  the  Red  Miles,  verily  unto  a 
misogynist.  It's  a  cinch  that  that  role  is  adaptable 
just  as  well  to  a  ballroom  floor  as  a  destroyers 
deck.  New  York  was  the  Salamis: — Oracle  checks 
one. — "What's  trumps" — "Have  a  pomme." 
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Howard  Seyland  Young 

Washington,  D.  C. 
"Brigham"  "Cy"  "Hal" 

BRIGHAM  was  among  the  first  handful  of 
"functions"  who  arrived  Plebe  summer.  Pos- 
sessed of  an  effervescent  nature  and  Bolshevistic 
tendencies,  he  is  the  live  wire  on  a  party.  In  addition 
Brigham  is  a  savoir  and  a  dangerous  parlor  viper — 
a  bad  combination.  Youngster  year  he  very  nearly 
came  to  grief  using  Milady  Nicotine,  but  he  has 
really  never  had  anything  to  fear  from  the  Academic 
or  Exec  Department.  Outside  of  a  great  desire  to 
put  Caruso's  records  out  of  business,  he  has  no  really 
bad  habits.  His  futuristic  taste  has  never  enabled 
him  to  differentiate  between  Panamanian,  Japanese, 
Schandehoovian,  and  Lisboan  art — he  prefers  that 
of  the  land  of  Rising  Sun. 

Brigham  has  kept  us  open-mouthed  many  an 
hour  recounting  to  us  his  midnight  ride  to  Baltimore 
Youngster  year  and  his  various  escapades  during 
Sep  leave. 

In  navigating  in  Meridian  2400,  he  was  awarded 
the  barbed-wire  ear  protectors.  "Say,  boys,  that 
2400  party  sure  was  a  pass-out — ask  Domenick;  he 
ought  to  know." 

Class  Baseball  (2). 


John  McGrew  Cooper 

Honolulu,  Hawaii 
"Jack"  "Red"  "Jawn" 

"  T  T — LL  I'm  not  going  to  wear  a  collar  to  class! 

.Li  What's  the  use?" 

The  girls  would  say.  "Who  is  that  auburn  haired 
boy  who  dances  so  divinely?"  "Oh,  that's  Jack 
Cooper  from  Hawaii."  "But  he  doesn't  look  like 
a  native!"  "Jawn"  can  do  everything  one  would 
expect  him  to  be  able  to,  except  play  a  "uke." 
The  Waikiki  belles  don't  stand  a  show  when  it 
comes  to  the  Hula  which  he  so  ably  demonstrated 
Plebe  year. 

You've  got  to  take  your  hat  off  to  him  when  it 
comes  to  the  struggle  with  the  Academics.  Always 
on  the  bottom  the  first  three  months,  and  twenty 
nine  days  of  each  term,  but  topside  that  last  and 
deciding  day.  He's  willing  to  do  most  anything 
after  an  exam. 

The  only  bad  habit  he  has  developed  since  coming 
here  into  our  midst,  is  that  of  throwing  breakable 
missies  off  a  certain  well  known  Washington  Hotel 
roof.  However,  we're  inclined  to  believe  he  had  a 
reason. 

After  a  Math  exam — "Well 
how  d'ye  come  out  Jawn?  *!!?- 
x —    Aw  let's  smoke!" 
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Roland  Merle  Huebl 

Waterville,  Minnesota 

"Roily" 

ALL  the  way  from  Minnesota  to  fame  on  the 
-  sea,  and  "Rollie's"  aims  haven't  deteriorated 
so  far.  Being  savvy  and  having  no  worries,  his 
career  has  been  one  of  ease,  but  hardly  one  of 
quietness. 

Episodes  from  a  Youngster  cruise  and  a  Second 
Class  Army-Navy  game  have  left  him  a  wiser, 
although  apparently  not  a  sadder  man.  At  least, 
no  trace  of  care  is  evervisible  so  longas  that  miniature 
makes  its  "regular  trip  and  return."  And  by  the 
way,  it  doesn't  come  so  far,  does  it,  son? 

"Rollie's"  snakish  days  did  not  seemingly  mater- 
ialize until  Second  Class  year,  but  when  he  did 
start  pressing  wax  and  casting  line,  it  was  no  amateur 
attempt.  The  ladies  simply  can't  resist  him  (sure— 
if  you  don't  believe  it,  ask  him.  He'll  admit  it.) 
and  neither  could  the  All-Academics,  and  so  we 
find  our  hero  safely  across  the  line  at  last. 


David  Lester  Nutter 

Portsmouth,  Ohio 

" Les"  "Nuts" 

HERE  he  is,  the  product  of  four  years  in  the 
rear  rank  of  the  end  squad,  folks,  and  that 
may  account  for  the  devil-may-care  attitude  of  this 
little  fusser  of  five  foot  queens, — a  philosopher  par 
excellence.  You  can't  argue  with  this  boy,  for  he 
has  a  comeback  that  is  a  combination  of  laughter, 
wit,  and  horse  sense.  His  predominant  charac- 
teristic is  his  refusal  to  let  things  worry  him,  and  is 
the  answer  to  the  question  that  arises  when  one 
learns  of  his  many  thrilling,  but  short,  romances, 
and  his  numerous  close  shaves  in  Math  and  Juice. 
As  a  matter  of  fact  the  latter  subject  was  the  prox- 
imate cause  of  his  taking  an  eight  month  leave,  and 
a  cruise  to  South  America,  and  that  is  still  furnish- 
ing hair  raising  tales  to  the  credulous.  But,  a  spe- 
cial act  of  Congress  made  him  a  midshipman  again, 
and  he  is  now  furnishing  amusement  to  all  the 
undersized   Plebes. 

He  has  worked  consistently  in  athletics,  and  has 
contributed  his  cheery  share  to  most  of  the  Aca- 
demy's activities. 

"Boy,  wait  until  you  see  the  queen  I'm  dragging 
Saturday.  What?  Sure,  she's  little!  Who  want's 
to  drag  a  long  woman?" 

Class  Baseball  (3,  2); 
Baseball  Squad  (2); 
Class  Football  (3); 
Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1). 
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Roy  Elton  Carr 

Tacoma,  Washington 

Roy 

NOW  all  I  want  tonight  is  a  nice  cozy — ", 
and  we  stand  by  to  hear  one  of  Roy's  vivid 
descriptions  of  a  good  evening.  Femmes  have 
played  a  leading  role  in  the  career  of  this  handsome 
Westerner.  Few  can  resist  him  as  the  many  letters 
from  Frisco,  Seattle,  New  England  and  even  Ala- 
bama testify.  In  spite  of  this  handicap,  imposed 
by  the  handsome  features,  to  be  protected,  Roy 
proves  his  sporting  spirit  by  risking  his  manly 
beauty  through  his  indulgence  in  Boston. 

As  a  good  business  man,  he  has  proven  the  fact 
by  not  only  keeping  the  Masqueraders  out  of 
debt  but  also  himself.  Roy  is  seen  at  his  best 
only  in  the  swimming  pool.  He  is  a  life  member 
of  the  sub  squad.  It  was  simply  by  drinking  enough 
water  to  be  able  to  crawl  across  the  pool  on  his 
hands  and  knees  that  he  fooled  the  Prof,  and  made 
a  Sep  leave.  Procrastination  is  his  watch-word, 
his  motto  "Never  do  today  what  you  can  put  off 
till  tomorrow."  But,  when  you  can  do  it  tonight, 
he  generally  does. 

Masqueraders; 

Ass't  Business  Manager  (4,  3,  2); 

Business  Manager  (1); 

Masqued  N  Gold  (2); 

Boxing  Squad  (3); 

Lucky  Bag; 

Business  Manager  Musical  Clubs  (7). 
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Alfred  Humphreys  Richards 
Columbus,  Ohio 
"Al"  "Dick" 

IN  the  summer  of  '19  there  came  forth  from  the 
realm  of  books,  and  from  the  enchantment  of  a 
certain  girl,  a  modern  young  knight.  Once  inside 
the  grey  walls  many  a  study  hour  was  spent  in 
wondering  why  he  ever  left  Columbus.  His  insati- 
able curiosity,  however,  saved  him  from  utter  ruin, 
for  Al  not  only  had  to  know  every  word  passed  on 
the  fourth  deck  of  the  fourth  wing,  but  he  also 
became  curious  about  the  Academics.  One  day  in 
a  moment  of  despair  he  tried  to  jump  back  to  "her,  " 
but  instead  of  landing  in  Columbus  he  found  him- 
self eating  toast  as  one  of  Mr.  Mang's  proteges. 

In  his  wanderings  no  one  less  than  a  queen  has 
been  able  to  displace  for  a  moment  that  little  realm 
of  feminine  grace  at  home.  Since  that  momentous 
night  at  Christiania  his  mind  has  never  betrayed  his 
finer  feelings  and  those  feelings  may  take  Al  from 
the  water  washed  quarter-deck  back  to  the  quiet 
home  life  of  Columbus.     But  we  hope  not. 

Track  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1),  NA  (3); 
ExpeH  Rifleman. 
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George  Lloyd  Wallace 

Youngstown,  Ohio 

"Bob" 

BOB 'S  point  of  departure  was  Youngstown  which, 
you  will  admit,  is  a  hard  town  for  its  size. 
Upon  inquiry  it  may  be  ascertained  that  this  steel 
center  has  always  had  a  large  number  of  girls  so 
that  early  in  life  Bob  was  beset  with  the  difficulties 
that  are  always  present  when  girls  are  in  the  neigh- 
borhood. Later,  when  he  grew  up  and  the  girls 
came  to  be  called  femmes,  his  affairs  de  coeur  grew 
too,  both  in  number  and  seriousness.  But  today  we 
are  proud  to  announce  that  all  these  minor  engage- 
ments have  passed  into  oblivion;  a  major  one  has 
taken  their  place, — now  we  have  to  think  of  a  suit- 
able wedding  present. 

When  at  large  without  the  Academic  limits  his 
escapades  have  been  numerous  and  joyful.  The 
West  Coast  received  Bob  hospitably;  Christiania 
and  Tangiers  will  long  remember  him.  If  you  get 
the  opportunity  hear  the  story  of  the  unfortunate 
parakeet  that  made  itself  at  home,  one  hot  day  in 
Colon,  in  the  pocket  of  his  khaki  blou. 

Expert  Rifleman. 


Edward  Sumner  Pearce 
Chicago,  Illinois 
"Eddie" 

WHO  mounts  the  horse  for  Navy? 
The  answer' to  this  expression  is  none  other 
than  our  "Lil'  Eddie".     Ever  since  he  won  fame  as 
all-around  gym  champ  Plebe  summer  he  has  been 
substantially  connected  with  the  gym  team. 

Sliding  along  much  closer  to  a  3.4  than  a  2.5  he 
has  succeeded  in  keeping  his  head  well  above  water 
with  slightly  less  than  the  average  amount  of  effort. 
A  literary  connoisseur  of  no  mean  talent,  he  can 
recite  you  a  few  lines  of  any  well  known  verse  or 
poem. 

Before  the  bones  department  stepped  in  and  added 
a  year  to  his  Academic  career,  he  had  seldom  paid 
much  attention  to  the  fairer  sex.  Since  that  dis- 
couraging episode,  he  has  become  a  most  confirmed 
snake. 

In  bidding  farewell  to  '22  he  left  a  host  of  friends, 
but  'twas  only  to  find  an  equal  host  in  '23.  His 
frank  manner  and  willingness  to  help  anyone  at  any 
time,  coupled  with  a  cheerful  smile,  can  brook  of  no 
enemies. 

"How  are  you  there,  Kiddo?" 

Gym  Squad  (3,  2,  1);  GNAT  (2); 
Rifle  Squad  (4,  3,  2,); 
Expert  Rifleman. 
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George  William  Bolling,  II 
Chicago,  Illinois 

"Notz"  "George" 

THE  impossible  has  been  accomplished  when 
"Notz"  by  methods  known  only  to  himself, 
reduced  the  art  of  love  to  a  science.  The  affairs  of 
the  heart  are  commendable  as  a  diversion;  taken  up 
or  dropped  at  will.  As  a  constant  occupation  one 
must  be  dismissed  to  end  the  illusion,  and  any  action 
so  decisive  is  distasteful  to  George,  it  savors  of  too 
much  work. 

His  Plebe  year  was  consistently  ratey  and  instruc- 
tive under  the  rocky  tutelage  of  several  veterans. 
As  a  Youngster  he  had  a  famous  "cruise,"  "the  wind 
blew  100  knots  for  five  days"  etc.  to  the  discomfort 
of  the  old  salts  present. 

Notz  strayed  from  the  narrow  path  on  the  front 
lawn  of  a  railroad  magnate,  whose  daughter  lured 
George  to  his  downfall  over  a  croquet  wicket.  "Yes 
father,  I'll  be  right  in."  In  spite  of  his  roguish 
pranks  he  has  managed  to  keep  sat,  break  a  few 
records,  continue  a  large  correspondence  (not  entire- 
ly in  English)  and  come  through  it  all  with  an  (ap- 
parently) honest  face. 

"Whoops   coach!" 

''Turn  it  off!" 

"All  right,  pull  your  knife!" 

Swimming  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1);  N  (4,  J,  2); 
Olympic  Squad. 


James  Edward  Fuller 

Port  Austin,  Michigan 

Jazz       Jim 

HERE  we  have  him — the  boy  prodigy — out  of  the 
wilds  of  Michigan  he  came  staggering  into 
our  midst  like  the  dainty  little  bird  called  the  ele- 
phant. Yes,  Rollo,  he  graced  the  awkward  squad 
his  first  day  of  Plebe  Summer — but,  my!  what  a 
change  these  years  have  wrought.  That  sleek,  shiny 
hair,  those  big  bug  glasses — a  violin  is  the  only 
requisite  missing  to  complete  our  picture. 

His  career  here  has  been  a  consistent  up-hill 
fight  with  the  Academics  until  now  he  is  riding  the 
crest  of  the  wave  with  stardom  in  sight.  Plebe  year 
he  became  so  proficient  at  tossing  Upper  Classmen 
out  of  the  room  that  he  soon  aspired  to  be  one  of 
Navy's  mainstay  twirlers.  Youngster  year  found 
our  Jazz  on  the  baseball  squad  acquiring  a 
thorough  understanding  of  the  finer  intricacies  of 
lacrosse.  Second  Class  year  his  falling  hair  became 
his  one  obsession — even  now  I  can  smell  the  faint 
aroma  of  Glover's  mange  cure  permeating  the  atmos- 
phere which  form  a  veritable  halo  about  our  hero. 
"Whistle  for  us,  Jazz!" 
"Sir,  that  P-Work  last  Friday 
was  too  long  again!" 

Baseball  Squad  (J); 

NA  (3); 

Class  Baseball  (2). 
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Robert  Dinsmore  Huntington 
New  York,  New  York 
"Bob"  "Dinty" 

NO,  ladies,  Dinsmore  doesn't  seem  interested, 
but  then  he  always  appears  bored  when  near 
the  fair  sex.  It  is  really  part  of  his  line.  His  line! 
Oh,  he  has  one,  I  assure  you.  Quiet  but  impressing, 
that  is  Bob. 

Since  becoming  one  of  Uncle  Sam's  pets,  Bob  has 
conformed  to  all  our  standards  but  the  Navy  hair 
cut.  He  manages  to  accumulate  and  maintain  an 
astonishing  brush  when  compared  to  the  spare  top- 
knot of  his  fellows. 

Wireless  and  sailing  are  his  hobbies.  When  hand- 
ling a  sheet,  Bob  is  at  his  best. 

During  the  year  he  hibernates,  but  in  the  Spring, 
he  joins  Joe's  boys  and  pulls  a  fine  oar.  His  prowess 
is  such  that  he  was  one  of  the  Olympic  crew  squad. 
Tennis,  also,  lures  him  and  he  manages  to  wield  a 
mean  "bat." 

"I  bilged  that  one  cold!" 

Olympic  Crew  Squad; 
Crew  Squad  (J,  2); 
Expert  Rifleman. 


Mathias  Morris  Marple,  Jr. 
Bridgeport,  Connecticut 

I  SAY  old  "Toppy"  it  is  a  jolly  fine  day — what 
say  you  to  a  few  holes  of  golf  and  a  cold  plunge 
in  the  neighboring  pool?  Our  Maw-rice  has  lived 
with  the  blooming  Englishmen  so  long  that  he  has 
acquired  the  aristocratic  accent  and  air  to  a  shock- 
ing degree.  On  entry  "Marp"  became  one  of  our 
illustrious  Plebe  summer  Four  Stripers  and  was  then 
the  very  essence  of  regness.  He  still  carries  with 
him  that  air  of  earnestness,  and  has  a  tendency  to 
cock  his  head  just  a  little  when  his  ideas  are  set. 
At  times  his  nature  is  like  the  famous  Connecticut 
wooden  nutmeg — a  hard  nut  to  crack.  His  one 
weakness  is  the  ladies!  O,  you  Lordship  and 
Kristiania!  Talking  of  speed  the  boy  is  a  demon. 
For  further  information  inquire  of  the  track  coach 
or  Stratford's  only  motor-cycle  cop.  He  is  a  chap  who 
knows  but  one  code,  that  of  being  square,  generous 
and  meeting  people  on  the  half  way  mark. 
"Hey,  you  in  the  steerage,  come  up  for  air!" 

Track  Squad  (4,  3,  2); 
Football  Squad  (4,  3,  2); 
Perm  Relays  (3,  2); 
Expert  Rifleman. 
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Richard  Danforth  Stimson 
Washington,  Illinois 
Dick-       bavvy         otim 

OH,  who  is  that  cute  little  midshipman  with  the 
Marcel  wave?"  Thus  the  fair  frail  one  who 
sees  him  for  the  first  time. 

"Hey,  Dick,  who  are  you  dragging  this  week- 
end?" An  endless  refrain,  for  that  is  his  forte, 
when  it  comes  to  snaking  he  just  naturally  cops  the 
lead  life-preserver.  He  has  several  different  musi- 
cal instruments,  but  all  he  can  truly  show  in  the  line 
of  musical  accomplishments  is  a  W.  B.  &  A.  squeak. 

Dick  drew  the  Math  Department's  prize  lemon  for 
a  Prof,  review  month  Plebe  year,  and  remarked 
feelingly,  "Gee,  I  feel  sorry  for  myself!"  Since 
then  he  has  become  an  adept  at  the  Academic 
Game  "Foolem  and  Bluffem"  otherwise  known  as 
"Grease,  Grind,  and  Graduate". 

Because  of  the  before-mentioned  Academic  dif- 
ficulties, athletics  and  Dick  didn't  coincide  Plebe 
year.  Youngster  year  he  made  the  gym  team, 
participating  in  the  intercollegiates  and  winning  his 
NA. 

Here's  a  matrimonial  prize  for  some  girl,  a  model 
husband  and  a  darned  good  housekeeper. 

"Hey,  Dick,  it's  your  turn  to  empty  the  waste- 
baskets!" 

Gym  Squad  (5,  2,1);  NA  (3,  2); 
Class  Track  (3). 


Alden  Dallas  Redfield 

Montclair,  New  Jersey 

"Red"  "Savvy"  "Goof" 

'  ALL  right  mister,  you  can  start  off  with  fifty 
Ix.  stoop  falls,  and — " 

Hard?  Red  was  just  naturally  born  that  way. 
But  his  heart  is  as  big  as  himself.  He'd  give  a  friend 
the  shirt  off  his  back — if  he  had  one. 

Just  to  show  us  what  he  could  do,  Red  started 
Plebe  year  with  a  sum  total  of  1.88  for  the  first 
month  in  Math,  and  then  nonchalantly  pulled 
through,  as  he  has  managed  to  do  ever  since. 

"Gee,  I  wish  I  was  savvy  instead  of  good  lookin'!" 

During  his  years  with  us  "Savvy"  has  made 
gigantic  strides  along  social  lines.  Of  course  during 
Plebe  year  he  thought  it  best  not  to  drag  too  much, 
but  the  rate  of  his  dragging  since  has  varied  inversely 
with  the  interval  between!  Nuff  said.  The  rest  is 
beyond  the  scope  of  this  work. 

Red  very  seldom  huddles  over  the  radiator  and 
expounds  on  the  drawbacks  of  the  world.  Which 
characteristic  is  both  unusual  and  appreciated. 

"Red,  you're  mustering  P.  0.  for  drill  tomorrow!" 

Swimming  Squad  (2,  /); 
Class  Swimming  (3); 
Numerals  (3). 
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Philip  Hagenbuch  Jenkins 

Bethlehem,  Pennsylvania 

"Phil"  "Jenk"  "Kun"  "P.H." 

"  AN  accountable  shock  was  registered  about 
1~\  July  1,  1919,  by  all  the  seismographs  within 
8500  miles.  It  was  felt  as  far  north  as  Maine  and 
as  far  south  as  Georgia."  Much  to  the  sorrow  of  the 
scientists,  it  was  not  an  earthquake,  but  merely  our 
young  hopeful  from  the  Lehigh  Valley  receiving 
word  that  he  had  become  a  midshipman. 

Academically  speaking,  Phil  drifts  along.  "Crack- 
ing books"  is  not  one  of  his  favorite  pastimes, 
though  he  always  held  his  trench  whenever  the 
Profs  put  up  their  barrage. 

Athletically  speaking,  his  efforts  have  been 
limited  to  the  sports  south  of  the  Rio  Grande,  with 
the  exception  of  his  daily  clash  with  Thug.  Then 
are  brought  to  the  surface  his   caveman  tendencies. 

Fussically  speaking,  Phil  is  not  a  teahound.  Kun 
is  satisfied  to  sit  in  his  room  for  hours  at  a  time 
banging  on  the  radiator,  and  putting  the  plumbing 
system  in  A-l  condition.  Some  day  he  is  coming 
back  to  Crabtown  for  a  P.  G.  in  plumbing. 

"Say,  who  opened  those  windows?  " 


Waldher  Fridtjof  Halland 

Fargo,  North  Dakota 

"Slim"  "Hal" 

MISTER,  do  you  see  those  scars  that  are  on 
my  face?      Where  do  you  think  I  got  them?" 

"No,  I  am  not  out  for  fencing,  I  got  them  in  a 
real   fight.     I'm   hard,    I    am." 

Famous  for  his  line,  Slim  has  kept  us  laughing, 
either  with  him  or  at  him  by  turns. 

"Let  me  tell  you,  Fargo  is  the  biggest  little  city 
in  the  world.  Billy  Sunday  said  it  has  more  pretty 
girls  and  homes  per  square  inch — and  besides  Fargo 
has  two  subways,  two  parks,  one  river,  a  Ford  Sales- 
room and  a  complete  packing  plant.  It  is  the  rail- 
road and  grain  centre  of  the  West." 

Our  Slim,  usually  savvy  enough  to  fool  the  All- 
Academics,  was  suddenly  disqualified  in  the  Winter 
Pentathalon  of  1921  by  the  usually  harmless  Dago 
Department.  After  a  short  trip  on  the  outside  he 
came  back  to  finish  the  game  with  '23,  and  has 
fooled   the   Dago   Department   ever   since. 

Slim  began  as  a  confirmed  Red  Mike,  but  when 
the  Snake  fever  caught  him  he  was  lost.  Look  out, 
Slim,    before   you're   hooked. 

Gym    Squad    (4). 
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Francis  Dow  Hamblin 

Andover,  Massachusetts 

"Ham" 

BORN  on  Cape  Cod,  the  sea  is  his,  and  he  knows 
it,  but  in  his  own  heart  he  loves  the  dry  land. 

Academics  bother  him  little,  while  Cosmo  lures 
him  oft.  Class  football,  basketball  and  lacrosse 
have  between  them  accounted  pretty  completely 
for  his  spare  time. 

Variety  being  the  spice  of  life,  Ham  requires  no 
further  seasoning  in  matrimony,  having  had  four 
wives  in  his  Academic  career,  and  what  the  future 
holds,  who  knows  ? 

For  two  burning  years  Ham  and  Lady  Fatima 
played  the  ancient  and  honorable  game  of  catch-as- 
catch-can,  with  Ham  always  top  side.  His  musical 
vocabulary  is  limited  to  two  bugle  calls,  chow  and 
taps,  chow  being  his  favorite,  because  he  hasn't 
heard  the  second  for  so  long. 

Always  sat,  seldom  starring,  willing  to  talk  about 
any  subject  under  the  sun  and  moon,  Ham  is  of  the 
non-reg,  non-rhino  type  and,  best  of  all,  he'd  give 
you  his  shirt,  if  he  had  one. 

Class  Football  (4,  3,  2); 
Class  Basketball  (3,  2); 
Class  Lacrosse  (4,  J,  2). 


Charles  David  Beaumont,  Jr. 

New  York,  New  York 

"Bean"  "Charley" 

WITH  the  exception  of  a  pitched  battle  with 
the  Math.  Department,  this  Gothamite  has 
had  smooth  sailing. 

For  two  whole  years  the  fair  sex  failed  to  attract 
him,  but  second  class  stripes  were  too  much  for  him 
and  he  blossomed  forth — a  red  headed  woman  was 
the  cause  of  it  all. 

It's  hard  to  appreciate  him  without  his  fiddle, 
because  he  has  yet  to  learn  how  to  play  and  sing  at 
the  same  time.  When  he  arrives  at  the  stage  of  com- 
bining the  two,  he'll  require  special  consideration. 

Plebe  year  he  decided  to  learn  to  shoot  and  he's 
been  at  it  steadily,  ever  since.  When  it's  too  cold 
to  shoot  it's  a  mere  step  from  bullets  to  bull. 

He  loves  his  pipes,  his  mail,  and  his  fiddle. 

"Feeling  rhino?    Lemme  play  you  a  tune." 

"Seven  letters  and  a  package,  hot  dog!" 

Rifle  Squad  (4,  3,  2,1);  RNAT  (J); 
Expert  Rifleman; 
Musical  Clubs  (2). 
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Richard  Waynick  Ruble 

Denver,  Colorado 

"Horse" 

SOME  little  town  in  Colorado,  we've  never  been 
able  to  extract  from  him  the  name,  is  the  pro- 
ducer of  Horace,  and  from  her  rugged  mountains  he 
came  forth  full  of  ambition,  capability,  and  assur- 
ance to  enlighten  his  fellows.  Savvy?  Most  cer- 
tainly. A  3.0  in  Academics  and  a  4.0  in  femininity 
come  to  him  just  like  water  to  a  duck.  Good  looks 
and  an  ever-ready  eye  have  caused  him  no  concern, 
the  main  sufferers  being  those  of  the  opposite  sex 
and  a  bullseye.  Not  so  pious  but  that  he  enjoys  a 
day's  liberty  in  any  ancient  port,  or  an  Army-Navy 
game's  indulgences  at  Shanley's,  his  dissipations  even 
sometimes  extend  to  Kipling  and  De  Maupassant, 
for  literary  value  only. 

His  capacity  as  a  connoisseur  is  strictly  limited  to 
selection,  never  extending  to  acceptance.  Non-reg? 
Plebe  year  and  its  unrest  almost  cured  him  of  that 
mental  disease.  What  remains  is  his  ability,  an 
enviable  one,  to  dodge  detection. 

A  truer  friend  could  be  found  nowhere,  and  the 
profession  which  he  has  chosen  will  be  the  gainer  of 
the  best  through  him. 

Rifle  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
RNAT{3);  RNT{2); 
Expert  Rifleman. 


Herbert  Moore  Wescoat 
McArthur,  Ohio 
"Westy"  "Herb" 

APOLLO  take  a  back  seat;  Herbert  Moore 
.  Wescoat,  athlete  and  fusser  supreme,  hath 
arrived.     A  man  with  a  past,  present  and  future. 

Sir  Galahad  II  is  a  R.  S.  M.  (regular  sailor  man) 
and  we  can  easily  understand  why  his  mail  curve 
approaches  a  vertical  line. 

He  is  indeed  a  remarkable  chap,  but  like  some 
mortals  he  has  a  failing — foo  foo  and  women.  His 
attendance  and  endurance  at  all  the  hops  is  nothing 
short  of  marvelous.  He  delves  deeply  into  the 
intricacies  of  social  life  and  balances  a  cup  of  tea 
with  no  mean  ability.  Herb  stars  in  fireside 
courses,  altho  he  couldn't  always  "sketch  and  des- 
cribe" entropy. 

With  the  advent  of  a  Naval  Holiday  Herb  will 
sign  a  contract  with  Mack  Sennett  (Them  diaphan- 
ous basketball  pants  done  it!) 

As  a  student  he  is  admired,  as  a  classmate  he  is 
loved,  and  as  a  lover  he  is  in  a  class  by  himself. 

"I  don't  let  my  studies  interfere  with  my  edu- 


cation. 


Wrestling  Squad  (4); 

Class  Wrestling  (J);  Numerals  (3); 

Expert  Rifleman. 


tyluHMMWMA 


WlX/MJJ,f</MlA/J</A,At,A/,b,tl,*JA,,A/,i,Mf,,tjll.,lJj,totl,lt,Al,lj,ll,I. 


Richard  Frederick  Armknecht 

DONNELLSON,    IoWA 

"Army"  "Dick" 

DICK  hails  from  Iowa — and  he  doesn't  mind 
admitting  it.  Given  half  a  chance  he  will 
inform  you  that  he  would  consider  himself  unfortu- 
nate had  he  been  born  anywhere  else. 

But  there  are  other  elements  in  his  claim  for 
fame  in  which  he  does  not  concur  so  promptly.  There 
is  the  item  of  sea-sickness,  for  instance.  Dick  was 
sea-sick,  constantly,  from  Crabtown  to  Seattle  on 
his  first  cruise — and  then  he  probably  went  back 
to  Donnellson  (population  531,  1920  census)  and 
posed  as  a  regular  sea-dog  and  Father  Neptune's 
favorite  son. 

And  that  isn't  all.  Besides  being  an  animated 
compendium  of  general — and  mis-information,  Dick 
has  the  poetry  habit.  From  time  to  time  the  Log 
is  permitted  to  print  his  verses.  He  says  in  his 
own  defence  that  he  has  never  written  a  poem  en- 
titled "Beautiful  Spring",  and  doesn't  intend  to — 
but  the  evidence  is  all  against  him. 

"I'll  be  a  sailor  yet!" 

Class  Baseball  (2). 


Arleigh  Albert  Burke 

Boulder,  Colorado 

"Billy"  "A.  A."  "Whitey" 

BEEFSTEAKS  in  July — frankfurters  at  Christ- 
mas— gloom  after  an  Army  defeat — Billie  at  a 
tea-fight.  Dressing  on  salad — overshoes  in  April — 
heat  in  the  fire-room — Billie  in  the  Navy.  Billie's  a 
snake  as  far  as  one  person  is  concerned.  Big,  broad, 
light —  no  wonder  the  Skowegians  thought  he  was  a 
native!  Big  and  broad  as  to  build  and  experience — 
light  as  to  complexion  (and  we  could  add  mentality, 
but  that  wouldn't  be  fair)  he's  only  light  when  he's 
happy,  and  he  does  have  his  rhino  moments! 
Colorado  lost  a  killer  of  horses  when  she  lost  Billie— 
and  the  Navy  gained  a  killer  of  work.  Clouds  and 
sunshine  chase  each  other  through  Billie's  spiritual 
spectrum,  and,  due  to  the  regularity  of  the  mail 
service,  the  sunshine  manages  to  predominate. 
Billie's  philosophy  is  expressed  in  three  of  his  pet 
phrases — "Lord,  but  that  girl  of  mine  is  a  wonder," 
"Fool  'em  all,  I  can't  bone."  "Well,  guess  I'll  get  the 
work." 

Wrestling  Squad  {4,  3,  2); 

Class  Wrestling  (2);  Numerals  (2). 
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Robert  Wright  McCormick. 

Watertown,  New  York 

"Mac"  "Bob" 

OW    take   a  deep   breath.     My  Gawd!  Mr. 
McCormick,  what  is  the  matter   with  your 
heart." 

But  what  proved  to  be  a  stumbling  block  for  the 
heart  expert  has  since  been  fully  analyzed  by  Mac's 
friends.  And  their  sympathy  lies  with  the  many 
girls  inevitably  to  be  disappointed,  because  Mac 
"Was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  ever  shall  be  a 
lover  of  variety — always  looking  for  new  fields  to 
conquer." 

Although  Mac  swears  that  the  way  he  spells  his 
name  shows  that  he  is  Scotch,  his  rapid  flow  and 
ready  smile  prove  that  at  least  one  of  his  ancestors 
kissed  the  Blarney  stone. 

Despite  a  voluminous  correspondence,  he  has 
found  time  to  do  some  wicked  pin  pushing,  common- 
ly called  fencing,  and  make  the  class  team  in  this 
sport. 

Being  a  midshipman  is  only  a  side  issue  with  Mac, 
his  real  vocation  is  coaxing  tunes  from  a  banjo. 

Mac  has  a  blaseness  which  is  but  an  expression 
of   his    desire    for   the    new    and 
original.     The   new  attracts  him, 
but    not    for    a     moment.      Mac 
sticks  to  the  worth  while  things. 

Class  Fencing  (4,  3,  2,  1);  f< 
Numerals  (2). 


William  Percy  Elston  Wadbrook 
Englewood,  New  Jersey 

"Bill"  "Bullard" 

WHERE  you  from  Mister?" 
"New  Joisy,  sir!" 

William  got  so  tired  of  being  corrected  Plebe  year 
that  he  finally  changed  his  pronunciation  himself, 
much  to  the  delight  of  all  Upper  Classmen  who  ran 
across  him. 

Bill  is  a  radical  physical  culturist  and  a  strong 
advocate  of  Walter  Camp's  "Daily  Dozen".  To 
jump  out  of  bed  on  a  cold  morning,  run  thru  them, 
then  break  the  ice  in  the  shower  and  jump  in  is 
child's  play  for  him.  He  has  played  soccer  ever 
since  he  has  been  with  us  and  handles  a  soccer  ball 
with  three  men  on  it  as  easily  as  a  Fifth  Avenue  cop 
handles  traffic. 

Parlor  athletics  are  the  only  things  that  William 
has  not  gone  out  for,  and  ever  since  Youngster  year 
he  has  remained  a  consistent  Red  Mike.  Being  quiet 
and  reserved  by  nature,  he  is  always  afraid  that 
some  femme  will  make  him  smile  and  show  his 
dimples.  Some  day  we  hope  to  see  Bill  come  into 
his  own  with  the  fair  sex,  but  we  are  afraid  that  the 
happy  day  will  not  come  until  after  he  has  departed 
from  without  these  gray  walls. 

Soccer  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1);  ANF  (2); 
Class  Lacrosse  (J,  2,1). 
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Norman  Meloney  Dawson 
Deadwood,  South  Dakota 
"Norm"  "Mel"  "Sweetie" 

"OWEETIE"  joined  our  happy  throng  with  '22 
O  but  Youngster  year  he  was  shipped  to  the 
hospital  for  seventeen  weeks,  and  as  a  result  became 
an  advocate  of  the  five  year  course.  Get  him  to 
tell  you  about  that  trip — "Oh  Norman  you're  so 
wery  nice.  I'm  just  a  little  country  girl,  but  I've 
been  out  once  before.    Oh,  horses,  Norman." 

Yes,  he's  a  fast  worker  even  under  the  difficulties 
imposed  by  a  hospital  ward.  But  that  was  a  long 
time  ago,  and  since  then  "Sweetie"  has  joined  the 
O.  A.  O.  Club.  Yes,  she's  the  one  and  only  topic  of 
conversation,  and  you  should  hear  him  when  he 
raves.  Sep  leave — in  love —  yea  bo;  very  much  so! 
"What,  only  one  letter  today?  I'll  have  to  break 
out  the  picture  again."  We'll  take  some  of  that 
back,  for  once  Norm  became  ambitious  and  went  in 
for  athletics.  Due  to  his  unceasing  efforts  in  the 
world  of  sport,  he  landed  the  job  of  fencing  manager. 
Yes,  Norm  is  all  right  and  we  hope  he  gets  along 
and  he  will,  for  he  has  the  ability  if  he  can  only  keep 
out  of  jail. 

Class  Fencing  (J,  2);  Numerals  (2); 
Ass't.  Manager  Fencing  (2); 
Manager  Fencing  (1). 


Henry  Martin  Cooper 
Clarksburg,  West  Virginia 
"H.M."  "Coop"  "Henry" 

YOU  all  know  him.  He's  one  of  the  conspicuous 
men  of  the  class.  No  matter  what  the  drill,  or 
who  the  Prof,  "Our  Cuckoo"  will  be  found  in  the 
front  rank — ears  set  like  funnels — eyes  riveted — ap- 
parently giving  his  utmost  attention  to  each  syllable, 
for  says  Cuckoo — "It's  never  too  late  to  grease  for 
that  Buzzard."  However  we  forgive  him  for  work- 
ing to  outlive  the  name  of  Menace,  and  the  reputa- 
tion gained  with  the  powers  that  be  in  his  famous 
"Race  Riot".  After  dragging  blind  Youngster  year 
the  Cuckoo  swore  off  snaking  for  life,  but  since  the 
girl  died  and  there  couldn't  possibly  be  another  like 
her,  Cuckoo  can  now  be  found  any  week  end  balanc- 
ing his  cup  of  tea  with  one  hand  and  twirling  the 
poor  old  Bull  with  the  other,  as  well,  if  not  better 
than  the  original  Romeo.  Lady  Luck  was  against 
Cuckoo  when  the  Skinny  Department  beat  him 
on  the  last  jump  Youngster  year.  It  was  a  good  blow 
for  any  man  to  take  and  Cuckoo  took  it  well.  Every 
cloud  has  it's  silver  lining  for  twenty-two's  loss  was 
twentv-three's  gam. 


M 


Class  Football  (4); 


Class  Be 


(2). 
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Josephus  Asa  Briggs 

Omaha,  Nebraska 
Joe        Joa        J .  A.  B. 

ALL  hail  to  the  "Big  Tnjun"  from  the  wilds  of 
l  Nebraska!  One  glimpse  of  that  "brown- 
skinned"  lad's  face  is  sufficient  to  read  there  con- 
tentment, a  cheerful  disposition,  and  a  man  of  few 
moods.  To  be  sure,  he  has  "Rhino"  spells  like  the 
rest  of  us,  but  cheerfulness  prevails.  He  was  one  of 
Navy's  original,  confirmed  Red  Mikes  until  Second 
Class  year  when  the  strain  proved  too  great,  and  he 
turned  completely  in  favor  of  the  fair  ones.  Ask 
"Joa"  about  Kristiania-a. 

Plebe  year  found  him  quite  "reg"  through  nec- 
essity, while  Youngster  year  took  him  to  the  opposite 
extreme.  He  played  a  losing  game  with  the  D.  O.'s, 
coming  too  near  the  Executive  Department's  limit 
for  comfort. 

Although  reared  in  the  corrals  and  sand-hills  of 
Nebraska,  the  lad  seemed  to  take  to  the  water  like 
a  veteran,  even  to  the  holding  of  a  seat  among  Dick's 
Crew  until  Second  Class  cruise  when  he  met  with 
an  accident  while  boxing.  Well,  didjie  fit  into  the 
job  of  managering? 

"Oh  my  gawd!  Whadaye  know 
about  that?" 

Crew  Squad  (4,  3); 
Ass't.  Manager  Crew  (2); 
Manager  Crew  (1 ). 


Raymond  Eugene  Woodside 

St.  Joseph,  Missouri 

"Pat"  " Woodie"  "Gene"  "Daddy" 

AFTER  several  rounds  with  the  entrance  exams, 
±~\.  the  summer  of  1919  found  our  hero  among  the 
1923  raffle.  Woody's  solemn  face,  aged  appearance 
and  dignified  walk  have  caused  him  no  end  of  worry. 
It  has  brought  him  the  bon  grease  with  the  Execu- 
tive Department,  and  as  to  the  femmes — my,  oh 
my!  Many  an  acclaimed  jewel  at  the  hops  would 
give  ten  years  of  her  existence  to  cling  to  his  No. 
18  neck.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  he's  quite  at  home  in 
any  feline  gathering, — from  an  old  ladies'  sewing 
circle  on  up.  And  Woody  is  no  modest  wiolet  either. 
He's  a  connoisseur  of  women,  even  though  having 
the  weakness  of  consistently  dragging  blind. 

His  disposition  varies  from  that  of  one  of  Admiral 
Wilson's  "Ideal  Midshipmen"  to  that  of  his  native 
Missouri  jacks, — from  words  to  no  less  ideal  inmates 
of  "Why  man!  These  are  the  happiest  moments  of 
your  life",  to  words  of  "Damit  fellows,  something 
ought  to  be  done  about  this." 

Football  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1); 

Wrestling  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1); 

Lacrosse  Squad  (4,  2); 

Class  Boxing  (2);  Numerals  (2); 

Glee  Club  (2,  1); 

Choir  (#,  3,  2,1); 

Expert  Rifleman; 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1). 


Harry  H.  Keith 

Roswell,  New  Mexico 

"Harry" 

THE  sheriff  of  New  Mexico  consigned  this  prize 
package  to  Sing  Sing  but  due  to  the  baggage- 
man's error  it  was  put  off  at  Annapolis.  Like  all 
good  crooks  Mex  spent  two  years  in  getting  the  lay 
of  the  land.  After  he  joined — well,  let  me  quote — 
"  Did  you  take  a  shower  this  morning,  Mex  ? "  "  No, 
is  one  missing?"  In  addition  to  his  taking  ways  it 
was  next  to  impossible  to  break  him  of  his  dry  land 
habit  of  leaving  the  water  in  the  wash  bowl  so  he 
could  use  it  again  later. 

Beside  his  ability  at  "moonlight  requisition" 
Petite  has  other  talents,  for  who  could  look  at  the 
Masqueraders  sign,  rivaling  the  lights  of  Broadway, 
without  admitting  that  he  is  a  master  electrician. 
In  the  Academics  Mex  could  if  he  would  but  he 
wouldn't  until  Second  Class  year  when  stars  began 
to  come  within  his  range. 

He  is  well  described  in  the  pithy  words  of  a  fair 
friend.  "Oh,  Keith,  I  thought  you  were  such  a 
nice  boy." 

Masqueraders  (4,  J,  2,  1);  Masqued  N  Silver  (3); 

Mas  que  d  N  Gold  (2); 

Musical  Clubs  (4,  J,  2,  1); 

Gymkhana  (4,  3,  2,  1); 

Chief  Electrician  Masqueraders  (/). 


Percival  Eaton  McDowell 
Meadville,  Pennsylvania 

"Pete"  "Peter  Eaton"  "Mac" 

EATON  McDowell?" 
"Yes  I  am!    Pass  the  spuds  please." 

Who  says  there's  nought  in  a  name?  For  our 
little  Pete  has  the  incontestable  right  to  the  Cham- 
pions Cup  for  Scoffing  — witness  Peter  and  his  lob- 
ster after  the  Penn  State  Game.  But  you'd  never 
think  it  to  look  at  him — no  indeedy!  Did  you  ever 
see  a  fat  snob?  Of  course  not!  About  the  only 
thing  tight  around  Peter  is  his  collar,  and  he'll  lend 
you  that  if  you  ask  him  nice. 

Dago  and  Pete  have  had  a  lively  skirmish  for 
three  years,  but  he  got  his  second  wind  before  they 
did,  and  is  about  ten  yards  ahead  of  'em  in  the  last 
lap — which  is  quite  characteristic  of  Pete.  As  for 
snaking — well,  any  man  who  has  a  different  picture 
on  his  desk  every  day  in  the  week  must  be  talented 
somewhat  along  this  line.  Percival  Eaton  is  as 
square  as  you'll  find  'em.  In  four  years  here  he  has 
never  been  called  Percival  or  Percy.  Who  could 
ask  more? 

Boxing  Squad  (3); 
Class  Football  (4); 
Log  Staff  (4); 
Lucky  Bag  Staff. 
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Frederick  Jens  Nelson 
Appleton,  Wisconsin 

"Nellie" 

YUMPIN'  Yimminy!"  Who  have  we  here  but 
one  of  Wisconsin's  dairy  farms  in  animated 
form.  By  the  end  of  Youngster  cruise  Nellie  had 
exchanged  his  rustic  vocabulary  for  the  richer  Navy 
line.  But  even  now  he  delights  in  telling  the  boys 
just  how  it  is  done  on  the  farm,  or  how  to  calculate 
the  egg-hour  output  of  the  average  hen. 

Achilles  may  have  had  a  bum  heel,  but  Nellie's 
heart  would  make  the  old  boy  turn  green  with  envy. 
At  each  hop  he  discovers  the  only  girl.  The  Radiator 
Club  has  learned  to  painfully  endure  the  virtues  of 
his  latest.  And  why  not?  Jens  will  tell  you  that 
the  little  girl  in  red  would  make  Venus  herself  look 
like  a  plate  of  reg  Nav  beans  at  a  New  Year's  ban- 
quet. 

Nellie  has  his  hobbies,  too.  He  likes  to  wear  old 
shoes  and  old  caps.  He  delights  in  picking  out  some 
ancient  tune  on  his  mandolin.  Once  in  a  while  he 
airs  his  potential  vocabulary  by  verbally  withering 
some  innocent  Juice  Prof.  But  he  is  a  hard  worker 
and  persevering  in  his  studies. 

"Well,  I'll  be  shucks!" 


Harry  Sanders 
Chicago,  Illinois 

"Harry"  "Savvy"  " Arry" 

VOICE  outside  of  door,  "Now  in  Chicago  there 
is  a  church  on  every  street  corner",  and  enters 
Savvy,  boring  another  victim  with  the  merits  of  his 
native  city. 

With  the  exception  of  Tecumseh,  whom  he 
strangely  resembles  in  many  ways,  Harry  has  done 
more  towards  graduating  the  wooden  men  of  the 
"Second  Batt"  than  any  five  men  on  the  Academic 
Board.  Around  exam  times,  it's  almost  necessary 
to  have  traffic  cops,  to  prevent  congestion  among 
the  wooden  men  passing  to  and  from  his  room. 

But  Savvy's  one  claim  to  fame,  if  you  believe  him, 
is  that  he's  never  made  a  faux  pas  in  society.  If  you 
believe  us,  however,  his  only  right  to  boast  lies  in 
the  fact  that  he  sometimes  gets  away  with  them. 
To  get  'arry  up  in  the  air,  it's  only  necessary  to 
remind  him  of  that  night  in  Baltimore,  when  he 
utterly  withered  one  of  our  most  charming  debu- 
tantes with  a  remark  that  would  have  made  a  salty 
bos'n's  mate  wearing  fifteen  hash  marks,  turn  green 
with  envy. 

"Do  I  read  etiquette?  True  etiquette  is  only  the 
natural  impulse  of  a  true  born  gentleman." 

Star  (4,  3,  2); 

Class  Swimming  (2,  1). 


Farrington  Leeds  Barr 

Chattanooga,  Tennessee 

"Boots" 

THE  extreme  care  with  which  he  entered  shows 
how  deeply  it  hurts  him  to  hurry.  Not  only 
in  disposition  is  he  a  marked  man;  his  Plebe  year 
commenced  with,  "  Hey,  mister,  are  you  any  relation 
to  Charley  Chaplin?" 

His  diversions  are  the  elemental  trio;  wine, 
women  and  song.  Chattanooga  has  contributed 
much  to  his  reputation  as  a  Lothario  by  consistent 
correspondence,  and  frequent  candy.  The  Rebs 
may  be  narrow-minded,  but  their  open  pursuit  of 
"Boots"  makes  us  believe  that  theory  is  wrong, 
because  only  one  of  savoir-faire  and  poise  can  bring 
him  home.  His  ideal  must  be  attractive,  a  good 
dancer,  have  lots  of  pep,  be  able  to  play  bridge — in 
short  be  a  midshipman's  typical  illusion,  for  which 
the  supply  is  very  indefinite.  Here's  luck,  "Boots", 
they're  as  scarce  as  spoons  in  the  third  wing  were 
Plebe  year. 

His  smile  is  more  noticeable  than  his  savviness, 
but  they  both  run  a  close  race  for  general  effective- 
ness. Class  football  gave  him  a  chance  to  keep  us 
from  anchor,  and  between  this  and  his  diversions 
he's  been  busy. 

"Let's  play  bridge." 

Class  Football  (J,  <?,  1); 
Class  Basketball  (3); 
Class  Tennis  (3,  2,  1). 


Donald  James  Hawthorne 


■Sk 


Peru,  Illinois 
mny"  " Whitey"  "Don"  "Nat" 

LITTLE  old  Nat  popped  into  the  pampered  pets 
j  life  one  sunny  day  in  September,  and  he's  been 
traveling  fast  ever  since.  All  the  pep  in  the  world, 
friends  galore,  and  best  of  all  a  spirit  that  would 
carry  a  man  through  anything  on  its  merits  alone — 
even  through  the  Academy. 

He  is  one  snake,  and  the  wimmen  say  he  has  a 
mean  repartee.  Even  so  with  the  Plebes.  "On  a 
hop"  is  Nat's  motto  for  the  freshmen.  The  boy 
handles  a  mean  hand  of  bridge  and  toddles  the 
toddle  like  it  was  writ.  No  wonder  his  locker  door 
is  full  of  fair  reminiscences.  But  his  heart  is  back 
at  home,  sweet  home,  and  the  world  couldn't  keep 
Nat  away  from  home  after  graduation. 

He  never  attempted  to  star,  but  has  always  had 
the  most  officerlike  and  gentlemanly  qualities,  which, 
combined  with  common  sense  and  the  ability  to  be 
serious  when  necessary,  will  one  day  put  him  in  the 
front  ranks  of  those  wearing  the  Navy  blue. 

"Let's  go!     Bottoms  up!" 
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Curtis  Stanton  Smiley 

Hartford,  Connecticut 

"Thug"  "Curt" 

OF  all  the  dashing  disciples  of  the  dance,  "Thug" 
has  been  one  of  the  most  devoted  and  the 
most  unfortunate.  He  used  to  go  to  so  many  hops 
that  he  threatened  to  become  a"  permanent  fixture. 
Throughout  the  week  he  exists  on  the  anticipations 
of  dragging  his  latest  attraction,  and  while  having 
realized  his  dream  on  some  occasions,  it  usually 
happens  that  his  girl  develops  galloping  colds  at  the 
last  minute. 

Although  Curt  comes  from  the  land  of  the  wooden 
nutmeg,  he  has  from  the  first  proved  an  exception  to 
the  rule,  being  past  master  in  the  art  of  getting  the 
maximum  Academic  results  with  minimum  effort. 
He  is  always  willing  to  mix  pleasure  with  work,  and 
many  a  study  hour  finds  him  participating  in  Mexi- 
can Athletics  with  the  gang. 

A  member  of  the  Radiator  Club,  "Thug"  is  in  his 
characteristic  pose  when  perched  on  top  of  one  of 
the  keepers  of  the  lost  calorie,  arguing  on  every- 
thing under  the  sun  from  politics  to  poker. 

"Oh!    Is  it  my  turn?    What's  the  bid?" 


Wallace  Estill  Guitar 

Columbia,  Missouri 

Getar         Guit 

"/'"MVE    Daddy-pops    a    roll" — is    the    habitual 

vJ  cry  at  mealtimes,  of  our  young  Apollo  from 
Columbia,  Missouri.  'Tis  truly  Wallace  Estill 
Guitar — the  only  one  in  captivity! 

For  two  years  Guitar  was  simply  a  member  of 
the  "Radiator  Club",  but  he  began  Second  Class 
year  by  becoming  the  idol  of  several  famous — or 
notorious — crabs.  Hence,  our  Apollo  becomes  a 
Romeo  and  joins  the  ranks  of  "lounge-lizards"  in 
the  realms  of  snakedom. 

In  spite  of  Estill's  lazy  disposition,  he  was  destined 
to  become  one  of  the  Academy's  most  famous  actresses 
and  the  Masqueraders  production  of  "A  Pair  of 
Sixes"  saw  him  in  the  role  of  Nellie,  who  was  "such 
a  nice  little  wife. " 

Geet  has  had  his  "ups  and  downs"  during  these 
years  at  the  Naval  Academy,  for  the  Academics 
are  rather  hard  to  master  at  times  and  his  name 
has  not  always  been  omitted  from  the  "Extra  Duty 
List."  We  hope,  however,  that  our  friend's  troubles 
are  at  an  end  and  that  his  future  life  will  be  a  con- 
tinuation of  his  beloved  "wild  parties." 

Log  Staff  (4); 

Masqueraders  (2);  Director  (/). 
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Frank  Adelbert  Trotter 

Sapulpee,  Oklahoma 

"Trot"  "Frank" 

SAPULPEE  boasts  two  ardent  advertisers — a 
Pullman  car — and  Deb.  But  if  you  ever  see 
Deb  doing  a  Pavlowa  around  the  corridors  you'll 
realize  that  he  is  worth  a  Parlor  car.  Happy-go- 
lucky  as  they  make  them,  he  has  had  a  running 
fight  with  the  N.  A.  regs  for  four  years.  Profs, 
books,  and  grease  marks  worry  him  not  a  bit.  When 
the  Executive  Department  fails  to  amuse  him  over 
the  week-end,  he  is  always  among  the  front  rank  of 
those  dragging.  "Bricked"  isn't  in  the  young  man's 
vocabulary  for  he  protects  himself  with  a  Useful 
Table  classifying  the  inmates  of  Washington's 
most  popular  havens  of  beauty.  Although  Deb  has 
run  into  shallow  water  quite  frequently,  his  good 
nature  and  a  stiff  fight  has  pulled  him  through. 
Sea-faring  life  is  not  the  ambition  of  Sapulpee's 
own,  but  whatever  he  finally  decided  upon  for  his 
life-work,  we'll  be  willing  to  wager  that  he'll  be 
topside. 

"Say,  did  I  ever  show  you  Mrs.  Trotter?    Boy, 
she's  some  woman." 

Expert  Rifleman. 
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John  Lousen  Brown 
Lebanon,  Pennsylvania 

St     J  JJ       it    T)  ■      5> 

J  awn        Brownie 

FROM  just  a  sidelong  glance  at  our  handsome 
little  old  Dutchman,  could  one  believe  that 
there  were  such  dark  and  mysterious  possibilities 
within  him?  Most  of  the  Browns  have  usually  been 
mild  and  quiet,  and  conservative  too.  One  of  his 
sneaky  ambitions  has  always  been  to  become  a 
Knight  of  the  J.  O.  Table  with  a  squad  of  goo-goos 
to  light  his  cigarettes.  Romance  and  adventure  are 
a  part  of  him  but  not  to  the  extent  of  a  2.49.  Jawn 
savvies  the  calibrations  on  a  slip-stick  and  mean 
elastic  limit  (Paris  et  al).  None  of  the  Profs  have 
ever  invited  him  out  to  chow  after  knocking  the 
daily  work-out  for  a  perfect  40.  He  has  always 
played  hard  with  his  books,  paid  his  copper  homage 
to  Tecumseh,  and  could  name  the  occasions  on 
which  he  has  dragged  in  one  short  gasp. 

When  leave  does  come  he  packs  up  his  troubles  in 
his  old  strong  box  and  begins  to  gallop. 

"Here's  up  to  it  and  down  to  it." 

"I  can  do  it  because  I'm  used  to  it." 

Choir  (4,3,2.1). 
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Alvin  Duke  Chandler 
wllliamsbury,  virginia 


WHO  knocks?"  "Tis  I,  the  Duke."  Say  not— 
"Begone  Duke,  lest  I  crown  thee,"  for  like 
opportunity,  he  knocks  but  once. 

Now  the  story  would  be  quite  different  to  relate 
if  the  town  hall  of  the  village  of  "Four  hundred 
lazy,  watching  four  hundred  crazy"  could  have  a 
painting  of  our  Charley  boarding  a  Portygese  des- 
troyer with  enough  side  boys  to  receive  the  King  of 
Siam. 

Duke  likes  a  little  sport  added  to  the  party  in  the 
shape  of  escudoes,  pink  checks  on  a  dead  beat,  or 
aesthetic  dancing. 

"Chan"  has  never  failed  a  chance  to  prove  that 
laugh  and  the  world  laughs  with  you.  Not  that  he 
doesn't  take  some  things  seriously.  He'll  tell  you 
of  a  Saturday  he  took  a  chance.  It  was  very  serious. 
To  call  out  the  last  bit  of  his  light  spirit  he  was 
treed  with  a  1.5  that  same  week-end.  Chuck  staged 
a  strong  comeback  just  as  he  did  after  Youngster 
cruise  and  has  had  many  a  hard  fight  for  the  eternal 
2.5. 


John  Angustine  Traylor 

Richmond,  Virginia 

"Jack" 

WE  all  know  that  Jack  adds  much  charm  and 
beauty  to  this  Bag,  but  we  have  here  a  he 
vampire  as  well.  Of  our  famous  ones  he  was  the 
first  to  discover  the  value  of  Noonans  as  a  smelling 
salts  in  bringing  about  a  quick  recovery  of  the  many 
young  heart-breakers. 

The  opposite  species  he  has  conquered  with  his 
smooth,  flowing  tongue  and  his  magnetic  eyes  which 
have  more  attraction  in  them  than  all  the  vertical 
soft  iron  in  a  battleship  and  when  they  speak  they 
speak  volumes.  This  unusual  man  with  the  hair  of 
an  actor,  the  eyes  of  an  artist  and  the  philosophy  of 
Socrates  is  as  methodical  as  a  man  of  sixty.  His 
daily  routine  is  his  pride  and  joy  and  he  never  fails 
to  carry  it  out  to  the  smallest  particular.  Jack  is 
as  sober  as  a  Judge;  is  as  square  as  any  of  them; 
is  much  squarer  than  most  of  them,  and  is  always  on 
deck  when  work  and  lots  of  it  is  to  be  done. 

Crew  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1); 

Second  Class  Gymkahana  Committee; 

Class  Soccer  (2); 

Lucky  Bag  Staff. 
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Claude  Henry  Bennett,  Jr. 
Philadelphia,  Pennsylvania 

" Lumux"  "Claude" 

"T X  TELL,  this  is  the  way  I  look  at  it,  see?     I'll 

W  tell  you  exactly  how  it  happened.  You  see 
it  was  this  way — etc.,  etc."  This  is  what  we  have 
to  put  up  with,  day  in  and  day  out,  together  with  a 
long  line  on  the  merits  of  Penn's  athletics.  This 
lad  is  a  real  patriot  and  a  strong  advocate  of  the 
"City  of  Brotherly  Love". 

And  military!  Boy  howdy,  what  a  brace  that 
man  do  throw!  Cap  on  the  front  (?)  of  his  head  and 
a  spine  curve  silhouette  that  would  make  Pavlowa 
jealous. 

Claude  started  in  Plebe  year  with  a  rush  that 
carried  him  through  eight  months  of  it.  And  then 
he  frapped  his  first  bush — a  1.0  in  English.  He  has 
never  entirely  recovered  from  that  shock. 

As  an  optimist  he  is  hard  to  beat,  why,  he  can  even 
admire  the  shade  of  red  with  which  the  Nav  Profs 
smear  his  P-work  book — who  could  ask  for  more? 

Soccer  Squad  {4,  3,  2,1);  ANF  (2); 
Crew  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
Choir  (4,  3,2,1). 


Charles  Harden  Walker 
Macon,  Mississippi 

"Charlie"  "Johnnie" 

IF  you  see  a  tall,  handsome,  dark-haired  young 
Apollo,  you'll  recognize  him  immediately  as 
Charles.    Of  course,  he  has  always  been  a  snake. 

Being  a  Southerner  has  had  no  effect  on  this 
youth's  athletic  career.  Since  Plebe  year  he  has 
worked  at  and  achieved  success  in  several  lines  of 
athletics,  variety  being  his  aim. 

Second  Class  cruise  proved  to  us  that  Johnnie  was 
a  very  appropriate  name,  and  that  he  upheld  the 
old  southern  tradition  in  regard  to  the  attributes  of 
a  true  gentleman  of  the  South. 

His  unfailing  good  humor  and  his  generous  dis- 
position have  won  him  a  host  of  friends  who  will 
always  welcome  him  as  a  true  shipmate. 

Class  Football  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
Class  Boxing  (3,  2,  1); 
Numerals  Boxing  (2); 
Class  Track  (3,  2). 
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Eugene  Lilbern  Monagin 
Uvalde,  Texas 
"Gene"  "Tex"  "Mull"  " Monie" 

"/^VH,  I'm  wild  and  wooley  and  full  of  fleas, 

V_>/  And  I've  never  been  curried  above  the  knees" 
— roared  the  two-gun  ox  master  from  the  Lone  Star 
State,  as  he  turned  in  his  sombrero  and  high  boots 
to  the  master-at-arms.  At  present,  the  best  that 
can  be  saidofthe  combined  efforts  of  Upper  Classmen, 
D.  O.'s  and  Academics  is,  "He  hasn't  shot  up  the 
Chapel  yet.'" 

In  the  boxing  ring  he  soon  proved  his  worth. 
Tex  carries  a  punch  in  his  arm  worse  than  the  kick 
of  a  nine-day  white  mule.  And  this  versatile  Texan 
has  abdities  in  other  directions  as  well. 

You  know  it  takes  more  than  cave-man  methods 
to  simplify  things  when  seven  young  women  have 
been  invited  down  for  one  hop  and  all  of  them  accept. 
It  is  secret  magic  he  doesn't  divulge  but  it  gets  him 
across,  for  at  every  gathering  you  can  hear  some 
flapper  coo,    "Oh,  is  that  Gene  Monagin?" 

Boxing  Squad  (2,  1); 
Class  Boxing  (2). 


Henry  Follin  Agnew 

Visalia,  California 
"Hank"  "Pug"  "Aggie" 

I  IVES  the  old  adage  "Its  better  to  be  born  hand- 
-/  some  than  rich"  every  day  of  his  life.  And  yet, 
it's  a  losing  game  because  he  blushed.  Not  bashful, 
you  know,  but  blushes  about  once  a  minute  and  is 
so  "self  conscious".  His  epitaph  will  probably  be: 
He  would  have  ruled  the  world,  but  just  when  he 
had  the  "hand  that  rocks  the  cradle"  going  his  way, 
he  got  "fussed "and  spoiled  it  all. 

One  of  the  Charter  members  of  the  Radiator 
Club  and  always  conspicuous  in  any  "frolic  of  the 
numb-skulls".  He  prefers  to  learn  by  allowing  the 
other  fellow  to  talk.  One  of  these  days  his  host  of 
friends  here  in  the  regiment  are  going  to  be  shocked 
and  horrified  to  learn  that  our  well-beloved  old 
Aggie  has  cast  discretion  to  the  winds,  and  gone 
forth  to  act  the  stories  that  he  likes  so  well  to  hear 
the  other  fellows  tell.  The  girls  all  know  him  as  the 
boy  with  the  beautiful  eyes,  the  rosy  cheeks,  the 
wonderful  flowing  hair,  or  just  simply  the  handsome- 
est  little  devil  at  the  Naval  Academy. 

"Sweet  sixteen  and  has  never  been  kissed." 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  /). 
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William  Anthony  Fly 

Mississippi 

"B.  A." 

HERE  is  the  checker,  bridge,  and  toddle-top 
champion  of  the  regiment.  Tony  comes  to  us 
from  '22  and  we  received  a  "big  asset"  when  we  got 
him. 

"Spanish"  is  the  original  chow  hound,  being'  able 
to  smell  chow  a  month  ahead.  On  the  several 
cruises  he  has  made  Tony  has  been  able  to  detect 
food  and  the  means  of  obtaining  it,  thereby  saving 
many  of  his  shipmates  from  utter  starvation.  And 
talk  about  the  big  grease,  Tony  had  a  state-room 
with  bunk,  sheets,  running  water  and  all  on  Second 
Class  cruise.     Nothing  but  a  passenger. 

Antony  is  the  person  responsible  for  the  mid- 
shipmen's store  selling  foo  foo.  The  girls  all  fall  for 
him.     Rowdy  Dow! 

Tony  has  good  ability,  though  he  has  never 
shown  remarkable  savviness,  due  to  lack  of  applica- 
tion. Who  hasn't  heard  his  "What  ain't  clear", 
when  someone  complained  of  a  hard  lesson? 

Here's  to  you,  Tony,  and  may  you  always  "Fly 
high"  in  life  even  as  you  have  made  our  "spirits" 
fly  high  in  the  Academy. 

"Ain't  it?" 


Joseph  Thomas  Sheehan 

Worcester,  Massachusetts 

"Shorty"  "Midget" 

SHORT  breezed  into  our  midst  from  the  heart  of 
the  Commonwealth  on  June  29th,  1919,  the 
same  diminutive,  excitable,  impulsive  thunderbolt 
that  he  is  today.  As  an  Under  Classman  he  success- 
fully defied  all  attempts  of  pituitrin  thyroid  to  make 
him  grow  and  of  the  Upper  Classmen  to  make  him 
reform.  Old  Erin  has  no  rooter  more  enthusiastic 
than  Shorty,  "What  do  those  fellows  over  there 
want  anyhow?"  never  fails  to  explode  the  fireworks. 

Under  the  old  regime  his  habits  were  model. 
Neither  Lady  Nicotine,  Lady  Luck  nor  any  other 
lady  meant  anything  to  him;  but  with  the  coming  of 
the  new  regs  Shorty  fell  for  the  Bearded  Lady  hard, 
and  from  the  looks  of  the  mails,  also  for  some  other 
lady — Carleton  Roof?     Commodore?     Qui  sait?: 

Once  upon  a  time  way  back  in  the  misty  months 
of  Plebe  year  the  heavens  fell  and  Shorty  frapped 
the  bush.  We  treasure  the  record  as  a  gem  of  his- 
tory, for  those  who  stand  above  him  Academically 
are  few  indeed. 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2). 
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William  Harold  Reddington 
Shelbyville,  Indiana 

"  Reddy" 

SAVVY  and  a  Red  Mike  sums  up  Reddy.  Savvy- 
by  dint  of  hard  work  and,  we  must  confess,  a 
greasy  line  that  wraps  around  the  referees  in  the 
Academic  group  and  lays  them  low.  He  recommends 
forced  lubrication  for  rapid  slip-stick  work. 

A  Red  Mike  because  being  otherwise  would  take 
time  from  studies  and  anyway,  the  right  girl  has 
never  brightened  his  azimuth. 

A  steady  going,  more  likeable  man  would  be  hard 
to  find.  Drill  and  Exec  usually  find  him  in  charge — 
"usually"  because  he  is  sometimes  on  duty.  His 
experiences  along  the  Extra  Duty  line  are  remark- 
ably lacking — and  he  is  non-reg,  too.  Since  he 
learned  to  smoke  (late  in  Youngster  year)  he  has 
wooed  Lady  Nic  most  passionately — but  he  still 
sweeps  out  every  morning  and  creases  his  bed  on 
both  sides,  so  he  is  beyond  suspicion. 

His  hobbies  are  Juice  and  the  Movies.  You'll 
notice  Juice  is  first.  We'll  never  predict  any  trouble 
with  the  generators  on  his  ship. 

"No!     Come   here,    you   work 
that  prob  this  way." 

"Good    show  at  the  Republic 
this  Saturday." 

Sub  Squad  (4,  5,  2,  I). 
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Anthony  Kennedy,  Jr. 
Philadelphia,  Pennsylvania 
"Goat"  "Knickers" 

TONY  hails  from  the  environs  of  the  "City  of 
Brotherly  Love",  but  anyone  expecting  to 
find  in  him  anything  resembling  Quaker  character- 
istics is  doomed  to  disappointment.  In  fact,  he  is 
one  of  our  most  hot-headed  Southerners,  and  claims 
Virginia  as  his  native  state.  If  you  are  thirsting  for 
an  argument  you  will  find  Tony  at  all  times  ready 
to  fight  over  any  phase  of  the  Civil  War,  from 
State's  Rights  to  Appomattox. 

With  that  dashing  air  of  his,  that  far-off",  wistful 
look  in  his  eyes,  coupled  with  a  line  that  would 
make  C.  Alphonso  turn  green  with  envy,  it  is  no 
wonder  that  our  Tony  is  a  veritable  Beau  Brummel 
with  the  ladies.  Almost  any  evening  you  will  find 
him  penning  a  billet  doux  to  some  sweet  young 
thing,  or  boning  Cosmo.  Tony  has  always  treated 
the  Academics  with  cool  disdain,  possessing  that 
rare  ability  of  maintaining  a  good  class  standing 
with  a  minimum  of  effort.  His  host  of  friends  will 
miss  his  sincere  manner  and  true  Southern  hospital- 
ity in  the  years  to  come. 

"Now  you  d — d  Yankees — ." 

Lucky  Bag  Staff  '21 ; 
Class  Pin  Committee; 
Expert  Rifleman; 
Class  Soccer  (3). 


Wendell  Smith  Taylor 

Hennessey,  Oklahoma 

"  Timbuck"  "Mike"  "Stud" 

WHEN  they  took  this  boy  to  the  strength  test 
room  he  turned  to  and  calmly  tore  up  all  the 
machines,  when  the  instructor  gasped  "passed"  and 
ordered  new  ones.  In  the  fire-room  Youngster 
cruise — "Hey  Taylor,  here's  your  relief."  But 
from  out  the  bunker  came  a  western  drawl,  "Aw, 
I'm  just  a  gittin'  warmed  up.    This  is  fruit." 

His  hardest  battles  have  been  with  the  Academic 
Department  and  the  swimming  pool.  The  All- 
Academics  cheated  him  from  participation  in  football 
for  two  years,  but  Second  Class  year  he  fooled  'em, 
and  made  the  team. — Rose  to  the  occasion,  and 
became  one  of  "Bob's"  fast,  fighting,  aggressive, 
etc.,  etc. 

He  thought  nothing  of  jumping  twenty-three  feet 
or  so  with  the  track  squad,  but  the  swimming  pool 
being  forty  feet  wide  had  him  baffled.  As  he  would 
say  himself,    "I  can  swim  fine  on  the  bottom." 

A  Red  Mike  for  two  years,  he  fell  at  last,  hard — ■ 
reckless  ?  Tell  us  about  your  little  excursion  in  dis- 
guise, Taylor. 

He's  been  busy,  as  a  glance  below  will  show,  but 
his  greatest  victory  was  over  the  Academic  Depart- 
ment, and  he  more  than  earned  it. 

Football  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1);  N*  (2); 

NA  (4);  N  (i); 

Track  Squad  (4,  3,2,1);  N  (3);  NA  (4). 


William  Henry  Hamilton 

Huntington  Valley,  Pennsylvania 

"Hamie"  "Bill"  "Farad" 

"QTILL  water  runs  deep",  and  to  those  of  us 
O  who  know  him,  this  is  a  fitting  epithet.  Quiet 
by  nature,  he  spends  most  of  his  time  in  thinking, 
rather  than  talking,  and  this  is  probably  the  reason 
for  his  good  judgment  and  common  sense. 

Thinking  is  only  one  of  the  things  he  can  do,  how- 
ever, and  his  N**  bear  testimony  to  it.  All  of  us 
have  followed  him  on  the  field  and  seen  him  shine 
to  advantage  while  downing  the  grey.  A  great 
crash,  wild  scrambling,  a  scene  of  arms  and  legs 
wildly  waving  in  a  confused  mass,  and,  when  we  see 
Ham's  head  emerge,  we  know  he  has  merely  taken 
out  the  interference. 

For  gentler  hobbies  he  has  two — "caulking  off" 
and  food.  He  claims  that  sleeping  during  study 
hour  is  highly  invigorating  and  recommends  it  for 
your  approval,  although  the  accusation  of  being 
savvy  is  arousing.  As  for  food,  that  is  one  of  life's 
greater  pleasures,  and  it  was  in  pursuit  of  this  pas- 
time that  he  won  the  nickname  "Farad". 

"Is  there  anything  in  the  lesson 

that  I   should    know?     All  right 

then,  I'll  turn  in." 

Football  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
N**(3,2);N(1);    ' 
Class  Lacrosse  (4); 
Lacrosse  Squad  (4,  3,  2, 1); 
Class  Boxing  (2); 
Numerals  (2). 

143 


^l//1uM^Mir'Ir,Ji/LJJ//Ll/l,Ij/LM,l,I^ 


■*m^m\~  ^ity 


Douglas  Rammelsburg  Burkham 
Lawrenceburg,  Indiana 
"Doug"  " Burk" 

"rTTvHIS   is   the   sixth   year   I've   been   carrying   a 

A  Springfield."  That's  Doug's  explanation  of 
his  extended  relationship  with  the  restrictions  of 
reveille  and  taps.  These  eventful  years  have  con- 
vinced him  that  he  really  likes  the  Navy,  and  no 
blame  can  ever  be  placed  on  Burkham's  shoulders  if 
he  doesn't  make  many  another  happy  cruise. 

Douglas  has  always  firmly  insisted  that  women 
never  worry  him.  But  the  argument  about  his 
obligations  soon  lost  its  strength.  His  interest  if 
not  his  anxiety,  has  certainly  been  keenly  aroused  at 
various  encounters,  and  his  love  of  the  fireside  is 
some  day  going  to  result  in  his  undoing. 

Whole-heartedness  is  the  keynote  of  Doug's  life. 
Little  has  many  an  enraptured  drag  realized  that 
only  a  few  hours  previous  her  radiant  partner  was 
desperately  wrapped  around  a  Thermo  book,  with  a 
tragic  look  in  those  apparently  dreamy  eyes.  But 
his  sincerity  is  at  its  pinnacle  when  his  saying, 
"Don't  wake  me  up  until  formation." 

"Do  I  look  healthy  today?" 

"What  did  she  mean  by  that?" 

Crew  Squad  (4); 
Class  Basketball  (3,  1). 


William  Andrew  Riley 

Wolcott,  New  York 

"Bill"  "Andy" 

THE  old  saying  goes  that  still  water  runs  deep. 
Consequently  you  will  probably  be  surprised 
to  know  that  Bill  is  a  snake.  Yes,  our  own  sweet 
William  scores  on  the  mail  man  every  morning  and 
always  gets  a  fleet  of  multi-colored  envelopes 
addressed  in  dainty  feminine  hands.  One  of  the 
reasons  Bill  came  in  the  Navy  was  his  natural 
inclination  as  a  water  dog.  He  has  plotted  many  a 
course  across  the  old  swimming  pool  and  back. 

Once  warmed  up  by  Plebe  year  he  began  to  lay 
the  Academics  low,  but  being  modest  he  didn't 
deliberately  star.  He  plays  a  mean  game  of  hide 
the  ear,  as  David  can  tell  you. 

When  it  comes  to  Navy  spirit,  Bill's  back  of  the 
team  heart  and  soul.  If  he  lands  in  Sing  Sing  he'll 
manage  somehow  to  be  at  the  Game.  Best  of  luck, 
Bill,  in  the  days  to  come. 

"Why,  I  didn't  get  a  1.0  in  that  P-Work." 

"These  cits  get  away  with  murder.  A  guy  at 
Syracuse  told  me — ." 

Crew  Squad  (4); 
Class  Basketball  (5,  2,  1); 
Class  Track  {2,  1); 
Sub  Squad  {4,  3,  2). 
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Frederick  Massie  Hughes 
Selma,  Alabama 
Freddie "  " Massie'" 

"TT  7"HAT  ya  say  boy?"     Massa  is  coming  on  the 

VV  range,  and  his  four  years  at  the  Academy 
haven't  changed  his  Southern  dialect  and  accent 
any  more  than  they  have  his  taste  for  watermelon. 
Freddie  hails  from  way  down  South.  However, 
he  is  a  wearer  of  the  green  and  has  a  true  Irish- 
man's looks,  nature  and  heart. 

The  boy  came  crawling  back  from  Youngster 
leave  with  that  long,  gone  look  in  his  eyes  and  he 
hasn't  recovered  from  that  awful  fall  yet.  Massie 
struts  the  broken  suspender  and  sometimes  forgets 
the  one  back  home.  Ask  him  about  the  Dutch 
"race  horse"  or  the  "Death  Defying  Dummy." 

Massie  showed  us  that  he's  got  the  stuff  when  he 
won  his  N*  and  also  tossed  some  of  the  wrestlers 
who  came  down  here  with  high  hopes.  With  his 
affable  manners  and  manly  qualities  he  is  sure  to 
succeed  when  he  gets  out  in  the  world. 

"I  didn't  quite  get  to  work  in  Dago  this  morning." 

Football  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1);  N*  (2);  NA  (3); 
Wiestling  Squad  (.?,  2,1);  WNAT  (2); 
Hop  Committee  (2,  1). 


John  Gerhardt  Crommei.in,  Jr. 

Montgomery,  Alabama 

"Crom"  "Whitey"  "Chick" 

HERE  he  is  folks,  the  typical  Southern'gentle- 
man,  fond  of  dogs,  little  children,  and  pretty 
women.  When  at  the  University  of  Virginia  he 
showed  signs  of  savviness,  and  in  his  four  years  here 
he  has  strutted  his  stuff. 

Plebe  year  "Whitey"  had  a  rough  time  trying'to 
show  the  Upper  Classmen  that  Plebes  didn't  run  a 
Chinese  laundry;  nevertheless,  when  going  through 
the  4th  wing  he  was  fond  of  playing  fire  horse. 

"Crom"  got  rid  of  his  miniature  in  quick  fashion 
Second  Class  leave,  and  although  not  a  snake,  when 
he  drags  he  insists  on  a  forty.  At  the  Penn  State 
Game  he  had  great  success  in  the  preliminary 
scrimmage  on  the  Walton  Roof  where  he  scored  a 
touchdown. 

"Chick's"  athletic  career  has  been  with  Spike 
Webb's  fighters.  He  carries  a  mean  wallop  with 
which  he  fought  his  way  to  the  squad  Second  Class 
year.  His  off  time  has  been  spent  with  the  class 
teams. 

Velvet  Joe  says  anybody  who  loves  dogs  and  little 
children  can't  go  wrong,  so  luck 
to  you,  boy — a  true  friend,  a  good 
pal  and  a  real  shipmate. 

Boxing  Squad  (2,  1); 

BNAT  (2); 

Class  Football  (4,  3,1). 
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Samuel  Pancoast  Comly,  Jr. 
Woodbury,  New  Jersey 
"Sam"  " Sammie" 

SAM  came  to  us  with  a  dash  of  salt  already  in  his 
grizzly  hair.  He  has  that  happy  characteristic, 
however,  of  being  a  Navy  junior  without  wanting 
to  post  the  fact  on  every  bulletin  board.  The 
Academic  Department  has  tried  on  several  occasions 
to  bother  Sam,  but  he  persistently  manages  to  prove 
himself  more  than  a  match  for  Tecumseh. 

The  pernicious  habits  hold  our  hero  firm  in  their 
grip.  First,  he  wings  a  mean  mashie,  especially  at 
the  19th  hole,  and  second,  he  has  an  uncanny  way 
of  producing  a  surplus  of  trumps  in  the  local  bridge 
tournaments. 

And  neither  is  Samuel  seen  in  the  stag  line  at  the 
hops.  He  bravely  drags  a  4.0  or  pushes  his  lamented 
1.8  with  the  selfsame  soulful  grin.  Djer-Kiss  and 
TNT  mean  the  same  to  him. 

Sam  is  always  in  search  of  the  silver  lining  al- 
though he  has  often  found  only  coaling  clothes. 
With  his  agreeable  disposition  and  winning  smile  he 
will  man  the  ole  rake  and  hoe  with  Navy  wim  and 
wigor. 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2). 


David  Abercrombie 

Brooklyn,  New  York 

"Ab"  "Abe"  "Dave" 

AB  may  be  small  but  he  is  surely  concentrated. 
A  Lacrosse  men  and  Academics  have  the  same 
chance  to  live  when  he  is  after  them.  He  revels  in 
the  blood-shed  of  the  sport,  but  indulges  in  the 
Academics  merely  to  show  the  Profs  they  can't 
haze  everybody  all  the  time. 

He  is  a  serious  kid  and  when  he  sets  his  mind,  note 
the  positive  look  in  his  eye  advising  for  bystanders 
an  attitude — just  present,  not  voting. 

There  have  been  femmes  to  make  Dave  tingle  but 
the  average  fazes  him  like  a  gnat  might  an  alligator. 

Terrible  as  may  be  his  thirst  for  knowledge,  to  his 
craving  for  moose-blood  it  is  a  mere  bagatelle.  Leave 
means  life  in  the  real  out-doors  to  Ab  and,  boy,  how 
we  love  his  call  to  the  wild  when  windows  go  up  in 
the  dead  of  Winter. 

Anyway — we  don't  know  a  boy  who  plays  harder 
when  he  plays,  or  works  harder  when  he  works;  he 
is  a  patented  mixture  of  brains,  good-humor,  com- 
mon sense  and  likability.  We  think  he  will  manage 
to  survive. 

Lacrosse  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1);  LNAT  (3); 
Class  Lacrosse  (4); 
Expert  Rifleman; 
Lucky  Bag. 
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Peter  William  Haas,  Jr. 

Scranton,  Pennsylvania 
"Pete"  " Hawkshaw" 

PETE  joined  us  as  a  mere  child,  but  displayed 
the  wisdom  of  an  infant  prodigy.  Even  now  he 
evinces  child-like  qualities. 

While  wintering  at  Bobbie's  War  College  he  made 
frequent  trips  to  Baltimore,  along  with  other  ambi- 
tious and  enterprising  candidates,  and  became  well 
known  in  certain  sections. 

He  is  seldom  seen  with  the  fair  ones,  having  gone 
so  badly  unsat  his  first  attempt  he  gave  up  all  hopes 
of  attaining  a  passing  mark.  Plebe  year  he  enter- 
tained the  old  twelfth  company  with  tales  of  his 
wild  adventures.  At  present  his  line  consists  of 
descriptions  of  his  Norske — Skaal. 

Pete  expects  to  go  in  for  submarines  and  work 
his  way  up  from  the  bottom.  Here's  hoping  he 
doesn't  spend  all  his  time  there. 

His  favorite  argument  is  arguing  who  started  the 
argument,  and  his  motto  is  "Give  me  fast  horses 
and  good-looking  women".  He  claims  he  knows  a 
good-looking  horse  when  he  sees  one. 

Class  Basketball  (4,  3,  2); 
Class  Lacrosse  (4,  3,  2); 
Lucky  Bag. 
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William  John  McCafferty 

Locust  Gap,  Pennsylvania 

"Clipper"  "Mac" 

CLIPPER  came  to  us  from  the  Gap  after  having 
finished  one  of  those  "especially  for  candidates 
to  the  Naval  Academy"  war  college  courses  in 
Annapolis.  Clipper  has  always  cherished  the  desire 
of  "Following  the  Sea",  you  could  tell  that  by  the 
way  he  handled  a  cat-boat  Plebe  summer. 

Mac  sort  of  stepped  out  at  the  Commodore  on  his 
second  trip  to  New  York,  in  fact  there  he  showed  his 
respect  for  his  superiors  by  just  merely  obeying  the 
commands  of  the  nth  deck  M.  C.  Of  course  the 
Gap  has  been  graced  by  his  annual  appearance  in 
September,  but  whether  or  not  there  has  been  any 
prowling  M.  C.  there  Clipper  does  not  care  to 
discuss.  Clipper  is  a  real  Red  Mike,  although  there 
are  exceptions  to  all  rules. 

Clipper  has  been  runner  up  for  honors  on  23's 
five  fathom  shot.  From  time  to  time  his  battles 
with  the  Ac  Department  caused  him  a  little  trouble 
but  absolutely  no  worry — he  refuses  to  worry. 

"Now  who  started  that  argument?" 

Class  Lacrosse  (5,  2). 
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Frank  Doudiet  Weir 

Brooklyn,  New  York 

"Cootie"   "Grandpa" 

LOOK  at  that  perfectly  adorable  Chinese  mid- 
j  shipman  standing  over  there,  \Jvzl\z  dear!!  Oh, 
who-o-o-o  is  he-e-e-e? 

Sh! — that's  Cootie.  But,  he's  promised.  At 
least  she  says  so.  (sniff-sniff) — and  he's  so  young 
too. 

Yes,  Cootie  is  young,  but  he  is  learning  fast.  He 
shaved  four  times  last  term,  chewed  tobacco  by 
request  Plebe  year,  and  on  Second  Class  leave  he 
tried  to  get  rough  with  a  buzz  saw.  May  the  shades 
of  his  Pekingese  predecessors  protect  all  ventures 
from  crossing  his  path  from  now  on. 

In  spite  of  all  his  defects,  or  if  you  will,  assets, 
including  staggered  knees,  antedeluvian  profile,  and 
wide  grin,  our  Grandpa  has  managed  to  take  the 
Academics  easily,  women  seriously,  soccer  studiously 
and  the  Cosmo  as  a  soothing  syrup. 

"Honest.     I've  fooled  you  all  the  time." 

Lucky  Bag  Staff; 
Log  (4,  3); 

Class  Soccer  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
Rifle  Squad  (4,  3,  2); 
Expert  ^Rifleman. 


Valentine  Linn  Pottle 

Brooklyn,  New  York 

"Val"  "Wop"  "Puddle"  "Poodle" 

DEAR  Susie; 
You  know  we  have  roommates  here,  and  I  do 
wish  you  could  see  mine.  His  name  is  Valentine. 
He  maintains  that  there  is  not  a  girl  in  the  country 
that  could  interest  him.  He  must  have  gotten  tired 
of  having  them  run  after  him  when  he  was  a  wee 
soldier  boy.  He  really  is  beautiful  you  know.  But 
he'll  make  a  wonderful  Valentine  for  the  girl  that  is 
wise  enough  to  catch  him. 

Around  here  he  is  chiefly  famous  as  an  artist  of  no 
mean  ability,  and  along  with  all  his  talents  for 
drawing,  decorating,  criticizing,  and  the  like  he  has 
developed  quite  an  artistic  temperament.  Things 
that  appear  as  large  sized  jobs  to  others  are  as  easy 
for  him  as  sipping  a  cup  of  tea  is  to  Pansy,  but  he 
has  hit  shallow  water  with  the  Cits  on  several  oc- 
casions. 

If  you  ever  get  to  know  him  real  well,  ask  him 
about  his  "Deck  Boat"  and  his  famous  "How  to 
stand  one  in  grease".  He's  really  quite  a  budding 
author  on  those  lines. 

"She's  Jewish,  ain't  she?" 

"Bet  she's  got  red  hair." 

Lucky  Bag  Staff; 

Rifle  Squad  (4,  3,  2); 

Log  (4,3,  2); 

Gymkhana  Committee  (2,  J); 

Class  Ring  Committee; 

Expert  Rifleman. 
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Wendell  Charles  Fowler 

San  Antonio,  Texas 

"Pansy"   "Red"   "Cauliflower" 

THE  original  business  and  efficiency  expert — 
stock  tickers — advertising  agencies — Plebe 
stenographers  and  messengers — check  books — ledg- 
ers— and  such  like.  Not  satisfied  with  trifles  like 
the  Log  and  Lucky  Bag,  he  skippered  the  Y.  M.  C. 
A.'s  checks  just  to  keep  his  hand  in.  And  his  books 
usually  balance,  proving  his  ability  as  a  business 
manager. 

"Useful  Pansy"  loves  the  ladies.  He'll  take  care 
of  any  woman  irrespective  of  age,  looks,  and  other 
kindred  subjects  just  for  the  pure  joy  of  having 
someone  to  listen  sympathetically  to  his  pedagogical 
line,  the  child  of  his  reciprocating  cerebrum — or 
something  like  that. 

"Considering  the  possibility  of  a  tangential  com- 
ponent arising  in  the  original  consideration  of  the 
frictional  element,  we  may  presume  with  theoretical 
accuracy  to  deduce  the  probability  by  differential 
solution  of  the  logarithmic  functions." — Meaning 
he's  figuring  out  his  chances  of  getting  a  letter  from 
one  of  his  Texan  debutantes. 

However,  we  congratulate  him.  He  has  not  only 
burned  untold  gallons  of  the  midnight  oil  and  made 
most  respectable  marks,  but  he's  also  grown  fat 
doing  it. 

Manager  Lucky  Baz; 

Log  (4,  3,  2); 

Advertising  Manager  Log  (2); 

Treasurer  Y.  M.  C.  A.  (2); 

Y.  M.  C.  A.  Board  (/). 


Frank  Hamilton  Lamson-Scribner 

Marion,  Ohio 

"  Scrib"  "Duke"  " Scripps-Booth" 

TO  attempt  to  describe  this  aspiring  son  of 
Neptune  calls  to  mind  a  vivid  picture  of  a 
lonesome  telegraph  pole,  with  a  mass  of  wires  at  the 
top  to  represent  hair.  But  he  can  never  think  of  a 
far-a-way  state  to  which  he  writes  interesting  look- 
ing letters,  getting  up  at  most  any  hour  of  the 
morning  in  order  to  write  them  early,  and  retiring 
late  having  written  others.  Verily  he  believes  in 
the  old  one  about  "Distance — ,  etc". 

His  bids  to  fame  lie  in  the  continuous  pursuit  of 
athletic  honors  in  Fall  and  Winter,  but  Spring  finds 
him  a  chronic  member  of  caulking  squads  and  the 
Radiator  Club.  He  succumbs  to  violent  attacks  of 
spring  fever  and  desires  for  excitement,  the  two 
alternately  prevailing. 

He  invariably  denies  any  accusation  that  there 
was  something  unusual  the  night  he  took  a  friend 
home  from  a  hop  in  D.  C,  and  suddenly  appeared 
at  the  car  all  dismantled  and  in  a  great  hurry,  but 
we  are  inclined  to  wonder  who  interfered. 

Football  Squad  (3); 
Water-Polo  Numerals  (3,  2); 
Lucky  Bag  Staff; 
Class  Football  {4,  2,1). 
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Aaron  Putnam  Storrs,  3rd. 

Oweo,  New  York 
"Ape"  "Put"  "Goof  "Polio" 

PUT  is  particular  about  most  things  and  especial- 
ly about  that  last  part.  Don't  forget  the 
"third",  for  that  is  a  mighty  important  part. 

"Hey,  Storrs,  what's  the  Nav  lesson?" 

"Huh?"  (Never  saw  it  fail.) 

"It  never  rains  but  what  it  pours,"  and  give  Put 
a  chance  to  moan  and  sob  over  some  paltry  matter 
and  life  will  be  "rotten".  His  favorite  manner  of 
repartee;   "I'm  not  greasy;   I'm  just  conscientious." 

During  his  Academic  career  he  has  tried  hard  to 
be  an  athlete,  and  conscientious  endeavor  in  that 
way  is  not  to  be  ridiculed.  We  can't  all  be  N  crossed 
oar  men,  because  there  must  be  a  gang  of  "mud- 
diggers"  to  keep  the  good  ones  at  work. 

"Where's  the  mail,  assistant?  I  know  I  got  a 
letter.  Why,  I  did  not;  I  only  got  six  yesterday. 
Well,  what  if  I  did,  I  only  wrote  seven.  What,  I 
didn't  get  any?  Well — **  ?  Look  again  please,  will 
you?     Huh?     No  mail?     Something's  wrong." 

Yes,  something  is  wrong. 

Crew  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1),  Numerals  (4); 
Wrestling  Squad  (2,  1),  Numerals  (3) 


William  Donald  Anderson 
Streator,  Illinois 

"Chub"  "Andy"  "Frugal  Scotchman" 

"XX  7" HAT'S  the  matter,  has  he  got  you  down?" 
VV  "Hit  him,  don't  take  anything  off  him." 
In  this  manner  does  he  champion  the  downtrodden 
and  cause  conflict  between  two  previously  peaceful 
friends,  himself  the  referee  as  to  "fast  ones",  and 
points.  Sunday  may  be  well  spent  in  keeping  the 
"Jew"  from  sleeping  when  slumber  fails  to  answer 
his  call  in  church,  writing  letters,  and  sleeping; 
9:25  p.  m.  brings  the  toothbrush  as  a  reminder  that 
9:30  and  a  piroutte  for  the  downy  four  poster  are 
close  at  hand.  At  times  the  anticipation  of  a  good 
bullfest  will  lure  him  to  momentarily  postpone  the 
dive  for  the  sheets,  in  which  contest  a  glorious 
crowning  of  a  full  day  may  be  had  by  obtaining  a 
rise  out  of  "Put"  or  by  draping  one  on  the  "Jew" 
or  the  "Fat-Boy".  Nature  endowed  "Andy"  with 
a  strong  prejudice  to  physical  effort,  but  he  over- 
comes this  long  enough  each  year  to  bring  up  the 
'23  Class  average  in  biscuitballs,  and  was  right  there 
with  the  boys  when  they  chalked  up  the  big  victory 
Second  Class  year. 

"Hey,  Satchel,  turn  around,  I  wanna  get  by." 

Class  Basketball  (4,  3,  2,  1). 
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Nevett  Steele 
Baltimore,  Maryland 

" Fat  Boy"  "Nathan"  " Steelvitch" 

THE  Fat  Boy  is  a  distinct  atavism.  Sometime 
in  the  18th  century  in  Merrie  England  there 
lived  a  typical  Anglo-Saxon  country  gentleman, 
whose  social  responsibility  and  physique  struggled 
for  predominence.  In  the  words  of  an  ensign  of 
memory  held  dear,  "where  does  that  little  fat  red- 
faced  youngster  room?"  As  for  his  venture  in  the 
whirl,  none  of  the  old  families  of  Annapolis  feel  that 
the  affair  has  been  a  success  without  the  Fat  Boy's 
attendance. 

The  original  handicap  of  Baltimore  has  been  par- 
tially overcome.  He  attempted  wrestling,  re-exams., 
and  extra  duty  in  commendable  repetition  until  the 
advent  of  "positive  action".  He  never  could  be 
satisfied  in  the  matter  of  a  seat  in  the  movies,  even 
if  all  the  D.  O.  wanted  was  his  initial. 

Owings  Mills  is  the  tasteful  little  title  of  his  country 
home.  Maybe  the  country  has  helped  him  to  out- 
grow the  city. 

"When  are  you  draggin'  again,  Fat  Boy?" 

"Aw,  she's  comin'  down  with  a  youngster  for  the 
Easter  Hop." 

Lucky  Bag  Staff; 

Class  Lacrosse  (3,  2); 

Class  Wrestling  (2); 

Extra  Duty  Squad  (4,  5,  2,  1). 


Edgar  Hoffman  Myers 

Cardington,  Ohio 
"Abe"  "Rabbi"  "Adonis" 


WHERE  are  you  from,  mister?" 
"f 


Coshocton,  Ohio,  Sir." 

"Co— what?" 

"Well,  my  father  has  moved  to  a  small  town 
now."  And  thus  spoke  the  apostle  of  Hebraism 
versus  Hellenism.  As  a  mere  child,  in  which  stage 
he  is  still,  he  was  noted  as  a  runner,  but  unfor- 
tunately the  supply  of  Tanlac  gave  out  and  he  now 
holds  down  the  responsible  position  of  track  man- 
ager. 

Often  he  "creates  grave  doubt"  especially  the 
time  he  ordered  two  hundred  sheets  of  stationery 
and  when  it  arrived  counted  each  one  and  reported 
two  hundred  present.  In  church  he  translates  the 
Bible  from  the  original,  that  is  when  he  stays  awake 
long  enough,  but  strange  as  it  may  seem  he  is 
always  asleep  when  the  contribution  box  is  passed. 

Being  more  or  less  of  a  suspicious  nature  it  took 

some  convincing  arguments  to  get  him  to  drag  but 

once   corralled   he    always   said,    "Well,    I'll   try   it 

once  more  for  I  haven't  been  bricked  yet."    He  really 

means  many  times. 

Lucky  Bag  Staff; 
Manager  Track  Team; 
Class  Soccer  (3). 
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Graham  Newell  Fitch 

Washington,  D.  C. 

Deacon        Lover 

OUIET,  dogged  and  determined,  this  lad  came 
to  us  from  the  Army.  These  characteristics 
soon  won  him  the  unassuming  but  never-the-less 
eminent  title  of  Deacon.  Although  he  does  appar- 
ently forget  that  cognomen  and  has  become  a  fusser 
of  no  mean  skill.  One  of  the  fair  ones  sent  him  a 
delicious  cake  one  carefully  concealed  birthday  with 
a  note  of  added  sweetness  attached.  After  the 
resultant  brooming  he  had  an  weakened  desire  for 
birthday  cake  and  concluded  his  letter  of  thanks 
with  "woman,  use  discretion". 

The  Academic  battle  has  never  seemed  to  worry 
him.  Each  term  he  slips  by  with  the  necessary 
2.5  tucked  securely  up  his  sleeve.  Perhaps  the  three 
characteristics  have  helped. 

His  efforts  at  wrestling  wouldn't  frighten  Strong- 
fort,  but  he  managed  to  eat  wrestling  table  toast 
intermittently  through  two  or  three  seasons,  ending 
each  year  on  the  class  team. 

"Gee,  wife,  is  that  the  right  answer?  I  didn't  get 
but  half  that." 


Marion  Joseph  Duncan 
Silex,  Missouri 

"Mariner"  "Farmer"  "Piggy" 

NO,  you're  wrong,  This  is  not  Tarzan;  it's  our 
own  corn-fed  baby  from  Missouri.  He  is 
from  Missouri  in  more  than  one  respect.  Like  the 
famous  animal  from  his  state,  he  can  work  like  the 
devil  under  provocation.  Nuff  sed — comparisons 
are  odious.  If  there  is  a  man  proud  of  his  state  it  is 
the  Farmer. 

"Where  are  you  from.  Mister?" 

"Missouri,  sir." 

"Put  her  there,  old  man." 

Farmer's  main  ambitions  are  to  drag  the  Presi- 
dent's daughter  and  to  graduate  from  this  military 
school  for  boys. 

Although  a  Corn-husker,  he  has  always  had  a 
strong  leaning  toward  the  happy,  care-free  life  of  a 
sailor.  Even  in  the  days  when  he  skippered  a  ferry 
across  the  bath-tub  he  showed  a  tendency  toward 
Navigation.  His  full  glory  was  reached  during 
Second  Class  year,  when  he  was  formally  christened 
Mariner. 

A  snake  among  snakes,  a  week  is  ruined  if  a  Satur- 
day passes  without  finding  him  heaving  a  heavy  (?) 
line  to  some  fair  fragile. 

"Mister  Duncan,  did  you  bone  this  lesson?" 

"These  women  ruin  mv  marks." 
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Wrestling  Squad  (4);  Numerals  (3,  2); 
Tennis  Squad  (3);  Numerals  (3); 
Class  Tennis  (2). 
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Howell  Church  Fish 

Bath,  New  York 

"  Gussie  "   " Fishie-Wishie  " 

SOME  men  knock  off  strong  liquor  for  milk 
because  of  the  love  of  a  young  bobbed  haired 
blond,  and  still  others  because  they  have  no  liking 
for  it.  In  Kewpie's  case,  the  last  reason  is  thrown 
out  as  irrelevant,  take  a  look  at  his  bushy  hair, 
and  then   make  your  guess — we  make  ours!! 

Gus  has  been  fortunate  (or  unfortunate)  enough 
to  have  had  several  love  affairs,  violent  ones,  since 
he  has  been  amongst  us.  In  one  instance  he  was 
hit  so  hard  that  he  couldn't  eat  and  even  bilged  his 
easiest  subject,  English. 

Gussums  is  not  only  a  good  swimmer,  having  made 
a  block  N  his  Plebe  year,  a  savoir,  and  a  lover,  but 
he  has  also  shown  great  matchmaking  ability.  A 
very  short  breakfast  with  his  roommate  so  impressed 
a  young  lady  that  she  named  her  teddy  bear  "Billv 
Burford". 

Nobody  can  predict  much  about  Gus's  future  as 
a  naval  officer  but  we  are  sure  of  one  thing — he  will 
be  in  love — as  usual. 

"Three  Martinis,  waiter." 

"Waiter,  change  that  order  to  two  Martinis  and 
one  glass  of  milk"  (Gus). 

-   Swimming  Squad  (4,  3,  2); 
Block  N  (4);  SNT  (3);  SNAT  (2); 
Olympic  Trip  (3); 
Lucky  Bag. 


William  Page  Burford 
Seattle,  Washington 

"Silly  BilV  "Battling" 

MODESTY  and  a  brazen  conscience  have  left 
no  trace  on  the  frank,  manly  countenance  to 
mark  the  increasing  struggle  within.  His  favorite 
saying — "Don't  know  why  it  is  I'm  so  good  looking — " 
is  in  direct  opposition  to  his  myriad  tales  of  feminine 
conquest.  But  one  point  remains  in  doubt — whether 
his  magnetic  smile,  or  prodigal  physique,  is  more 
effective. 

During  Ac  year  he  divides  his  time  bewailing  the 
obvious  prejudice  and  envy  of  some  departments  in 
doling  low  marks  (which  he  rates)  and  praising  the 
sincere  justice  of  those  misled  and  beguiled  into 
giving  him  over  a  3.0. 

On  a  cruise,  his  unwilling  guardian  is  sure  to  be 
frantic  preserving  the  local  talent,  police,  and 
architecture.  In  Christiania  his  affection  evinced 
itself,  toward  the  end  of  a  long  liberty,  in  soundly 
bussing  his  keeper,  who  had  a  stiff  neck  and  couldn't 
repulse  the  advances.  Several  Norskies  openly 
approved  the  evident  regard  which  the  jung  sffitzieren 
held  each  other. 

Thanks   crowd — carry  on   all 

along. 
Tremendous    biceps    working 
in  unison." 

Wrestling  Squad  (3); 
Numerals; 
Tennis  Squad  (4). 
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Walter  Eugene  Browning 

Ogden,  Utah 

"Walt"  "Possum"  " Agricola"   "Swede" 

WHOA!  Lochinvar — make  way  for  Agricola, 
our  possum,  the  pride  of  the  Mormon  country. 

Dignity,  that's  the  word  for  it  folks,  dignity  and 
six  feet  of  it  in  his  stockings.  Plebe  year  and  it's 
exactions  didn't  give  him  a  quiver.  We  have  seen 
him  ooze  down  the  corridor  like  a  goldfish,  outdo 
Caruso  upside  down  in  a  shower,  recite  Rangy  Lil 
with  gusto,  and  still  keep  his  feathers  unruffled.  It's 
no  trick,  just  honest  dignity.  Straight  from  the 
wild  and  fussy  west,  cactus  burrs  in  his  trousers 
and  sand  fleas  in  his  hair,  Agricola  brushed  the 
mountain  mud  off  his  boots  and  hung  up  his  sign. 
We  call  him  Possum  for  sleep.  It  isn't  beauty  sleep 
but  downright  slumber. 

Studying  doesn't  bother  him.  The  intricacies  of 
steam  just  don't  exist.  He  knows  it  by  birth-right 
and  for  asking  will  put  you  wise.  Six  feet  of  where- 
withal are  no  deterent  to  a  crew  man  and  have 
resulted  in  four  years  on  the  water  for  Walt.  It  has 
been  a  big  job  but  not  too  big  for  a  big  man. 

Crew  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  /); 
Crew  Numerals  (4);  N  A  (3); 
Expert  Rifleman. 


Vincent  Paul  Conroy 
Ogden,  Utah 

"Fin"  "Lil'  Eddie"     " '  Whymcycle" 

"TX  TELL  now,  just  let  me  tell  you  something." 
W  Vin's  at  it  again,  stringing  them  along  with 
his  smooth,  unconvincing  line.  Yes,  boys,  here  we 
have  a  wild  Irishman  tempered  by  a  Mormon  en- 
vironment, and  Oh!  how  handsome.  Peaches  and 
cream  complexion  with  a  skin  you  love  to  touch, 
clean  shaven  at  all  times  and  in  all  places.  Early 
in  life  Vin  became  obsessed  with  the  idea  of  becom- 
ing a  great  lawyer,  and  therefore  nourished  a  hard- 
ened disregard  for  anything  "tecknickle".  However, 
he  entered  the  fold,  but  even  to  this  day  often  pon- 
ders on  "what  he  might  have  been".  Snake  and 
athlete;  a  rare  combination.  When  "Lil'  Eddie" 
dons  his  full  dress  to  "strut  his  stuff"  one  could 
hardly  believe  that  his  was  the  selfsame  hard  plung- 
ing Utah  boy  of  Georgetown  fame.  And  what  a 
line  he  hands  those  poor,  susceptible  females.  No, 
not  about  himself.  Do  not  mistake  me  for  he  is  all 
modesty.  It's  his  mannerisms  what  gets 'em.  "Aw, 
knock  it  off  will  ya." 

Football  Squad  (4,  J,  2,  1); 
Captain  (/)  N*  (3,  2);  N  (/); 
Lacrosse  Squad  (3,  2,  1),  LNT  (5,  2,  1); 
Boxing  Squad  (2,  /),  Numerals  (3); 
Wrestling  Squad  (4,  3); 
Class  Secretary  (4,  3,  2); 
Class  Ring  Committee; 
Class  Crest  Committee. 
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Robert  Connor  Bell,  Jr. 

San  Francisco,  California 

"Knight"  "Bob" 

SLOW  music  and  a  bright  spot,  Professor!  Here 
we  have  Chismolly  Bell,  regimental  Ding  Dong, 
the  handsome  king  of  the  Coca  Bolas.  Straight 
from  California,  he  came  to  us,  saw  the  Academy, 
wanted,  and  took  it.  In  fact,  Bob  has  that  very 
disconcerting  habit  of  going  after  everything  that 
looks  good  to  him,  and  the  more  unusual  habit  of 
getting   whatever   he    goes    after. 

A  beautiful  coat  of  indoor  tan,  topped  off"  by  the 
vermilion  tint  of  his  proboscis,  furnished  a  realistic 
background  for  his  vivid  tales  of  Barbary.  With  a 
fantastic  pantomine  to  illustrate  each  funny  anec- 
dote, he  can  go  from  the  sublime  to  the  ridiculous 
with  that  ease  and  grace  so  indicative  of  his  varie- 
gated personality.  We  have  seen  him,  all  dignity, 
walk  the  ballroom  floor,  and  we  have  found  him  one 
hour  later  haranguing  some  of  the  boys  upon  "The 
slipstick  gasp,  versus  the  sigh  of  unsophistication." 

It's  well  to  stand  by  for  a  hot  time  when  he  swag- 
gers in  with  his  five-striper  walk  and  his  all-famous, 

"Boys,    she   craves   my   stufF." 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1); 

Football  Squad   (4,   3,   2,   1);  NA  (3); 

Lacrosse  Squad  (5,  2,  1); 

LNAT  (3);  LNT  (2); 

Class   Baseball    (4)  ; 

Boxing   Manager    (1); 

Class    Supper    Committee. 


James  Harmon  Thach,  Jr. 
Fordyce,  Arkansas 
Jimmie 

JIMMIE  is  an  individual  of  rare  versatility. 
Combining  executive  ability  in  the  adminis- 
tration of  the  activities  of  the  football  team,  with  a 
talent  for  the  mastery  of  educational  problems,  he 
is  a  somewhat  unusual  figure  in  the  realm  of  pedago- 
gical propaganda. 

A  native  of  Arkansas,  he  is  proud  of  his  pro- 
genitors and  of  the  glorious  State  whence  he  sprang. 
The  equestrian  proclivities  engendered  at  an  early 
age  are  still  evidenced  by  the  concavity  of  his  nether 
extremities. 

His  pulchritudinousness  may  be  open  to  argument, 
and  some  there  are  that  affirm  its  non-existence.  Be 
that  as  it  may,  beyond  peradventure  of  a  doubt, 
he  has  the  propensity  of  winning  the  fair  sex,  seem- 
ingly at  will.  Jimmie  never  mixes  adjectives,  and 
his  sweet  dream-word  pictures  of  southern  fantasies 
always   soothe  the   feminine   ear. 

He  has   an   uncanny  command   of  language  and 
is   at   all   times   polysyllabic   in   his   utterances,   for 
mere  monosyllables    are    pathet- 
ically   inadequate  to  convey  his 
high-powered  ideas. 

"Well,   I  told  you  so." 

Football  Squad  (4,  3,  2); 
Manager    Football    (1); 
Baseball  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
NA;  Expert  Rifleman. 
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Harry  Dailey  McCament 

Pasadena,  California 
"Harry"  "Mac"  "Satchel" 

THE  Golden  State  has  a  reputation  for  wonder- 
ful oranges,  but  the  most  splendiferous  Sun- 
kist  she  ever  turned  out  was  our  One  and  Only  "H. 
Dailey."  He  was  shipped  here  with  plenty  of 
Juice  in  him,  but  it  was  knocked  out  of  him  Youngs- 
ter cruise  when  he  fell  from  a  lofty  turret — injured 
in    line    of    duty. 

A  modern  Demosthenes — you  have  missed  a 
big  treat  if  you  haven't  been  on  Harry's  train  on 
our  return  from  Army  games, — and  he'll  spell  out 
every  word  for  emphasis.  A  natural  leader,  and 
when  unanimously  elected  captain  in  an  emergency 
one  night  in  Halifax,  only  once  was  an  "aye  aye, 
sir"  lacking  under  his  iron  rule — result — McCament 
wins  by  a  K.  O. 

He  possesses  not  only  a  strong  will  over  men,  but 
also  a  potent  magnetism  for  the  other  sex,  and  he 
has  understandings  for  reversed-charge  phone  calls 
to  all  points  in  the  Western  Hemisphere — '"cause 
we  girls  just  love  to  talk  to  him, — no  matter  what." 

Never  worries  over  anything  but  his  eyes — those 
trying  re-exams,  the  last  of  which 
we  maintain  he  passed  on  account 
of  his  toasts  in  foreign  ports — 

"Well,   fellows,   here's    looking 
at  you." 

r  Save  some  for  McCament." 

"Now  listen,  fellows." 


Louis  Ashton  Drexler,  Jr. 

Bethany  Beach,  Delaware 

"Louie"  "Drex"  " Mooney"  "Fat-Face" 

THE  state  of  Delaware  has,  no  doubt,  produced 
many  a  sea-faring  man  but  none  to  compare 
with  our  "Lou-eye",  the  old  sea  dog  of  the  U.  S.  N. 
A.  There  is  no  need  of  asking  where  "Mooney"  is 
from,  for  it  only  takes  a  docile  ear  to  hear  the  tales 
of  the  coast  of  Delaware,  the  coastwise  schooners, 
the  coast  guard  and  every  wreck  between  Capes 
Charles  and  Henelopen. 

On  observation  one  realizes  why  he  is  called 
"Mooney"  and  "Fat-face",  for  his  rotund  counten- 
ance circumscribes  a  virile  crop  of  bush  which 
explains  the  numberless  paps — "Improperly 
shaved". 

A  great  lover  of  boats,  "Mooney"  would  rather 
watch  the  ferry  boat  than  chow,  and  that's  saying 
something.  When  our  famed  "Gov.  Harrington" 
docks,  Louie  immediately  spends  the  rest  of  the 
evening  in  expounding  nautical  terms. 

Verily  he  is  almost  a  charter  member  of  our  noble 
institution  having  spent  a  meager  six  years  in  our 
midst.  Non-regtothe  marrow,  his  name  appears  in 
all  the  records  and  is  known  by  all  the  D.  O.'s.  We 
congratulate  him — he  gets  away  with  nearly  every- 
thing he  tries. 

Class  Rifle  (2). 
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James  Raine  Andrews 

McKinney,  Texas 
"Red"  "Tex"  "Jerry" 

NOT  so  many  years  ago  the  accepted  method  for 
deciding  an  argument  in  polite  Texan  society 
was  to  see  who  could  place  a  neat  steel-capped 
pellet  of  lead  in  an  opponent's  pate.  One  of  Rojina's 
bitterest  disillusionments  was  the  discovery  that 
the  D.  O.'s  were  not  courteous  in  this  particular. 
As  a  concession  they  did  let  him  spend  his  moments 
of  meditation  and  prayer  with  everything  necessary 
to  revenge  except  said  pellet.  His  mental  energy 
would  not  be  entirely  suppressed,  however,  and  if 
he  couldn't  teach  people  by  simple  methods,  the 
finer  art  of  oratory  might  help.  To  this  end  he  has 
succeeded  in  developing  a  line  so  wicked,  varied  and 
diverse  that  English  Profs  have  been  known  to 
praise.  If  his  beloved  Texas  had  not  instilled  cer- 
tain other  principles,  Red  might  have  employed  the 
fluent  gift  in  maintaining  a  large  correspondence. 
As  it  is,  he  does  well  enough  to  keep  his  roommates 
in  a  fever  heat  of  jealous  envy.  Juice  is  a  proverb 
to  him;  ask  him  about  his  analogies  for  certain 
familiar  electrical  terms. 

"Sir,  the  rival  factions  ultimately  substantiated 
the  fundamental  assertion  of  the  Aristocratic  de- 
murrage." 


William  Walter  Davidson 

Bay  City,  Texas 

"Dave"  "Lady" 

LADY  is  the  personification  of  the  only  sure 
j  system  to  beat  the  Academics.  Applied  to 
crew  it  resulted  equally  well.  There  is  one  draw- 
back to  the  method,  however,  as  its  mainstay  is 
work.  Dave  has  never  done  anything  to  indicate 
insanity,  but  any  person  who  has  such  an  inconquer- 
able  mania  for  using  energy  violates  one  of  the 
elementary  rules  of  a  midshipman — sleep  till  you 
wake  up  and  then  eat  till  you  fall  asleep.  Unfor- 
tunately this  excellent  idea  has  never  been  fairly 
tested  by  Dave,  for  as  soon  as  he  leaves  the  Academy 
or  ship  on  leave  his  social  nature  evinces  itself. 
We've  seen  him  pull  an  oar  with  the  most  unso- 
phisticated grace  imaginable,  and  oncetheincredulous 
rabble  almost  caught  him  on  the  cruise  when  he 
volunteered  to  play  the  oom-pah,  but  since  nobody 
else  knew  what  the  darned  thing  should  sound  like, 
there  was  no  way  to  tell  whether  he  was  bluffing,  or 
coming  through — as  usual. 

"Now  listen,  if  the  current  flows  this  way,  how 
can  the  battery  know  which  way  to  work,  charge 
or  discharge?" 

Crew  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
NA  (3). 
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McFarland  Walker  Wood 

Hopkinsville,  Kentucky 

"MacF"  "Woody"  "Cousin  Mac" 

"Colonel"  "Eastport" 

STOP  four,  one  one-thousandth,  fifty  feet" — 
time  out!  Mac  is  describing  one  of  his  pic- 
tures again.  What  picture  is  it?  Oh  goodness 
gracious,  little  girl,  that  doesn't  matter;  just  notice 
the  Baltimore  Sun  efFect — dazzling!  McFarland 
came  up  from  Tulane  with  his  camera  in  his  hand, 
has  kept  it  in  his  hand  (except  in  Martinique — 
strange  the  scarcity  of  pictures  of  Martinique!), 
and  will  probably  have  it  there  at  his  funeral  to 
get  some  snaps  of  the  mourners  to  put  in  his  golden 
memory  book.  That  memory  book  is  a  far  better 
biography  than  any  pen  can  write;  there's  an  Ail- 
American  collection  of  mementos  that  will  give 
our  hero  much  to  think  about  in  the  future  (espec- 
ially should  he  acquire  a  spouse  and  she  find  them!). 

Rifle    Squad    (4); 
Class    Crest    Committee; 
Class  Ring  Committee; 
Log  (J,  2,  1); 
Lucky  Bag  Staff; 
Gymkhana    Committee. 


William  Vincent  O'Regan 

Staten  Island,  New  York 

"Micky"  "Bill"  "Harp"  "  Trixie" 

MAP  of  Ireland  ?  All  wrong  ladies.  That  is  our 
Irishman.  Straight  from  the  jungles  of  Staten 
Island  he  came  to  us,  with  untroubled  blue  eyes 
and  all  the  guile  of  the  Killarney  Lakes  in  his  smile. 
He  spoke  the  language  of  Toity-toid  street  and 
could  name  all  the  Irish  patriots  from  the  time  of 
Saint  Patrick.  Don't  get  me  all  wrong,  folks.  These 
do  not  constitute  all  his  abilities — he  excels  in  the 
glove  business,  pushing  them,  you  understand. 
Irish  confetti  and  black  eyes  were  his  apprenticeship 
and  today  he  will  fight  for  honor,  friends,  or  chow — 
Bill  gets  a  big  kick  out  of  life;  he  can  laugh  any- 
time at  'most  anything.  Music  hath  its  charms — 
the  plaintive  call  of  a  McCormack  red  seal  lifts  him 
to  the  heights  of  Illium.  Not  so  much  of  a  snake  by 
inclination,  the  Mick,  nevertheless,  frequently  dab- 
bles in  the  delights  of  Terpsichore.  Everything  is  in 
the  day's  work  with  this  Irishman,  and  his  exactions 
sit  lightly  on  his  shoulders — 

"Hully  gee,  I  thought  you  was  a  Jew,  Mickey." 

Class  President  (4,  3,  2); 

Football  Squad  (3,  2,  1),  NA  (3,  2);  N  (/); 

Baseball  Squad  (4,  3),  NA  (3); 

Basketball  Squad  (4); 

Boxing  Squad  (3,  2,  1); 

Captain  (1),  BNT  (3),  Block  N  (2); 

Recording  Secretary  Y.  M.  C.  A.  (2); 

Vice-President  Y.  M.  C.  A.  (1); 

Class  Crest  Committee; 

Class  Ring  Committee; 

Lacrosse  Squad  [2,  I). 
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Donald  Swain  MacMahan 

Long  Island,  New  York 

'■'Mar  "Don" 

GAZE  and  be  entranced,  girls.  Our  one  and 
only  "Mac",  the  boy  who  parts  his  hair  amid- 
ships and  hails  from  Woodhaven.  What?  Never 
heard  of  Woodhaven?  Why  New  York  is  just  out- 
side of  there. 

"Mac"  is  a  confirmed  fusser.  Perhaps  it  is  his 
quiet  unassuming  way  that  gets  the  gentle  sex,  but 
whatever  it  is  they  seem  to  succumb — if  the  mail 
may  be  taken  as  an  indication. 

"Now  how  old  do  you  think  I  am?"  Mac  is  at 
it  again,  trying  to  get  the  boys  to  convince  him  that 
he  is  only  sweet  sixteen.  Yes,  you  will  agree  with 
him,  he  does  look  young  in  appearance,  but  Oh!  how 
old  in  experience.  You  can't  argue  with  Mac,  for 
right  or  wrong,  his  convictions  are  his  own,  and  no 
one  short  of  Billy  Sunday  could  change  them. 

Worries?  He  has  none,  unless  it  is  how  long  he'll 
be  able  to  sleep  in  before  the  O.  W.  comes  around. 
And, — how  he  can  sleep! 

"Aw!  You  guys  knock  off  arguing  and  let's 
catch. — " 


Alvan  Reeves  Pierson,  Jr. 
New  Orleans,  Louisiana 

"Sunshine"  "Midnight" 

NO  massa,  dat  ain't  no  black  cloud  yuh  done 
see  go  by  jus'  befo'.  Dat  am  ah  boy  Sun- 
shine,— the  infant  prodigy  from  N-yawlins."  Though 
nearly  a  man  in  years  he's  a  kid  at  heart.  The  life 
of  a  party.  Smile?  Man,  you  should  see  it.  Only  once 
has  he  lost  that  smile,  and  it  so  happened  that  he 
lost  a  row  of  front  teeth  in  the  bargain. 

Despite  this  handicap,  he  earned  his  numerals  in 
Water-polo.  And  brother,  SOME  politician.  Man- 
ager of  lacrosse  and  keeper  of  the  balls;  buys  chew- 
ing gum  for  the  boys  every  week  and  sits  next  to 
the  coach  during  the  game. 

If  perchance  at  some  hop  a  handsome  olive 
complected  boy  in  full  "livery"  steams  by  at  a  speed 
ten  knots  faster  than  anyone  else,  you'll  recognize 
Sunshine.    Yes,  he's  quite  a  snake. 

Southern  girls?  Ah!  Struck  his  note  that  time. 
He  can't  resist  any  of  them,  and  the  southern 
women —  God  bless  'em —  have  a  sure  enough 
champion  in  Sunshine. 

"Boy,  wait  till  you  see  the  N-Yawlins  girls." 

Class  Baseball  (J); 
Class  Water-Polo  (5,  2), 
Numerals  (2); 
Manager  Lacrosse  (/). 
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Bruce  Herbert  Robinson 

Chandler,  Arizona 
"Slim"  "  B.  H."  "Bobbie" 

NOW  Slim  was  from  Arizona  where  the  cactus 
blooms  and  blows.  The  worst  of  it  is  he  is 
proud  of  it,  and  if  you  give  him  half  a  chance  he  will 
bust  out  some  beautiful  pictures  of  cacti  plains  and 
warm  cozy  deserts  and  claim  its  "God's  Country." 
Never  mind,  Slim,  we  all  have  our  weaknesses! 

Slim  never  let  the  All-Academics  get  the  best  of 
him  but  at  the  same  time  he  respects  his  wooden 
classmates  and  doesn't  try  to  star.  A  3.0  in  Juice 
makes  him  feel  like  a  lord  but  when  Hank  loosens 
up  with  a  3.2  in  grease  there  is  no  living  with  him. 
He  is  ambitious  but  at  the  same  time  he  is  reason- 
able. 

He  turned  blood  Second  Class  cruise,  got  a  bid 
to  the  King  of  Norway's  last  Ball,  and  still  harps  on 
how  he  and  the  Queen  skolled  14%.  Democratic, 
that's  Slim.  That  night  he  met  the  fair  Hortense, 
but  for  some  strange  reason  blonde  hair  disagrees 
with  him. 

"Hey,  Slim,  how's  the  back  pressure?" 

Log  (4,  3); 

Class  Track  (4,  3). 


Reed  Turney  Roberts 
At  Large 

"Red"  "Brick" 

BRICK  is  a  devil  of  a  good  chap  except  for  his 
feet.  Whenever  he  reqs  for  a  pair  of  shoes  the 
store  gives  him  a  couple  of  suit  cases  with  holes  in 
the  tops. 

Pinky  hailed  from  Kansas  once,  but  left  when  the 
anti-tobacco  act  was  passed  to  follow  his  Army  Dad 
around  the  Globe.  Refusing  to  go  through  the 
Point  on  the  family  reputation,  he  nonchalantly 
turned  down  the  offer  of  five  up  there  and  gave  him- 
self over  to  the  Navy. 

Ever  since  he  got  ragged  for  pink  silk  p'jams  Red 
has  had  the  idea  that  the  D.  O.'s  were  camping  on 
his  trail,  and  thought  they  all  might  be  taking  a 
shot  at  his  grease  mark. 

When  encouraged  to  talk  he'll  admit  the  authori- 
ties never  have  appreciated  his  true  worth. 

Never  mind,  Brick,  we  are  all  hoping  that  the 
old  eye  chart  will  be  just  as  plain  as  a  Fatima  ad 
when  the  time  comes  to  face  the  Medicos. 

"Hey,  Slim,  Grease  up  yet?" 

Class  Football  (J,  2); 
Class  Swimming  (2); 
Lucky  Bag  Staff; 
Crew  Squad  (4,  3). 


Justin  Stephen  Fitzgerald 

Brooklyn,  New  York 

"Gilly"  " Goopher" 

A  BLOOD-CURDLING  cry,  just  half  between  a 
hyena's  laugh  and  the  call  of  a  gopher,  pierces 
the  air.  Flee  not,  stranger,  it's  only  Gilly  being 
tickled,  and  with  the  noise  and  confusion  of  a  gen- 
eral roughhouse,  the  pride  of  Flatbush  is  in  his 
element. 

With  the  femmes,  Fitz  is  a  knockout,  but  as  far 
as  he  is  concerned  they  might  just  as  well  not  exist. 
He'll  do  anything  in  the  world  for  a  friend  except 
drag  for  him,  and  that's  asking  too  much. 

The  Rabbit  spent  two  years  skimming  over  the 
"Hoidles",  but  the  exertion  was  too  great,  so  he 
threw  away  his  chance  for  numerals  and  reverted  to 
the  indoor  sports.  Ah!  'Tis  there  he  shines.  Sing- 
ing and  whistling  are  his  minor  accomplishments 
together  with  the  weary  hours  he  passes  boning 
"Defective  Stories".  If  you  can  ever  succeed  in 
busting  him  away  from  his  magazine,  however,  you're 
in  for  a  good  time,  because  when  Gilly  is  around 
rhinoism  just  doesn't  exist. 

"Say,  boy,  I  gotta  doity  deal  all  framed  up,  but 
you  gotta  squeeze  that  it  woiks." 

Class  Track  (4,  3); 
Log  Staff  (3);^ 
Class  Swimming  (2). 


Henry  Donald  Batterton 

Malaga,  Washington 

" Soc"  "Batter-tone" 

SMUG.  No  other  word  would  characterize 
Soc  more  aptly  than  that.  His  close  clipped 
raven  locks,  and  the  cynical  smile,  would  also  lead 
one  to  suppose  that  he  was  of  the  cold  and  haughty 
type.  That  is,  before  a  close  scrutiny  of  his  eyes — 
which  give  the  secret  away.     He  is  amiable. 

Did  someone  mention  the  Radiator  Club?  He 
is  charter  member  and  secretary  of  that  organiza- 
tion. Any  winter  afternoon  (except  Wednesday, 
when  he  migrates  to  the  Circle)  you  can  find  him 
propped  up  on  his  bed  boning  a  Cosmo  and  chewing 
Juicy  Fruit.  They  say  he  keeps  a  file  of  the  Red 
Book,  too,  back  behind  the  box  of  Washington 
apples  which  he  always  seems  to  have  at  hand. 

He  doesn't  fuss.  Seems  to  be  rather  satisfied 
with  life  in  general  without  the  more  deadly  of  the 
species — but  wait.  Some  of  these  days  a  girl  is 
going  to  catch  him  out  of  his  shell  and  marry  him 
for  his  good  looks. 
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Paul  Fleming  Dugan 

Orange,  New  Jersey 
"Dug"  "Dago  Paul" 

A  TRUE  son  of  old  Killarney,  look  him  over 
perched  up  there,  he's  the  one  and  only  answer, 
to  a  lonely  maiden's  prayer.  Paul's  greatest  daily 
pastime  is  to  sit  and  sadly  pine,  that  his  Dago  mark 
is  falling  and  will  soon  he  three  point  nine.  He 
gets  a  letter  every  mail,  and  specials  every  noon,  I 
guess  it  means  the  wedding  bells  for  Dago  Paul  this 
June.  We've  often  tried  to  figure  why  in  hell  he 
picked  the  Navy,  for  in  Diplomatic  Circles  Dug 
would  surely  grab  the  gravy.  Since  the  intercolle- 
giate gym  meet  he  has  given  us  no  rest,  explaining 
how  he  won  his  "N"  and  the  medal  on  his  chest. 
I  hope  he's  not  my  navigator  if  we're  to  travel  far, 
for  he  tries  to  correct  the  compass  by  boiling  the 
Flinders  Bar.  Still  he's  willing,  white,  and  dogged, 
and  a  snake  till  sunrise  gun,  but  a  wife,  that  isn't 
fickle,  so  here's  to  you  Dug  old  son. 

Class  Baseball  (4,  3,  2,  1),  Numerals  (3); 
Gym  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1),  GNAT  (3); 
Block  N-Intercollegiate  Champion; 
Club-Swinging  (2). 


John  Mylin  Will 

Perth  Amboy,  New  Jersey 

"Dutch"  " Jota"  " Emme" 

A  RARE  product  indeed  is  this  specimen  from 
the  wilds  of  New  Jersey.  Between  circulating 
the  Log  and  trying  to  keep  "sat" — at  the  same  time 
maintaining  an  ungodly  grease  in  the  Academy  and 
Crabtown — he  has  managed  to  keep  pretty  much 
on  the  go  during  his  kaleidoscopic  career. 

Mylin  rarely  loses  his  good  humor,  but  who  can 
blame  him  for  flying  off  the  handle  when  some  bird 
comes  up  with:  "Say,  Will,  I  want  to  put  in  a  sub- 
scription for  the  year  1930." 

Will:    ^'What's  the  big  idea?" 

Diz:  "Well,  my  folks  just  got  the  June  Log  on 
Christmas,  so — ." 

Everyone  remembers  the  time  Plebe  summer  when 
the  order  was  given  "Fire  at  will",  and  half  a  dozen 
Plebes,  being  of  a  literal  turn  of  mind,  let  loose  on 
our  own  J.    Mylin. 

Although  he  has  great  difficulty  assimilating  the 
language  of  "Fernandez  y  Purdie",  it  is  not  so  with 
Scowegian.  He  gets  plenty  of  practice  translating 
Norske  letters. 

"Say  fellows,  I  heard  a  good  one  today.  Listen — ." 

Crew  Squad  (4); 
Log  Staff  (3,  2,  1); 
Circulation  Manager  Log  (2); 
Circulation  Manager  Lucky  Bag; 
Expert  Rifleman. 
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William  John  Scheyer 

Dunkirk,  New  York 

'Bill"  " Stoneface"  "Dunkirk" 


Mr.    Scheyer: — Am 
adies    to    Annapolis 


FRIDAY    Evening— Dear 
bringing     several     young 
Saturday.     Can  you  ioin  the  party? 

Mrs.  G . 

Saturday  Evening — "She's  a  queen,  a  knock-out." 

Sunday  Evening — "Fellows,  I'm  a  Red  Mike  for- 
ever. 

Following  Week — First,  second,  and  third  re- 
peaters. 

During  Second  Class  year  "Bill"  nearly  cast  his 
lot  with  the  "Red  Mikes".  This  famous  "Order  of 
Woman-haters"  laughed  with  glee  when  they  learned 
that  William  went  on  Christmas  leave  with  a  mini- 
ature, and  returned  with  said  miniature  and  a  class 
pin,  which  he  had  dropped  the  previous  leave. 

"Dunkirk's"  chief  difficulty  during  the  last  four 
years  was  beating  late  blast.  In  spite  of  the  fact 
that  he  found  an  opportunity  to  show  his  "dashing" 
ability  every  formation,  he  sought  elsewhere  than 
on  the  track  for  his  laurels.  But  "Avoirdupois"  is 
no  drawback  to  the  rifle  squad,  as  we  can  easily  see 
from  Bill's  record. 

No  one  will  ever  accuse  him  of  being  a  menace  in 
the  class  room.  But,  unsat  ?  Far  from  it ! — Except  in 
"amount  available". 

"No,  sir,  not  France.    New  York!" 

Rifle  Squad  (4,  5,  2),  RNT  (4); 
Camp  Perry  Team  (2); 
Class  Rifle' (2); 
Manager  Class  Basketball  (3). 


Carl  Glenn  Gesen 

Massillon,  Ohio 

"Carlos"  "Gesir"  "Carl" 

WINE,  Women,  and  Song!  He  doesn't  drink, 
can't  sing  and  is  a  Red  Mike.  He  did  drag 
once,  and  it  took  a  year  to  get  up  courage  to  drag 
again.  As  far  as  athletics  went,  Carl  went  out  for 
several  sports  but  on  several  occasions  he  began  to 
fear  he  would  make  the  training  table  so  he  went 
out  for  something  else. 

The  sport  he  likes  best  is  sleep.  Every  night 
when  study  call  sounded  he  opened  his  book,  leaned 
his  head  on  his  arm  and  slept.  At  nine-thirty  he 
awoke  long  enough  to  take  two  steps  to  the  bed. 

He  was  either  the  most  fortunate  or  the  "reggest" 
mid  in  his  Class  Youngster  year  for  he  collected 
one  demerit  for  the  whole  year.  He  is  very  mild 
looking  and  always  has  his  hair  slicked  back  but  he 
is  quite  an  adept  at  heavy  exercise.  Why  once  he 
was  put  under  the  table  and  when  he  came  up  the 
table  had  two  legs  left.  If  he  stays  in  the  service 
he  is  going  in  for  submarines  for  he  has  had  four 
years  of  practical  work  with  the  sub  squad. — "Dog- 
gone it!    I  drank  all  the  water  in  the  pool  to-night." 

Class  Soccer  (J,  2). 
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Calvin  Horace  Mann 

Denver,  Colorado 

"Shorty" 

AFTER  having  heard  him  tell  of  the  grave  mis- 
.  take  that  was  made  when  Washington  became 
the  National  Capitol  instead  of  Denver,  one  begins 
to  wonder  whether  Denver  is  in  Colorado  or  Colo- 
rado in  Denver.  When  we  had  our  blizzard  here  in 
Crabtown  we  were  informed  by  "Cal"  that  they 
had  that  much  in  Colorado  in  the  summer  time  and 
called  it  frost. 

He  entered  the  Navy  during  the  War,  in  the 
branch  that  added  a  "plus  three"  to  his  "juice" 
mark  each  year. 

He  acquired  "Dizzy"  after  attempts  at  the  hops 
(both  of  them)  to  locate  his  femme  under  the  flags 
used  for  decorating  the  center  of  the  Armory.  He's 
most  cured  of  dizziness  and  its  very  seldom  now 
that  he  cleans  his  teeth  with  shaving  soap.  He's  not 
very  strong  for  reviews,  Academic  or  Military, 
because  he  thinks  that  both  kinds  cover  too  much 
ground. 

Class  Track  (4); 
Log  Staff  (4,  3,  J). 


Warren  Franklin  Simmrell,  Jr. 
Harrisburg,  Pennsylvania 

Nap         him 

THE  most  perfect  Lionel  Strongfort  in  the 
Regiment.  With  his  adorable  blonde,  wavy 
hair  and  the  ease  and  grace  with  which  he  wanders 
through  the  intricacies  of  social  usage,  truly  he 
makes  a  picture  for  a  girl  to  behold. 

He  is  always  "out"  for  something,  so  much  so 
that  the  afternoon  recreation  period  is  not  enough 
and  he  must  take  frequent  strolls  in  the  middle  of 
the  night,  when  all  the  world,  including  himself,  is 
sound  asleep.  It  would  never  do  to  confide  deep 
secrets  with  him  for  he  is  too  conversationally 
inclined  when  resting  in  the  Arms  of  Morpheus. 

Napoleon  spent  very  little  time  sleeping,  and  it's 
rumored  that  the  same  thing  is  true  of  "Nap" 
when  there  is  an  opportunity  to  play  tennis  before 
reveille  with  a  certain  "Crab". 

There  is  no  midshipman  who  can  equal  him  when 
it  comes  to  a  pair  of  lungs.  Let  "Sim"  take  charge 
of  a  squad  at  drill  and  the  whole  Regiment  will  be 
obeying  his  commands. 

Crew  Squad  (4); 

Class  Football  (4); 

Football  B-Squad  (5,  2); 

Class  Lacrosse  (5,  2,  /); 

Class  Water-Polo  (J,  2,  1),  Numerals  (2). 
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Robert  Alexander  Cook 
Bovina,  Mississippi 
"Bob"  "Colonel" 


'OTICK  to  the  farm,  young  man!" 


This  held  no  meaning  for  Bob.  He  had 
always  longed  to  wear  one  of  those  blue  uniforms 
that  had  those  little  arrows  on  the  collar.  He  pulled 
a  good  cutter  oar,  stood  vaccination  with  ease,  and 
liked  water-melon,  so  Plebe  summer  was  but  an 
outing  for  him. 

All  the  Plebes  on  Bob's  deck  passed  judgment  on 
his  locker  door  gallery,  whose  hinges  groaned  under 
its  load.  No,  Sir,  he  just  couldn't  leave  'em  alone, 
but  to  one  who  knows,  they  couldn't  leave  him  alone. 
And  for  four  years  he  showed  great  ability  in  keep- 
ing up  an  enormous  correspondence.  "How  many 
letters  did  I  drag  down?    What!    Only  three?" 

Between  issues  of  the  Post  and  the  pass-books,' 
the  Colonel  indulged  in  indoor  games,  preferably  in 
the  B-room.  To  sink  or  swim  has  been  the  question 
with  him,  but  still  he  never  lost  any  leave  over  it 
and  says  that  nobody  should  as  long  as  the  pool  is  as 
shallow  as  it  is. 


Richard  Fred  Rebbeck 

Gordon,  Nebraska 

"Fred"  " Fattis" 

FRESH  as  ,the  wind-tossed  seas  of  golden  corn, 
whose  billowy  stretches  represent  home  to  him, 
was  this  son  of  the  Northwest  corner  of  Nebraska. 
The  wandering  minstrel  often  gave  demonstrations 
on  the  clarinet.  For  three  years  beside  the  Severn 
he  strove  to  come  to  the  surface,  a  swimmer  in  fact 
as  well  as  in  theory.  He  was  built  in  parts  to  float, 
but  even  with  this  aid  of  nature  the  task  was  hard. 
Hisonebane  was  Reed's  edition  of  what  the  pampered 
pets  should  wear,  but  once  released  from  the  con- 
fines of  the  straight  jacket,  with  his  feet  parked  under 
someone's  table,  bridge  is  played  to  the  satisfaction 
of  all  concerned.  A  man  of  few  vices  is  he,  in  fact 
he  steered  shy  of  skags,  because  as  he  told  the  first 
Upper  Classman  who  asked  for  one,  "they  don't 
allow  us  to  smoke  this  year,  sir."  To  glory  and  fame 
unknown  he  trods  his  beaten  path,  and  as  he  doesn't 
see  an  Admiral's  job  in  sight,  isn't  concerned  whether 
his  diploma  reads  Rebbeck,  B.  S.,  or  Ens.  Rebbeck. 

,2,1). 
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Carl  K.  Zimmerman 

MlFFLINVILLE,    PENNSYLVANIA 

"Heinie"  " Zim"  "Red" 

ZIM  hadn't  been  in  the  Academy  long  enough  to 
get  into  serious  trouble,  and  said  for  the  first 
time  "I  wonder  what  I'm  in  for  now",  when  they 
called  him  to  the  Batt  Office  to  register  his  middle 
name.  No,  it  doesn't  stand  for  KirchofF,  for  Red 
would  never  be  buddies  with  the  guy  who  butchered 
up  juice  so  cruelly. 

Is  he  savvy  ?  Well,  you  wouldn't  call  a  man  wooden 
who  continues  to  bat  them,  and  yet  regularly 
abandons  math  at  8:45  p.  m.  for  the  Top  Notch  or 
a  real  roughhouse.  You  find  Zim  at  all  of  the 
cardinal  hops,  and  he  has  a  way  of  getting  by  big 
with  the  ladies. 

One  of  Lush's  tribesmen  the  past  three  years, 
Spring  seems  to  bring  him  additional  joy  of  tossing 
the  old  pill  around  on  the  green.  Nor  do  his  ath- 
letic maneuvers  stop  there,  for  he  fits  nicely  inside 
one  of  '23's  moleskins  each  fall. 

"That  exam's  shot — you  can't  hold  a  post  mortem 
around  here.     Who's  going  to  the  Movies?" 

Baseball  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1),  NA  (2); 
Class  Football  (J,  2,  /). 


Frederick  L.  Caudle 
Dayton,  Ohio 

"  Whitey"  "Frederick"  "Red" 

OUT  of  the  West  came  Whitey;  from  the  city  of 
airplanes  and  N.  C.  R.'S.  Possibly  this  Buck- 
eye received  his  first  conception  of  the  waves  from 
the  flood  there  in  '13. 

Academically  speaking,  Red  held  his  own.  That 
serious  side,  which  we  must  mention,  seems  to  have 
handed  Dago  what  the  snowball  got  on  its  proverbial 
journey. 

Cupid's  casualty  list  has  yet  to  receive  the  name 
of  Whitey.  Early  Plebe  summer,  however,  his 
admiration  for  the  fairer  sex  became  apparent  when 
his  gang  of  four  donned  their  new  white  works, 
made  their  way  to  the  village,  and  indulged  with  the 
fair  ones  in  the  light  fantastic.  When  it  comes  to 
making  liberty  he's  no  ham-an-egger.  He'll  have  the 
dope  on  when  the  bull  fight  is,  how  many  bulls,  and 
all  their  names. 

Frederick  always  has  his  ideas  and  convictions  on 
matters  and  will  back  them  up;  a  man's  man;  a 
son  of  Neptune;    and  friend  indeed. 

The  "Vic"; — gag  that  noise  box;  here  comes 
Trotsky  for  our  morning  concert. 

Choir  (4,  3); 
Lucky  Bag; 
Expert  Rifleman. 
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John  Early  Whitehead 

Norfolk,  Virginia 

"Whitey"  "Deacon"  "Gooph"  "Sub-Deb" 

WHITEY  is  a  product  of  Norfolk,  or  thereabouts, 
where  the  uniform  of  the  day  is  always  blue 
jeans. 

At  a  very  tender  age  he  began  burning  oil  and  at 
the  present  holds  the  coveted  title  of  "Champion 
Oil-burner  of  the  Naval  Academy."  One  day,  due 
to  a  miscalculation,  Deacon's  oil  supply  became  ex- 
hausted whereupon  he  chewed  paper  all  day  long, 
but  as  this  lacked  the  soothing  effect  of  Lady  Nico- 
tine, his  efforts  for  that  were  a  complete  failure. 

Whitey,  after  much  moral  and  physical  per- 
suasion decided  to  discontinue  his  youthful  bangs  in 
favor  of  a  more  modern  coiffure.  This  renovation 
was  the  blazing  of  Whitey's  trail  out  of  the  wilder- 
ness of  "Red  Mikes".  Now  he  visits  the  barber 
shop  nearly  every  month  and  has  reached  that  state 
of  moral  degradation  where  he  sends  his  pictures  to 
strange  women. 

How  Romantic!!! 

Here's  hoping  that  Whitey  realizes  his  wish — "to 
sit  on  a  box  in  front  of  the  general  store  happily 
burning  oil  with  a  $5,000  income." 

"You're  Daddy,  but  don't  tell  anyone." 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1). 


Samuel  Glenn  Fuqua 

Laddonia,  Missouri 

Ben 

BEN  acquired  his  nickname  the  first  day  after  the 
Upper  Classes  came  back  from  Sep  leave, 
"Venus"  Simpson  and  "Red"  Jamison  giving  him 
the  cognomen  which  was  to  stick  by  him  during  his 
stay  at  the  Academy.  Ben  may  have  impressed 
the  Upper  Classes.  As  a  comedy  artist  "de  veras" 
he  did.  But  what  do  Upper  Classmen  care  about  a 
Plebe  anyway. 

He  dragged  once  during  Youngster  year  thereby 
gaining  notoriety. 

Ben  in  normalcy  has  the  Sphinx  snowed  under, 
but  once  in  a  while  we  get  wise  to  him.  Ask  "Jenny" 
or  any  of  the  boys  about  the  night  before  the  Penn 
State  game  in  Philly  and  they  will  tell  you  how  he 
brought  them   all  back  to  the  hotel  safe  and  sound. 

Methinks  the  present  Naval  Program — Prohi- 
bition of  Armaments  and  all  that  will  find  Ben,  in 
1935  happily  feedin' the  cows  and  chickens  back  home 
where  the  muddy  river  flows. 

"I  don't  see  why  a  submarine  won't  capsize." 
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Frederick  Mason  Price 

Aberdeen,  South  Dakota 

"Fritz"  "Hard-Egg" 

"X^OU  ain't  goin'  to  put  nothin'  over  on  us  officers, 
X  Mr.  Price — You  ain't  goin'  to  do  it."  This 
was  the  attitude  of  the  Executive  Department  for 
six  years,  but  Fritz  never  failed  to  keep  them  ex- 
cited. He  was  not  worried  about  restrictions,  being 
a  member  of  the  obsolete  order  of  the  Porchclimbers, 
and  as  a  result,  he  lost  more  leaves  than  one  usually 
gets.  Rating  first  class  for  four  years,  Fritz  became 
a  master  in  the  art  of  evading  authority,  D.  O.'s., 
and  Jimmy  Legs.  His  craving  for  the  "  filthy  weed  " 
won  him  three  personal  letters  from  the  Superintend- 
ent. During  the  racing  season  at  Bowie,  Havre  de 
Grace,  and  Pimihco  his  word  was  taken  as  authority 
on  which  ponies  to  put  one's  money  to  "show", 
"place",  or  "nose".  Ask  the  "syndicate"  just  how 
straight  his  hunches  were!!!  A  boxer  and  a  rifle 
squad  man  besides  six  years  of  Mexican  athletics  he 
has  made  many  friends,  and  to  those  he  is  known, 
first,  as  a  good  buddy,  second,  as  a  square,  hard 
fighter,  and  last,  as  a  real  man  in  the  truest  sense  of 
the  word. 

Rifle  Squad  (5,  3,  2,  1); 
Boxing  (2,  1); 
Expert  Rifleman. 


Charles  Frederick  Schlichter 

Elizabeth,  New  Jersey 

"Charlie"  " Schlichterstein"  "Slicker" 

OH!  What  a  divine  form!  An  arch  that  would 
make  any  drum  major  envious.  The  only 
difficulty  is  that  the  afore-said  is  a  trifle  low.  Other 
than  that  quite  wonderful. 

He  received  a  little  souvenir  one  day,  and,  desir- 
ous of  knowing  its  qualities  tried  it  on  his  mirror, 
placing  the  following  inscription  thereon,  "The 
sword  of  Democles  hangs  over  my  head."  Now  it 
happened  that  when  the  D.  O.  inspected,  this  was 
found,  and  in  response  Charlie  received  the  follow- 
ing note,  "The  sword  of  Democles  has  fallen,  report 
to  the  Batt  Office."  This  and  a  little  mention  in 
the  morning  orders  were  the  results.    All  because  of 

a  Sirl-  .... 

Schlichterstein  was  quite  in  love  at  one  time.    Yes, 

if  the  daily  mail  failed  to  bring  its  daily  epistle,  he 

was  quite  wrought  up.     One  day  the  morning  mail 

failed  and  even  so  the  afternoon  mail  and  thereafter 

they   failed    to   make   an    appearance.      'Tis    a   sad 

story. 

"Now,  listen,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  in  those  days 

there  were  no  extradition  papers." 

Sub  Squad  (5,  4,  3,  2,  1); 
Masquer aders  (3). 


George  Kingman  Hodgkiss 

Brooklyn,  New  York 

"George"  " Hopkiss" 

GEORGE  Kingman,  the  very  amiable  gentleman 
from  Brooklyn,  on  account  of  his  numerous 
pursuits,  may  be  presented  to  the  reader  with  a 
failure  to  give  ample  explanation  of  the  extraordi- 
nary influences  exerted  by  him,  particularly  in  the 
work  with  which  he  is  most  easily  identified,  the 
furthering  of  the  interests  of  the  Anti-Saloon  League. 
May  George  never  take  the  chance  of  surviving  the 
dangers  of  the  "contraband"  unless  it  be  from  his 
private  still. 

George  is  prophetic  of  the  good  that  is  to  come  in 
helping  others  gain  that  rugged  purity  which  we, 
perhaps,  have  not  learned  to  appreciate — We  look 
to  George  for  light  and  truth  unadulterated. 

We  leave  it  to  George  to  quicken  our  understanding 
of  the  best  in  music.  The  thrill  of  genuine  passion 
from  the  vie  does  not  appeal  to  him.  However  the 
lure  of  martial  music  was  too  strong  for  this  disciple 
of  Paderewski;   that's  why  he  is  with  us  now. 

Lest  we  forget — Some  of  these- Brooklyn  "boids" 
can  dance  when  they  have  the  right  "goil". 

Choir  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
Glee  Club  (J,  2,  1); 
Leader  Glee  Club  (1); 
Soccer  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
Captain  Soccer  (/),  ANF  (2,  1); 
Lacrosse  Squad  (2,  1). 


William  Theodore  Rassieur 

Saint  Louis,  Missouri 

"Bill"  "Razz" 

INTRODUCING  Bill  Rassieur,  Dago  savoir  and 
former  Red  Mike,  a  man  absolutely  true  to  his 
convictions  whether  they  be  right  or  wrong  in  the 
opinion  of  others.  Though  characteristic  of  the 
Methuselah-old  saying  of  the  state  he  hails  from, 
"I'm  from  Missouri,  you  have  to  show  me,"  Bill  is 
far  from  headstrong. 

It  remained  for  a  certain  fair  Quaker  maiden  to 
show  Bill  that  he  wasn't  the  Red  Mike  he  claimed  to 
be,  for  since  the  leave  to  the  Penn.  State  game,  he 
wears  a  patent  leather  hair  comb,  dances  a  "hula" 
upon  the  arrival  of  a  letter  of  Philadelphia  origin, 
and  graces  every  single  hop. 

In  the  game  with  the  All-Ac's,  the  same  spirit  is 
shown  and  aided  by  a  handwriting  that  is  well 
nigh  perfect,  old  W.  T.  succeeds  in  running  up  a  big 
score.  After  the  chalk  screen  has  cleared  Bill  will 
return  to  his  room  again  and  with  his  own  peculiar 
nasal  toned  "Bilged  again!"  will  start  in  work  to 
check  off"  another.  Keep  checking  'em  off",  Bill,  in 
true  Navy  style. 

Football  B  Squad  (4,  3), 

A  Squad  (3); 
Wrestling  Squad  (4,  J,  2), 

Numerals  (2); 
Baseball  Numerals  (5). 
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Jose  Emilio  Olivares 

Iloilo,  Philippine  Islands 

Joe        repe 

DON  Jose  came  all  the  way  from  the  paternal 
hacienda  in  the  Philippines  in  order  to  learn 
to  be  a  sailor.  We  don't  know  how  many  broken- 
hearted sefioritas  he  left  behind  him,  but  Joe  admits 
that  if  Sep  leave  were  longer  he  might  manage  to 
return  to  his  native  Panay  and  give  the  girls  a  treat. 
The  real  truth  of  the  matter  is  that  Joe  is  a  snake — 
and  why  shouldn't  he  be?  The  soft  nuances  of  the 
Castillian  tongue  have  always  been  famed  for  their 
effectiveness  in  affairs  of  the  heart,  and  Joe  must 
have  learned  to  use  them  long  before  he  came  to 
the  Academy. 

Star  (4). 


Francis  Lee  McCollum 

Washington,  D.  C. 

"Mac"  "Sketch" 

MAC  got  a  flying  start  on  his  Academic  career 
— and  when  he  landed,  he  made  his  mark  in 
the  old  oaken  deck  of  Ye  Gymme.  Check  out  a 
perfectly  good  pair  of  incisors! 

Then,  blue  service  strait-jackets  and — 

"Say,  Pete!  Who's  that  sawed-off  Plebe  with  the 
misplaced  chest  and  the  non-reg  face?" 

"Who?  That?  Oh,  that's  Mr.  McCollum":  so 
quoth  three  striper  Rodes — and  the  "Efficient 
Twelfth"  won  the  Colors  because  "Mac"  wasn't 
allowed  to  drill. 

"No  mo'  Pleves"  found  "Mac"  in  the  savvy  half 
of  his  class — with  a  re-exam  in  Math. 

Youngster  year  "Sketch"  acquired  his  nom-de- 
chalk  by  spending  many  Steam  periods  on  "pictures 
no  artist  could  draw."  Consequent  grades  and 
myriads  of  demerits  well-nigh  wrecked  the  aspirant- 
Admiral's  career  in  spite  of  a  sky-scraping  Dago 
mark. 

"Mac",  Second  Class: — "What's  the  lesson? — 
Fruit!    Want  anything  down  at  the  store?" 

"Let's  run  around  the  hospital  this  evenin." 

"What's  the  uniform  for  out-in-town  Sunday 
School  parties?" 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1). 
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Fred  Williams  Walton 
Hamilton,  Georgia 

"Shorty"  "Ike"  " Baldy" 

A  SHORT,  straight  and  broad  shouldered  Plebe 
approaches.  "Say,  Mister,  What's  your 
name?"  "Walton,  Sir."  "Well,  you  are  the  hard- 
est looking  Plebe  I've  seen,"  spoke  Johnnie  Saye. 
(The  Original  hard  boy.) 

"Oswald!  OSWALD!!  "Here,  sir!"  and  out  of 
the  shower  jumped  "Shorty".  With  a  towel  around 
his  body  he  hurries  to  Upper  Classman's  room. 
"Oswald,  put  some  cuffs  on  my  shirt."  "The  sleeves 
have  been  torn  off,  sir,"  pleaded  our  hero.  "Well- 
er-er  just  put  them  on  anyway."     He  did. 

With  shoulders  drooped,  eyes  dim,  and  with  an 
expression  of  being  ruined  for  life,  Walton  enters 
room.  "What's  the  matter  'Shorty'?"  "Wanta 
buy  a  suit  of  service?"  "What — surely  you  are  not 
resigning?"  "No,  but  I've  hit  a  weekly  tree." 
When  the  monthly  marks  are  posted — Walton  3.2. 

Christmas  leave  is  over.  Everybody  has  been 
back  at  the  Academy  for  several  hours.  In  walks 
"Shorty".  "Only  six  hours  late.  You  know  that 
train  hated  to  leave  Georgia  as  much  as  I  did.  Boy, 
I  sho'  did  plant  that  miniature."  And  the  constant 
flow  of  letters  seems  to  indicate  our  hero  planted  it 
well. 

Class  Baseball  (4,  3),  Numerals  (3); 

Manager  Baseball  (1); 

Wrestling  Squad  (2,  ]),  WNAT  (2); 

Class  Basketball  (4); 

Expert  Rifleman. 


Joseph  Carson  Molder 

Columbus,  Georgia 

Joe        Foke 

4-N'S  marked  the  return  of  the  Upper  Classes, 
but  his  slumber  was  not  disturbed  until  his 
roommate  brought  one  of  them  in.  It  was  here 
that  Joe  was  initiated  into  the  mysteries  of  hazing 
and  was  incidentally  relieved  of  his  best  linen. 

His  favorite  pastime  Plebe  year  on  Sunday  after- 
noon was  writing  love  letters  for  a  First  Classman. 
So  proficient  did  he  become  along  this  line  that  it 
was  not  long  before  Joe  was  writing  voluntarily  to 
the  same  place.  After  this  Hickey  was  a  frequent 
caller.  After  Sep  leave,  Joe  finished  his  masterpiece 
and  waited  patiently  for  a  reply.  One  morning,  re- 
turning from  Juice.  "Who  rates  the  mail,  Shorty?" 
He  won — two  of  them,  a  pink  one  and  a  blue  one. 
After  sitting  down  for  a  nice  long  read*  %$ — ?  Look 
at  this???    letter????? 

Although  our  life  here  is  one  of  moderation  he 
indulges  in  the  use  of  the  vile  weed.  His  first  attempt 
resulted  in  a  catastrophe  as  when  he  filled  his  Dun- 
hill  for  the  first  time  the  sensation  of  back  pressure 
resembled  too  much  that  of  seasickness,  so  he 
turned  in  before  taps. 

Lucky  Bag. 
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Edward  Sanford  Mulheron 
Staten  Island,  New  York 

"Eddie"  "Mul" 

'T7DDIE"  indicated  his  aspiration  to  a  Naval 
X_^  career  at  the  early  age  of  four  when  he  crawled 
into  the  breech  of  one  of  the  then  big  guns  of  the 
U.  S.  S.  Olympia,  and  was  busily  engaged  in  ord- 
nance research  work  when  found  by  the  skipper  him- 
self.    An  early  start,  N'est-ce-pas? 

"Eddie"  is  an  incurable  optimist — his  philosophy 
is  to  take  life  as  it  comes  and  never  do  anything 
yourself  that  a  Plebe  can  do  just  as  well.  He  sees 
visions  of  "forties",  but,  alas,  when  our  fate  is 
posted  'tis  only  a  thin  layer  of  velvet  over  the  cold 
2.5.  His  hobby — Wine,  Women,  and  Song — the 
first  when  he  can  get  it,  the  second  at  his  calling,  and 
the  last  to  fill  in  the  idle  moments  when  he's  not 
"caulking".  It  was  not  an  uncommon  occurrence 
on  the  "Minnie"  during  Second  Class  cruise  to 
miss  "Eddie"  for  several  days  at  a  time,  and  finally 
to  see  him  coming  up  from  the  double  bottoms  where 
he  had  been  enjoying  one  of  his  three  day  naps. 

"We've  got  a  tendency — got  any  skags?" 


John  Raymond  Johanneson 

Erie,  Pennsylvania 

"Jo"  "Jo-Jo"  "Thistle" 

ERIE — a  city  and  a  railroad — claims  Jo- Jo!  But 
he  lacks  that  quality  which  has  given  "el  red 
ferrocaril"  its  far  spread  fame.  The  Erie  arrives 
but  Jo-Jo  always  gets  there!  Impetuous  somewhat, 
but  appearances  are  deceiving — essentially  an  analy- 
ist — a  hard  boy  to  know — well! 

Upon  the  acquisition  of  a  new  Youngster  stripe 
Jo-Jo  received  a  thrill  of  a  lifetime  when  he  saw  his — 
a  sweet  little  blonde,  although  opposites  are  sup- 
posed to  attract.  But  'twas  not  to  be,  merely  a 
delusion  as  't  were! 

But  alas!  One  day  Jo-Jo  went  to  Africa,  and 
there  in  dear  old  Tangiers,  that  delightful  (?)  mix- 
ture of  the  Orient  and  the  Occident,  he  found  the 
surprise  of  his  life — at  a  tom-tom  dance!  "Yeth", 
he  admits,  "My  experiences  were  most  varied,  but 
unfortunately  all  Orientals  wear  masks  and  I  dis- 
covered my  visibility  affected." 

He  has  a  passion  for  "bloody"  music.  Break  out 
"Pagliacci",  "Rigoletto",  "II  Trovatore",  or 
"Chopin"  or  anything  of  a  kindred  nature  and 
"Thistle"  is  ready  to  hand  over  all  forms  of  amuse- 
ment. 

"Sure,  I'll  take  your  Duty." 

Manager  Soccer  (1); 
Class  Soccer  (5,  2). 
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Thomas  Eugene  Kelly 
Salt  Lake  City,  Utah 

lorn        Kel        Gumbo 

SLIM,  silent,  sober,,  solemn,  sleepy,  and  slightly 
sentimental — that's  Tom. 

He  hails  from  Utah.  No,  you're  wrong — Tom 
believes  that  every  man  should  have  an  O.  A.  O. 
He  hasn't  gone  that  far  himself  just  yet,  but  give 
him  time.  He  nearly  had  one  after  the  Penn  State 
game  last  year. 

Tom  believes  that  eating  toast,  will  sharpen  the 
teeth,  and  that  walks  before  breakfast  will  sharpen 
the  wits  and  the  appetite.  He's  going  to  be  a  keen 
fellow. 

For  a  while  Tom  had  a  "rep"  of  which  Rip  Van 
Winkle  himself  would  have  been  proud.  But  it 
seems  that  one  morning  about  two  a.  m.  he  had  a 
night-mare  in  which  several  lions  attacked  him, 
whereupon  he  woke  up  with  a  bang.  And  he's  never 
put  in  a  sound  sleep  since.  But  the  interesting  point 
is  this — Tom,  with  his  wits  sharpened  by  early 
morning  walks  and  his  teeth  sharpened  on  toast, 
after  a  long  struggle  finally  defeated  the  lions. 

Since  that  incident  Tom  has  lived  peacefully,  and 
here's  hoping  that  he  overcomes  all  future  obstacles 
just  as  he  did  the  lions. 

Class  Boxing  (2). 


Allan  McLeod  Robinson 

New  York  City 

"Al"  ''Mac"  "Robbie" 

GAZE  upon  him  gentle  readers,  note  his  curly 
locks  so  fair,  for  his  fame  has  traveled  farthest 
by  the  marcel  in  his  hair.  Our  own  "Charley",  as 
we  call  him,  takes  the  raisins,  cake,  et.  al,  when  it 
comes  to  charming  females  he  has  us  all  backed  to 
the  wall.  Starting  on  the  life  of  leisure  from  the 
one  and  only  town,  he  has  traveled  far  to  get  it  but 
he  sure  has  won  the  crown.  First  in  Honolulu  balmy, 
then  beneath  old  Mt.  Ranier,  carried  on  in  old  Los 
Angeles,  toasted  all  with  Champagne  clear.  Con- 
quering frigid  Norway's  lingo  with  tenacious  bull- 
dog grit,  he  quite  promptly,  without  effort,  with  a 
Norske  made  a  hit.  From  the  romance  let  us  wan- 
der to  the  land  of  staple  things  where  our  "  Charley", 
unpretentious,  is  to  us  a  mighty  king.  Violinsky, 
Heifetz,  Kreisler  haven't  got  a  measly  prayer,  when 
the  spirit  lightly  moves  him,  "Al"  can  give  them  all 
the  air.  Tunes  that  make  the  eyes  shed  water,  jigs 
that  give  the  feet  a  will,  all  are  servants  to  this 
master,  he  can  always  fill  the  bill.  Though  our 
story  might  continue  (we  have  numerous  tales  in 
mind),  here's  a  wish  that  in  his 
travels  may  the  fates  be  always 
kind. 
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William  Bronley  Ammon 
York,  Pennsylvania 

"Bill"  "Bronley" 

YES,  another  Pennsylvania  volunteer!  He  fell 
into  the  Navy's  pond  way  back  there  when 
Plebes  was  Plebes  and  drags  rolled  their  socks.  He 
is  an  avowed  landsman,  which  means  that  he  likes 
the  outfit.  He  has  a  bad  habit  of  feeling  slighted  if 
there  aren't  at  least  four  tinted  letters  for  him  in 
every  mail.  Watch  Officers  have  been  known  to  be 
so  engrossed  in  his  latest  O.  A.  O.'s  picture  as  to 
forget  to  inspect  the  deck. 

All  strong  men  have  at  least  one  weak  point. 
With  him,  the  pretzel  is  more  alluring  than  the 
flask.  If  you  don't  watch  your  step  he  will  convince 
you  without  a  doubt  that  the  earth's  center  of  grav- 
ity is  very  near  the  hamlet  of  York.  He  is  to  be 
admired  for  his  love  of  the  country — club.  With 
him  leave-taking  is  a  popular  outdoor  sport.  Mention 
a  hop  and  he  gets  into  one  until  the  affair  is  over. 
Take  him  at  his  lightest  or  on  Sunday  night  he'll 
need  a  channel  draft. 


Frederick  Andrews  Edwards 
Troy,  Ohio 

"Speed"  "Chunk" 

AT  last  we've  come  to  the  only  original  speed 
1\.  king  in  '23.  He  is  named  from  his  predecessor 
in  '21  and  has  ably  kept  all  records,  from  not  using 
tobacco  to  keeping  away  from  women.  He  comes 
from  Troy,  "On  Miami  Shore"  in  OH-IO.  Chunk 
is  a  relic  of  his  youthful  days  when  he  was  fat.  But 
he  isn't  anymore —  no,  not  since  the  day  he  dug  five 
miles  of  post-holes  on  his  brother's  farm.  Speed's 
joy  is  making  word  puns  and  wise  cracks  for  his 
messmates  to  choke  over  in  their  effort  to  abstain 
from  laughter  and  discourage  another  attempt.  He 
subscribes  faithfully  to  the  Baltimore  Sun  and  daily 
pores  studiously  over  its  contents.  Anything  you'd 
like  to  know  about  the  Navy?  Ask  him.  He'll  tell 
you  how  many  ships  were  afloat  when  Davy  Jones 
and  Neptune  rolled  the  bones  for  Captain's  Kidd's 
next  victim.  The  Navy's  been  Speed's  hobby  since 
the  time  he  wore  rompers. 
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Stanley  Leith 
New  York  City 

"Stan" 

AFTER  a  moment's  glance  at  the  picture  above 
l.  one  would  quickly  decide  that  our  Stan,  like 
Venus,  oft  spends  an  hour  o'er  the  fixing  of  a  single 
hair; — 'tis  very  true. 

He  claims  that  the  second  largest  town  in  Scot- 
land was  named  after  him,  just  as  the  oldest  town  in 
America  was  named  after  St.  Augustine. 

As  for  ambition,  he  is  peer  of  all  men.  He  is 
straining  every  effort  to  get  into  the  lighter  than 
air  service;  most  of  his  friends  agree  that  he  has 
already  attained  his  objective. 

A  more  charitable  man  than  Stan  could  ne'er  be 
found  throughout  the  earth's  vast  expanse,  for  he 
never  attends  the  hops  and  thereby  gives  those  less 
fortunately  blessed  with  beauty,  a  chance  for  a  good 
time.  You  may  think  that  he  is  afraid  of  women 
but  it  happens  that  he  is  a  ten  second  man  in  the 
hundred  and  when  he  goes  to  New  York  he  exceeds 
that  limit. 

"I  want  a  good  woman  and  want  her  bad." 

Track  Squad  (4,  3); 
Class  Soccer  (2); 
Class  Track  (2); 
Class  Lacrosse  (2). 


Selden  Booth  Spangler 
Richmond,  Virginia 

tic*  >>    a  o    J  J       " 

Savvy         belaen 

SELDEN  is  a  true  son  of  the  Old  South.    Acts  it, 
speaks   it,    and    is    forever    boasting    about   its 
grandeur. 

His  reputation  as  a  savoir,  made  the  first  week  of 
Plebe  year,  has  clung  to  him  through  his  whole 
course.  The  Dago  Department  especially  points  to 
him  with  pride,  as  "one  who  speaks  the  language." 
Many  were  the  evening  study  hours  that  he  spent 
chasing  the  elusive  entropy  or  solving  some  impos- 
sible math  or  Juice  prob  for  the  benefit  of  the  mem- 
bers of  the  clan. 

The  chief  worry  of  "Seb"  was  the  keeping  of  all 
the  latest  fiction  within  his  grasp.  He  could  never 
find  enough  amusement  from  the  thousands  of  maga- 
zines which  he  read,  and  is  there  a  Plebe  in  the  Reg- 
iment who  has  not  told  him  a  joke? 

"I  tell  you  the  Prof  is  wrong  and  I'll  prove  it." 
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Michael  Edward  Flaherty 
Boston,  Massachusetts 


:Mike 


Irish' 


•p-L- 

A      w 


words  heard  from  the  pride  of  Bawston.  Early 
Plebe  summer  this  good-looking  Irisher  pushed  open 
the  main  gate,  and  since  that  time  his  only  worry 
has  been  whether  old  age  or  baldness  would  overtake 
him  first. 

Since  Mike  entered  the  Home  he  has  been  a 
steady  worker  in  helping  to  make  all  our  athletic 
teams  a  success.  He  eats  on  the  training  table  all 
year  round,  and  he  considers  it  a  tea  fight  to  sit  at 
a  regular  table. 

He  is  a  happy-go-lucky  Irishman  and  spends  about 
sixteen  hours  each  day  sleeping,  and  yet  manages  to 
stay  sat. 

On  the  cruise  it  was  common  to  hear  his  division 
officer  say,  "Flaherty's  name  is  on  this  list,  but  I'll 
be  darned  if  I've  ever  seen  him."  However,  when 
ashore  he  was  much  in  evidence,  even  though  he 
claims  to  be  of  the  red  variety. 

"What  do  you  mean,  bone?  I've  got  a  2.9;  let's 
play  bridge." 

Mike  likes  the  Navy  and  intends  to  stay  if  they 
let  him.    The  Navy  would  lose 
a  good  man   if   Mike    left    us, 

Football  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1 ), 

NA  (4,3,2); 
Baseball  Squad  (4, 3) ;  NA 
Boxing  Squad  (4,  3,  2). 


John  Malcom  McIsaac 

Boston,  Massachusetts 

■Mac"  "Tony"  "Mai"  " Skeezicks" 


'T  X  THY  that  lesson  is  fruit." 


With  a  bang  Mac  closes  his  book  and  im- 
mediately begins  to  disturb  the  studious  atmosphere 
of  the  room  with  his  regiment  wide  known  line  of 
chatter. 

Mac  never  lets  the  Ac  Dept  worry  him.    For  with 
that  Bawston  accent  and  that  sublime  confidence  of 
youth  is  it  any  wonder  that  he  drags  down  a  3.5? 
"Who  is  that  cute  midshipman  over  there?" 
"I  just  think  he  is  the  dearest  little  man." 
These  and  sundry  other  remarks   are  overheard 
when  Mac  descends  in  the  femmes'  midst.    He  doesn't 
drag  often,  but  when  he  does  he  leaves  a  mean  wake 
after  him. 

Mac  has  an  uncanny  ability  for  putting  over  any 
kind  of  a  business  deal.  Ever  since  he  arrived  at  our 
table  and  proceeded  to  take  charge  of  our  Red-eye 
bottle  Mac  has  shown  his  ability  to  take  charge  of 
any  kind  of  an  undertaking. 

The  business  world  lost  a  wonderful  prospect 
when  Mac  decided  to  join  the  Navy,  but  the  business 
world's  loss  was  the  Navy's  gain. 

Crew  Squad  (4); 
Log  Staff  (3); 
Lucky  Bag  Staff; 
Manager  Reef  Points  {!); 
Expert  Rifleman. 


Stewart  Lindsay 
Scranton,  Pennsylvania 

"Stew"  "Step  'n  a  half" 

ALONG,  lanky  son  of  a  Pennsylvanian,  who  is 
much  savvier  than  he  looks.  "What's  the 
lesson  for  tomorrow?  That!  Fruit!"  Closes  his 
book  and  bones  the  Cosmo.  On  the  morrow  he  bats 
a  forty.  "Guess  I'll  have  to  go  to  the  hospital  for 
a  rest." 

His  nickname  is  not  to  be  taken  too  seriously,  for 
I  have  actually  seen  him  sober  when  that  daily 
letter  doesn't  arrive.  He  can  tell  you  the  day  of 
the  month  by  the  number  of  letters  he  has  written 
since  the  first,  and  is  known  at  Jakey  Reed's  as  the 
lad  who  made  their  representative's  trip  to  Lisbon 
profitable.  Stew  came  to  us  from  the  Service  and 
before  that,  from  Lehigh.  He  learned  all  about  radio 
at  Harvard  and  all  about  women  at  Goucher.  Every- 
one swears  by  (or  perhaps  at)  him  but  his  roommates 
contend  they  know  no  one  whom  they  would  rather 
have  for  a  wife  than  our  "Step  and  a  Half".  Luck 
to  you,  Sweetheart. 

Class  Lacrosse  (4,  3,  2); 
Class  Football  (2). 


Claude  Francis  Sullivan 

Salina,  Kansas 
"Conductor  Claude"  "Sully" 

CLAUDE  comes  from  Salina,  and  if  he  didn't  get 
the  Salina  Daily  Onion  we  might  think  it  was 
quite  a  town.  Ever  hear  him  tell  about  the  time 
the  circus  elephant  cut  loose  out  there?  Sully  is 
right  there  when  it  comes  to  telling  anything. 

Sully  isn't  exactly  a  snake;  but  that  curly  head 
and  boyish  smile  of  his  go  a  long  way  with  the  fair 
ones.  He  always  manages  to  have  an  invitation  to 
spend  his  leaves  with  a  girl — and  once  in  a  great 
while  he  drags.  He  has  the  makings  of  a  wonderful 
dancer — his  light,  springy  step  as  he  trips  about  the 
yard  was  even  noticed  by  the  Commandant  (Joke). 

Since  Second  Class  cruise  Sully  has  taken  an  active 
interest  in  wrestling,  although  he  has  never  said 
very  much  about  his  bout  in  Norway.  We  under- 
stand he  never  even  got  topside. 

Sully  has  had  quite  a  hard  battle  with  the  All- 
Academics  but  he  always  comes  out  just  a  little 
ahead. 

"Say,  what's  the  lesson  for  tomorrow?  Look 
here,  the  book's  wrong." 

Rifle  Squad  (4,  3). 
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Richard  Hight 
Portland,  Maine 

"Dick"  "  Tarzan" 

FROM  the  rocky  coasts  of  Maine  came  a  young 
New  England  prodigy!  Girls — gaze  upon  a 
Red  Mike  who  resisted  your  charms  for  two  whole 
years  until  a  blind  drag  proved  his  downfall,  result- 
ing in  occasional  visits  to  the  Armory  to  trip  the 
light  fantastic  and  the  habit  of  periodically  adorning 
weekly  trees ! 

A  banjo-mandolin  has  been  "Tarzan's"  mainstay, 
giving  him  a  place  in  the  Mandolin  Club  from  the 
beginning,  where  he  capped  the  climax  of  his  efforts 
as  the  little  "nigga  on  the  end"  in  the  Musical  Show 
of  1922.  While  an  occasional  contribution  to  the 
Log  and  innumerable  decorated  hop  cards  testify  to 
Dick's  ability  with  pen  and  brush. 

Although  two  years  on  the  swimming  squad, 
athletically  Dick  has  degenerated  largely  to  the 
Mexican  variety,  and  as  a  member  of  the  Radiator 
Club  his  ability  to  pass  out  sarcastic  wit,  willingness 
to  argue  about  anything — any  time,  and  a  favorite 
pipe  for  fumigating  qualities  has  made  him  a  lead- 
ing light. 

"Well,  that's  the  way  we  pronounce  it  in  Maine, 
anyway!" 

Musical  Clubs  (4,  3,  2,  1); 

Leader  (1); 

Swimming  Squad  (4,  3). 


178 


Warren  Sherman  Parr 
Topeka,  Kansas 
'Count'"  "  Wing  and  Wing"  "Warren" 
"Silas" 


'Felix' 


PORT    the    helm,    here    comes    the    good    craft 
"Count,"  sailing  "Wing  and  Wing,"  and  he's 
never  been  phased  by  a  bump. 

A  mountainous  exterior  of  placidity  hiding  a 
veritable  conflagration  of  activity,  he  hails  from  the 
plains  of  Kansas  and  has  been  the  biggest  all  round 
failure  of  the  class  as  a  Radiator  Hound.  A  disciple 
of  Dobie  and  later,  Folwell,  he  has  contributed  to 
three  consecutive  defeats  for  Army  on  the  gridiron, 
in  addition  has  established  himself  in  the  basketball 
court,  and  is  one  of  the  lacrosse  "ham-an-eggers". 

To  date  the  only  indoor  sports  which  have  caught 
his  eye  are  a  good  argument  with  a  Prof  and  the 
well  established  sport,  known  in  the  days  of  Cleo- 
patra, "Pug-knuckling".  Don't  go  all  up  in  the  air 
now,  girls,  he  undoubtedly  meant  every  word  of 
it,  and  he's  still  quite  young.  When  fifteen  sym- 
pathetic young  things  visit  him  in  the  balcony  at  a 
hop,  over  one  little  sprained  ankle,  folks,  we  must 
admit  that  his  characteristics  closely  resemble 
Chesterfields,  "They  Satisfy". 

Football  Squad  (4,  5,  2,1);  N*  (3,  2);  N{1); 
Basketball  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1),  Captain  (1); 
Basketball  BNB  (2),  Block  N  (3); 
Lacrosse  Squad  (J,  2,  /),  LNT  (3); 
Hop  Committee  (3,  2,1). 


Louis  Frederick  Teuscher 
Burlington,  Iowa 

"Lou-eye"  "Freddie"  "Ike" 

FREDDIE  came  to  us  from  the  state  that  put  hog 
raising  on  the  map  and  just  to  show  he  is  a  true 
hick  as  well  as  a  salt,  it  is  rumored  that  after  we 
visited  Guantanamo,  that  port  so  dear  to  us  all,  he 
was  heard  to  say,  "at  least  they  know  how  to  build 
barns  there." 

As  a  snake  Loo-eye  makes  all  the  wimmin's 
hearts  hum.  He  heaves  a  heavy  line  and  shakes  no 
mean  hoof  on  the  armory  deck,  yet  strange  as  it  may 
seem,  it  is  known  by  a  few  that  he  made  a  failure  of 
love. 

In  the  battle  of  the  Academics  the  Profs  all  gave 
up  the  ghost  at  the  beginning  of  the  first  term  Plebe 
year.  He  bones  magazines  until  his  eyes  are  bad 
and  yet  stands  high  enough  to  be  commissioned. 

He  made  himself  famous  in  athletic  circles  early 
in  his  career  with  us  by  his  knockout  wallop. 

"Aw!  Think  I'll  turn  in,  look  at  the  Nav  in  the 
morning  after  breakfast.    Isn't  hard  is  it?" 

Boxing  Squad  (4,  3); 
Class  Boxing  (2); 
Class  Lacrosse  (2). 


John  Huston  Brady 
Lawrenceburg,  Kentucky 

it     J  •  J  5?       it     J  •         >> 

Jim- Joe        Jim 

A  TRUE  son  of  the  state  famed  primarily  for  its 
beautiful  women  and  fast  horses,  and  essenti- 
ally for  its  good  whiskey.  Jim  came  to  us  to  prove 
that  all  sailors  are  not  born  on  the  ocean. 

The  first  term  Plebe  year  he  got  the  dope  on  the 
Academics.  From  then  on  his  favorite  indoor  sport 
was  keeping  them  baffled.  Re-exams  are  his  fruit 
and  he  can  calculate  on  a  2.5  without  wasting  any- 
thing on  useless  effort.  He  kept  the  Dago  Depart- 
ment guessing  for  three  years  only  to  give  them  the 
chuckle  in  the  end. 

His  droll  wit  and  ready  comeback  make  all  the 
femmes  fall.  Keep  them  guessing  is  his  motto,  and 
he  certainly  seems  to  make  it  work. 

Youngster  cruise  Old  Neptune  had  him  ofT  his 
feed  until  we  hit  Panama,  but  on  Second  Class 
cruise  he  staged  a  mighty  comeback  for  he  had  his 
sea  legs  and  partook  of  the  supreme  joy  of  beholding 
less  fortunate  shipmates  trying  to  "hold  every- 
thing". 

"Please  tell  me,  does  Mr.  Brady  have  his  hair 
marcelled?" 
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Robert  Atkinson  Casson,  Jr. 

Duluth,  Minnesota 

"Bob" 

WITH  Plebedom  nearing  an  end  our  savoir  was 
as  disgusted  as  the  mother  flea  as  she  skidded 
helplessly  off  a  smooth  eggshell  after  breaking  her 
third  tooth.  Someone  had  informed  him  that  the 
Academics  would  tax  him  to  the  utmost  and  here  he 
was  at  the  pinnacle  of  it  all.  But  through  choice  he 
was  not  destined  to  stay  there  long.  He  was  neither 
an  ant,  or  followed  he  Solomon's  advice,  so  he  cried 
"fruit"  and  with  great  gusto  fell  into  a  bed  of  roses 
saying  "this  shall  henceforth  be  my  throne;  bring 
on  my  Cleo's."  There  he  may  be  found  most  any 
study  period  dissecting  the  newest  Shadowland  or 
Vanity  Fair  with  a  lantern  slung  close  by  to  lighten 
the  work. 

You've  probably  gazed  upon  his  fair  countenance, 
noted  his  origin,  and  formed  the  opinion  which  it 
took  our  Bob  two  years  to  eradicate,  using  a  com- 
pound of  Americanizm  and  Scotchizm.  This  bane 
of  his  Plebedome  was: 

"Bane  you  from  Min-e-so-ta?" 

Bobbee  is  an  ardent  disciple  of  the  principle  that 
late  hours  aren't  good  for  one  but  they're  all 
for    two. 

Class  Water-Polo  (2); 
Numerals  (2); 
Star  (4). 


Henry  John  Voss 

Cleveland,  Ohio 

"Hank"  " Punkin"  "Pug" 

HE'S  drunk  again  in  Indiana — "  to  the  tune 
of  "The  Wabash  River",  is  what  he  sang 
when  he  came  into  the  Naval  incubator,  and  the 
same  song  lasted  him  until  Youngster  year  was  half 
gone — then  he  learned  "Working  on  the  Railroad." 
Nevertheless  "he's  a  good  kid  and  we  all  like  him." 

Nature  played  him  a  dirty  trick  when  she  built 
his  face.  His  idea,  and  ideal,  of  manly  beauty  is  a 
map  like  Bull  Montana's,  and  he  has  to  sport  a 
physiognomy  that  would  make  Raphael's  cheru- 
bims  look  like  cave-men.  Nevertheless,  if  he  keeps 
on  trying  hard  enough  to  get  it  spoiled,  he  may  suc- 
ceed. He  got  on  the  boxing  squad  and  probably 
only  a  trip  to  the  hospital  with  the  flu  kept  him  from 
realizing  a  cherished  ambition. 

His  power  of  concentration  is  a  thing  of  wonder; 
he  can  go  into  the  most  complete  hop  on  record  if  he 
has  a  Red  Book  or  a  Cosmo  in  his  hands — you  can 
even  call  him  names  and  get  away  with  it. 

"What  in  almighty  hell  is  the  lesson?" 

Boxing  Squad  (5,  2); 
Rifle  Squad  (J,  2); 
Expert  Rifleman. 
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John  Bartling  Pearson,  Jr. 

Austin,  Texas 

"Jack"  " Honest  John"  "  Baldy" 

HEY  M.  C,  pass  the  word  that  all  them  as 
wants  the  Dago  lesson  translated  come 
around  to  room  3453 — and  bring  their  own  chairs — 
don't  sit  on  the  bed.  That  picture  in  the  upper  left 
corner  of  the  locker  door?  No,  not  Philly,  she's 
from  New  York,  the  one  in  the  upper  right  corner  is 
from  Philly.  This  bunch  is  from  Washington.  That 
row  of  pictures?  Why,  only  Texas  can  produce  'em 
like  that.  But  the  one  in  the  center,  well  you  must 
guess  where  she  is  from."  Yes,  girls,  he  is  a  most 
entrancing  snake,  and  his  only  bad  habit  is  a  passion 
for  hair  tonic,  caused  by  the  dread  of  living  a  bald- 
headed  life. 

Honest  John  came  to  us  from  wild  and  wooly 
Texas.  He  soon  had  the  Academic  Department 
buffaloed  and  he  has  kept  it  so  ever  since  by  riding 
along  on  a  wave  of  velvet.  A  taste  for  contortions 
has  been  developed  along  gymnastic  lines,  until 
medals  and  championship  cups  are  quite  everyday 
occurences. 

"What's  the  dee-sert?  Hark!  Do  I  hear  a  heart- 
string  break?" 

Gymnasium  Team  (4,  3,  2,  /)',  Captain  (1); 
Intercollegiate  Champion  (4,  5,  2); 
Star  (4,  3,2,1); 
Gymnasium  Block  N  (4,  J,  2) ; 
■   President  Intercollegiate  Amateur 

Gymnastic  Association  of  America; 
Director  Y.  M.C.  A.  (1); 
Class  Track  (2); 
Expert  Rifleman; 
Hot  Committee  (1). 


Charles  Ridgely  Ensey,  Jr. 
Jacksonville,  Florida 
"Red"  "Rojo"  "Pinkie" 

WHEN  the  deck  has  lapsed  into  that  somnolent 
stillness  which  follows  reveille,  then,  even  as 
the  song  of  birds  at  break  of  day  there  arises  a  so- 
norous plea ;  "  I  wanta  wake  up,  in  the  morning,  where 
the  morning  glor-ees  gr-o-ow — why  you  hyphenated 
heathen!"  We  have  swift  glimpses  of  Red  at  the 
bath,  Red  shaving,  Red  dressing,  all  mingled  in  one 
beautiful  vision. 

Thrust  by  Fortune  with  a  roomful  of  athletic 
and  Academic  prodigies  Red  has  served  as  a  guardian 
angel  of  the  savvy  but  simple.  At  frequent  intervals 
he  has  soberly  predicted  devastation  at  the  hands 
of  the  Ac  Department:  "Say,  I  wish  you  birds 
would  shut  up  and  let  a  guy  study,  here  I  am,  bilg- 
ing cold  as  — ."  Having  delivered  himself  of  this 
pronouncement  he  usually  succumbs  to  merciful 
slumber. 

A  supply  of  humor,  a  fund  of  parlor  tricks,  a 
knack  for  doing  the  little  things  that  go  to  make  up 
the  sunny  side  of  life,  all  finished  off  with  a  beautiful 
shock  of  red  hair,  have  gone  to  create  this  easy-going 
son  of  Florida.  There  is  no  one  like  him,  he  is 
indispensable. 

Expert  Rifleman. 
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William  James  McCord 

St.  Louis,  Missouri 

"Bill"  "Stud"  "Mac"  "Silent" 

THE  Navy  appealed  to  Mac  in  1917,  and  soon 
he  was  a  regular  on  the  other  side  hunting 
submarines  on  convoy  duty.  Before  long  he  was 
trying  for  the  Academy.  It  was  one  beautiful  day 
in  June  when  he  said  "good  bye"  to  cit  life,  but  not 
so  to  Mac.  He  thought  it  was  December.  The 
Upper  Classmen,  try  as  they  would  by  the  olive  oil 
cure,  could  not  make  him  stop  his  laughing — he 
would  laugh  in  spite  of  all  they  could  do. 

Youngster  year  we  found  him  somewhat  changed, 
a  man  free  to  "drag".  Cynical,  always  that  way  with 
the  so-called  femmes.  A  snake  he  was,  is  now,  and 
ever  shall  be.  Vernon  Castle  could  not  show  this 
Irishman  one  new  thing — but  he  is  very  serious  at 
times  especially  when  a  Nav  P-work  is  scheduled 
dead  ahead — that  is,  if  he  isn't  thinking  about  the 
miniature. 

Soccer  Squad  (2); 
Class  Soccer  (3); 
Class  Football  (2). 


Philip  Daniel  Lohman 

Sioux  City,  Iowa 

"Phil"  "P.  D."  " Chaperone" 

PLEBE  year  was  somewhat  of  a  strain  on  P.  D., 
as  he  soon  became  one  of  the  favorite  visitors 
of  certain  Upper  Classmen.  He  certainly  provided 
his  share  of  their  entertainment,  due  probably  to 
the  fact  that  he  had  such  a  serious  nature.  But  his 
turn  came  the  next  year,  and  he  amply  availed  him- 
self of  this  opportunity  to  get  his  quota  of  the  fun. 
Also  as  a  Youngster  he  broke  away  from  some  of  his 
Red  Mike  traits  and  now,  to  speak  in  the  vernacular 
of  the  pampered  pets,  he  is  somewhat  of  a  snake. 
But  there  are  nobler  things  in  life  than  fussing 
flappers,  says  this  Iowa  boy.  Evidently  he  means 
it  too,  because  there  is  much  more  visible  satisfac- 
tion registered  on  his  manly  countenance  when  he 
draws  down  a  star  average  in  steam  than  when  he 
drags  a  cold  forty  to  one  of  the  weekly  work-outs. 
We  should  delight  in  seeing  some  dainty  flapper 
pierce  the  armor  that  certainly  must  be  around  his 
heart. 

Class  Track  (4,  3). 
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Harry  Russell  Morgan 

Cambridge,  Ohio  »■ 

"Thug"  "Ruf" 

THE  altruistic  spirit  with  which  Thug  sacrificed 
a  career  of  mathematical  research  to  serve  his 
country  deserves  the  highest  laudation.  He  was 
the  proverbial  prophet  without  honor.  So  marked 
was  his  ability  in  Calculus  that  to  prevent  complete- 
ly revolutionizing  the  subject,  the  Math  Department 
was    forced    to    bilge    him. 

A  second  seismical  episode  occured  when  Ruf  was 
unceremoniously  shanghied  to  the  Reina  to  ponder 
over  some  solution  of  educational  problems,  other 
than  his  choke-bore  broom  and  a  determination  to 
use  it.  A  glance  at  the  above  facsimile  should 
establish  his  innocence.  It  didn't  to  the  authori- 
ties, but  his  line  did. 

His  remarkable  love  for  fellow-beings  finally 
found  practical  expression  in  the  gentle  sport  of 
wrestling.  Three  years  of  successful  mayhem  were 
rewarded  by  the  captaincy  of  Navy's  wrecking  crew, 
an  event  which  he  celebrated  by  wearing  a  collar 
for  the  first  time  since  Plebe  year. 

For  further  information  relative  to  the  hero  of 
this  song  service,  see  the  young  lady  whose  advice 
he  sought  while  contemplating  a  transfer  to  the 
Marine   Corps. 

Wrestling  Squad  (4,  J,  2,1);  WNT;  N; 

Captain    (1); 
Boxing    Numerals. 


Thomas  Reed  Molloy 

Yuma,  Arizona 

''Tom"  "Molly"  "Harp" 

IN  the  year  1918,  Arizona  sent  forth  one  of  its 
proud  sons,  who,  following  in  the  footsteps  of 
his  "kid"  brother,  sojourned  at  the  Naval  School 
for  boys.  In  his  first  year  certain  problems  in  chess, 
which  was  then  the  fad,  occupied  his  time  to  the 
exclusion  of  his  studies,  especially  "Dago".  He  was 
turned  back  into  the  next  lower  class  in  the  hope 
that  another  year  at  the  Naval  Academy  would  make 
his  tongue  more  limber. 

If  you  have  ever  met  Tom  Molloy  there  have  been 
two  opinions  formed.  Your  opinion  of  him,  and  his 
opinion  of  you.  There  is  a  certain  positive  aggres- 
siveness about  him  which  permits  of  no  half-way 
measures,  (except  at  the  eye-test  in  sick  bay).  If 
you  don't  like  him  you  respect  him,  if  he  doesn't 
like  you  he  forgets  you. 

Not  being  an  athlete  Molloy  trained  himself  with 
the  sole  purpose  of  treating  the  "femmes".  While 
not  always  successful,  he  was  at  least  persistent. 
His  motto  is  "get  'em  young  and  treat  'em  rough." 
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Thomas  Boss  Congdon 

New  London,  Connecticut 

"Tom"  " Goof  Cummings" 

"OAY,  fellows,  did  you  see  that  girl  look  at  me?" 
O  No  other  than  this  beaming  countenance  dis- 
played above  and  Tom  does  have  to  throw  stones 
at  the  flocks  of  blondes  and  brunettes  that  come  from 
all  parts  of  the  globe  to  be  in  our  Vernon  Castle's 
midst.  And  the  best  part  of  it  is  that  he  isn't  the 
least  bit  afraid  to  admit  it. 

Four  years  at  Bordentown,  and  a  campaign  bar 
from  Amherst,  he  was  military  enough  for  five 
stripes,  but  took  to  correspondence  and  art  instead. 
Awfully  clever  with  the  pencil,  and  how  she  did  love 
those  cute  little  hop  cards  with  all  those  funny  faces! 

Our  first  hop  committee  elections  saw  Tom  right 
out  in  front  with  the  shining  sword-belt,  and  we  all 
were  oh!  just  so  proud! 

Will  make  someone  a  "sweet"  husband,  for  he  has 
lots  of  ginger,  and  whether  in  the  service  or  exposed 
to  the  four  winds,  will  enter  Westminster  Abbey  in 
the  end  with  the  elite. 

"I  wish  you  guys  would  come  clean  with  some 
butter." 

Hop  Committee  (3,  2,  1); 
Class  Ring  Committee  (4) 
Lucky  Bag. 


Thomas  Henry  Hederman 
Webster,  Massachusetts 

"Heddie"  "Henry"  "Mamie" 

THEY  call  him  the  boy  with  the  patent  leather 
hair,  which  he  carries  over  a  head  trained  a  la 
Bay  State. 

He  juggles  equally  well  the  vocabulary,  the  pen, 
and  the  feet,  with  the  finesse  of  an  expert;  being  also 
versed  in  the  art  of  nobby  repartee.  The  ladies  can't 
help  but  admire  this  dashing,  Beau  Brummel  from 
New  England,  and  he  generously  returns  their 
admiration — but  only  to  brunettes. 

With  eyes  focussed  on  the  bleachers  in  the  Spring, 
he  admirably  lives  up  to  expectations  in  the  famous 
game  of  "swat". 

With  the  musical  comedy  smile,  the  animated  ice- 
man's walk,  and  the  collegiate  touch,  he  holds  in 
his  power,  the  most  seething  and  howling  mob  ever 
assembled  in  the  football  stands;  for  he  is  cheer- 
leader! 

Everyone  gets  a  big  kick  in  knowing  the  young 
fellow.  He  knows  almost  everything,  but  we  pro- 
letarians are  always  eager  to  learn. 

"Oh,  you  mean  that  All-American  half-back? 
Yeah,  I  played  against  him  in  high  school!" 

Block  N  Baseball  (2); 
Baseball  Squad  (4,  3,2,  1 )  ; 
Baseball  Captain  (/); 
Cheerleader  (2,  1). 
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Francis  Leon  Robbins 

Bradford,  Pennsylvania 

"Bobbie"  "Buster"  "Bat"  "Frog-legs" 

THIS  diminutive  specimen  of  manhood  stands 
but  five-seven  in  his  "Interwovens".  This  is, 
however,  no  criterion  of  his  strength  or  ability.  He 
has  passed  the  All-Academics  with  one  foot  constant- 
ly on  a  banana  peel  and  a  smile  on  his  face. 

He  is  idiosyncratic  at  frequent  intervals,  separated 
by  periods  of  apparent  sanity.  Giving  himself  a 
black  eye  in  his  sleep  is  one  of  his  little  oddities. 
►  Mellin's  Food  and  Fleischman's  Yeast  made  him 
what  he  is  today.  We  hope  he's  satisfied.  He 
wrestles!  Can  claim  the  Academy  Interclass 
Championship  in  his  weight.  He  has  been  known  to 
throw  even  an  English  exam  in  one  hour  and  fifty 
minutes. 

If  hard  work  and  application  are  factors  of  success, 
he  should,  some  day,  be  kept  busy  carrying  around 
his  gold  braid,  or,  if  the  Navy  becomes  a  memory, 
clipping  coupons. 

Further  treatment  is  "beyond  the  scope  of  this 
book."  We  can  only  hope  that  some  day  you  may 
discover  him  for  yourself. 

"Bilged  again!    Not  a  damn  answer." 

Class  Wrestling  (J,  2); 
Wrestling  Numerals  (J,  2). 


Robert  Lee  Dennison 
Bradford,  Pennsylvania 

"Denny" 

WHAT  cha'  laughin'  at,  Denny?" 
"Oh,  I  was  just  thinking." — which  aside 
from  caulking  off"  and  reading  is  his  greatest  pas- 
time. On  liberty — "I  have  to  stop  in  Feldmeyer's." 
Inside,  "Oh  hell,  I've  read  all  these;  they  sure  are 
slow  publishing  these  magazines."  Just  ask  him  if 
there  is  anything  he  doesn't  know.  Edison's  exams 
are  fruit  for  his  massive  brain.  Five  minutes  ot 
study  results  in  a  bad  defeat  for  the  Ac  Dept.,  and 
he  takes  a  Juice  book  to  a  Nav  P-work  so  that  he 
can  get  the  lesson  while  the  section  leader  collects 
the  books. 

His  athletics,  outside  of  the  Mexican  variety, 
have  been  limited  to  crew.  Denny  pulled  number 
six  in  Dick's  second  Varsity  Youngster  year,  but 
hard  luck  in  the  form  of  sickness  and  a  persistent 
doctor  lost  for  him  his  perfectly  good  chances  for  a 
seat  in  the  varsity. 

"Hey,  Denny,  d'ya  want  to  drag  with  me  Sat- 
urday?" 

"Say,  can't  you  birds  realize  I  only  drag  beauty?" 

That's  the  reason  his  dragging  has 

been  limited  mostly  to  his  O.  A.  O. 

"  Five  minutes  to  formation,  guess 

I'll  caulk." 

Crew  Squad    (4,  3),  NA  (3). 
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"Rip' 


Richard  Don  Pratt 

Waterloo,  Wisconsin 
Corsario"  "Dick"  "  Wheelhorse" 


EARLY  in  life  Rip  shook  from  his  restless  feet  the 
dust  of  Fireman's  Park  (Waterloo).  Then  three 
years  of  Gyrening,  and  he  was  ready  for  anything — 
his  pride  wouldn't  allow  that  anyway.  Merely 
expounding  his  own  original  theories  with  sublime 
confidence  backed  by  his  sedate  appearance  has 
sufficed  to  get  him  by. 

That  Gyrene  training  instills  stubbornness  is  a 
service  adage,  and  Rip  is  a  convincing  proof;  for, 
whether  acquired  or  inherent,  he  possesses  that 
quality  in  abundance. 

When  not  writing  letters  his  time  is  divided  in  the 
ratio  of  about  nine  to  one  between  slumber  and 
bridge. 

An  almost  spotless  record  as  a  Red  Mike  demon- 
strates his  loyalty  to  the  O.  A.  O.  at  home. 

Rip's  main  outdoor  diversion  has  been  on  the 
rifle  range — he  shoots  straight  and  lives  the  same 
way  and  smokes  Fatimas. 

"Damn  the  book." 

Camp  Perry  National  Matches; 
Rifle  Squad  (4,  J,  2),  rNt  (3) 


William  Mathews  Hobby,  Jr. 
Sylvania,  Georgia 

"Bill"  "  The  Governor" 

BILL  is  a  born  gambler.  The  click  of  chips  is  as 
music  to  his  ears.  "Is  there  a  Nav  P-work 
tomorrow?"  Whitey  sends  a  Plebe  around  to  make 
it  five  handed,  and  books  are  forgotten.  Only  in 
case  of  urgent  necessity  will  Bill  forsake  his  favorite 
pastime. 

Bill  would  like  to  create  the  impression  that  he's 
bilging.  Invariably,  toward  the  end  of  the  month, 
we  hear  him  bemoaning  his  fate.  And  just  as  invari- 
ably we  struggle  with  the  temptation  to  wield  the 
broom  when  the  marks  are  posted. 

In  the  proper  mood,  with  a  stogie  between  his 
teeth,  Bill  loves  to  "chalk  'em  up".  He  starts  in 
easy,  and  so  convincingly  that,  in  spite  of  our  knowl- 
edge of  his  ways,  we  almost  believe  him.  But  the 
ease  with  which  he  gets  by  makes  him  reckless,  and, 
sooner  or  later,  he  oversteps  the  bounds  of  possibili- 
ty- 
Each  spring  Bill  forsakes  the  radiator  for  the 
diamond.  Numerals  in  interclass  baseball  indicate 
his  success. 

Class  Baseball  (5,  2);  Numerals  (J); 
Class  Football  (4). 
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Zeus  Soucek 
Medford,  Oklahoma 

"Zeke"  "Knight"  " Soakem" 

AND  so  his  life  was  spoiled;  but  don't 
forget,  he'd  be  here  yet  if  he  had  been  hard 
boiled." — "Humpty  Dumpty." 

Under  the  tutelage  of  Hiram  Shaw  and  such-like 
famous  characters  in  the  good  old  Tenth,  Zeke  absorb- 
ed his  Plebe's  title  of  the  salt  and  tar  of  Neptune's 
chosen.  What  more  natural  than  that  he  should 
follow  in  the  footsteps  of  such  honored  thugs? 

Accordingly,  though  he  has  plugged  along  consis- 
tently with  the  hustlers,  Zeke's  own  sport  is  lacrosse. 
When  he  races  down  the  field  about  two  paces  astern 
of  that  protruberant  jaw,  stand-by! 

H-s-s-s-t!  Cross  your  fingers.  Ever  hear  of  the 
Koka-Bolas?  He's  a  charter  member  and  a  knight 
of  the  thirty-third  degree.  There  are  only  three,  but 
what  a  powerful  aggregation!  Many  a  session  have 
thev  held  that  will  live  long  in  the  annals  of  the  Third 
Batt. 

The  time  Zeke  has  spent  on  athletics  has  been  a 
sacrifice,  for  he's  not  savvy.  His  ability  to  hit  in  the 
pinches  has  kept  him  with  us.     So  be  it  ever. 

Football  Squad  (4,  3,  2);  NA  (2); 
Lacrosse  Squad  (3,  2);  LNT  (3,  2); 
Lacrosse  Captain  (1); 
Black  vV***. 


Charles  Randolph  Pickell 
Raleigh,  North  Carolina 

"Pickle"  "Pick" 

PICK  maintains  he's  from  "V'ginia" — why,  we 
don't  know.  Possibly  his  modesty  forbids  his 
claiming  a  common  citizenship  with  his  illustrious 
Sec  Nav. 

Blue  eyes,  pink  cheeks,  soft  chestnut  hair; — a 
taking  combination.  Add  to  that  a  smooth  South- 
ern drawl  and  you  know  Dick  as  far  as  outward 
appearances  go. 

Unthinking  and  wasteful  expenditure  of  energy 
is  contrary  to  his  nature.  By  way  of  bi-weekly  rec- 
reation a  cursory  inspection  of  the  gym  quiets  his 
conscience.  A  sat  mark  with  a  moderate  factor 
of  safety,  and  he  is  content. 

He  is  the  baby  of  our  family,  and  we  have  felt 
keenly  the  responsibility  developing  upon  us  from 
this  circumstance.  On  some  few  occasions  when  a 
super-abundance  of  spirits  prompted  him  to  mis- 
chievous behavior,  brotherly  advice  has  been  supple- 
mented by  a  use  of  the  razor  strop;  and  on  the  many 
occasions  when  a  package  came  from  home  it  was 
our  pleasant  duty  to  see  that  he  did  not  endanger 
his  health  by  overeating. 
"Let's   romp." 
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Thomas  Lee  Turner 
Paris,  Texas 

lexas         1  ommie         lurnerae  lejas 

TOM'S  main  reason  for  not  wanting  to  leave 
Texas  was  because  he  feared  the  natives  couldn't 
do  without  him.  He  has  two  ambitions  in  life,  the 
other  is  to  have  the  name  of  Paris,  France,  changed. 
He  is  of  a  retiring  and  modest  nature  but  — "  By  the 
way  fellows,  who's  the  handsomest  man  in  the 
regiment?  That's  right,  I  knew  I  was,  but  I  always 
disliked  egotists."  At  a  hop  he  is  at  his  best.  A 
snake  by  nature.  He  has  a  varied  line  extremely 
effective  while  in  action,  but  brutal  in  its  non-lasting 
qualities.  Why  brutal  in  its  non-lasting  qualities? 
Sit  down  stranger  while  we  relate  the  dreadful  tale. 
It  was  in  June  when  Tom  again  fell  in  love.  No, 
this  time  he  was  truly  in  love.  It  was  a  blissful 
June  Week  and  Tom  rose  to  heights  of  ecstacy,  but 
we  must  be  brief.  Next  we  find  him  in  the  dynamo 
room  on  board  the  Kansas  doubtful  and  forlorn. 
"She  hasn't  any  reason  to  love  me.  She  don't  love 
me.     She  don't." 

Class  Football  (4,  J,  2); 

Class  Baseball  (2),  Numerals  (2). 


Walter  Clarence  Russell,  Jr. 
Sheridan,  Wyoming 

"Two-Gun"  "Violet"  "Walter" 

TO  the  impersonal  observer  "Russ"  would  not 
seem  to  be  the  epitome  of  beauty,  in  fact  one 
might  say  he  would  be  struck  more  by  its  absence. 
However,  to  us  who  have  been  in  his  proximity  for 
several  years  he  is  not  ugly,  but — well,  why  equivo- 
cate. 

Two-gun  came  to  us  direct  from  a  sheep  ranch, 
where  he  used  to  spend  his  days  herding  sheep  and 
climbing  mountains  to  see  what  lay  on  the  other 
side.  So  ignorant  of  naval  things  was  "he  that  it's 
said  he  spent  half  of  Plebe  summer  trying  to  devise 
a  brake  that  would  stop  the  "Pennsy"  in  a  hundred 
yards. 

He  has  been  more  or  less  prominent  in  class  base- 
ball, having  been  our  class  pitcher  since  Youngster 
year,  when  due  to  his  control,  he  won  his  coveted 
numerals  and  great  conceit  of  himself  as  a  future 
Christy  Mathewson. 

He  has  a  way  with  the  girls  that  they  seem  to  like, 
for  on  almost  any  week-end,  one  may  see  his  smiling 
face  and  funny  legs  cavorting  about  on  the  old  dance 
floor. 

More  power  to  you,  "Violet",  let  your  light  shine 
forth  so  all  may  see  and  take  heed. 

Class  Baseball  (4,  J,  2),  Numerals  (2); 
Class  Soccer  (3). 
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William  Rudolph  Thayer 

San  Francisco,  California 

"Rufe"  "Bill" 

WE  present  for  your  approval,  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  the  original  strawberry  blonde, 
straight  from  the  smiling  hills  and  fertile  valleys  of 
sunny  California.  One  glance  at  his  crowning  glory 
will  suffice  to  tell  from  whence  he  hails.  No  other 
climate  could  produce  those  Titian  locks,  the  envy 
of  his  fellow  inmates,  and  the  idol  of  the  fair  sex. 

"Little  Rufe",  the  First  Classmen  named  him, 
after  brother  Rufus  in  21-A,  during  the  first  week  of 
Plebe  year,  and  "Rufe"  he  has  remained  ever  since. 
Most  of  us  have  forgotten  that  he  has  not  first  claim 
to  the  title.  In  fact,  a  classmate  who  met  the  real 
Rufe  in  Seattle  exclaimed  "Oh,  you're  Rufe  Thayer's 
brother,  aren't  you?"  "Such  is  fame!"  says  the 
real  one. 

Since  the  National  Rifle  Matches  at  Camp  Perry, 
Bill  has  been  sporting  a  gold  medal,  presented  by 
an  affectionate  Congress.  His  attempts  at  marks- 
manship have  not  been  confined  to  shooting  up  the 
landscape  around  Greenbury  Point,  however,  and 
evidence  shows  he  has  scored  many  a  hit  at  heaving 
the  wicked  line.  One  thing  certain,  he  has  made  a 
hit  with  us. 

Mandolin  Club  (4,  J,  2,  1); 
Rifle  Squad  (4,  3);  RNT  (4,  3); 
National  Rifle  Matches  1921; 
Expert  Team  Rifleman  (3). 


Donald  Weller 

Los  Angeles,  California 

" Rosie"  "Don" 

ROSIE  is  a  typical  son  of  California.  He  came  to 
us  from  the  land  of  the  bathing  beauties,  and 
from  the  appearance  of  his  ever-rosy  cheeks  it  is 
easy  to  judge  that  he  spent  considerable  of  his  time 
at  the  beach  enjoying  the  native  wonders  of  his 
territory.  This  also  accounts  for  his  unusual  cog- 
nomen, Rosie. 

Don  has  had  a  trying  career  at  the  Academy,  but 
as  each  year  has  passed,  we  always  see  him  clinging 
to  the  class  with  a  desperate  grip.  He  is  not  wooden, 
but  rather  inclined  to  worship  the  God  of  luck,  and 
it  must  be  admitted  that  he  has  been  favored  with 
the  pleasure  of  his  idol.  Put  Rosie  in  water  and  he 
becomes  a  fish.  Not  the  quiet,  graceful  sort,  although 
he  is  very  gentle,  but  the  brutish  type  that  is  always 
evinced  by  his  activity  in  a  game  of  water-polo.  He 
has  been  an  ever-present  quantity  in  Neptune's 
squad.  His  ability  as  a  snake  is  practically  unknown, 
but  when  he  does  mingle  with  the  fair  sex,  his  beauty 
is  the  envy  of  them  all.  Notwithstanding  all  his 
faults,  he  is  our  Rosie  and  we  will  manage  to  live 
with  him. 

Swimming  Squad  (4);  Numerals; 
Water-Polo  Squad  (J,  2);  NA  (2). 
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Homer  Ambrose 

Waban,  Massachusetts 

"Brute"  "Rollo"  "Sheriff" 

"  T^VON'T  cry,  little  Plebe,  I'll  punish  the  great,  big 
VJ     'Brute'." 

Then  our  "Rollo"  left  us  for  a  mid-winter  cruise 
on  the  Reina,  and  for  three  long  months  we  saw  him 
no  more.  Among  the  other  victims  of  a  tradition  as 
old  as  the  Navy  itself  he  spent  Christmas  leave,  and 
when  we  welcomed  him  back  to  old  B.  H.  again, 
many  were  the  yarns  that  he  told  us  of  the  exploits 
of  that  non-reg  gang. 

From  the  savvy  State  he  has  come,  so  of  his  Aca- 
demic accomplishments  nothing  more  need  be  said. 
A  crew  man  who  swings  a  hefty  oar  (also  broom), 
and  tho'  we  call  him  "Brute"  you  can  see  by  the 
above  that  once  your  friend  always  your  friend.  He 
doesn't  say  much  about  the  "One  and  Only"  back 
New  England  way  but  certain  artistic  masterpieces 
ever  on  his  locker  door  prove  that  our  "Rollo"  has 
fallen,  even  as  you  and  I.  When  it  comes  to  drag- 
ging for  his  roommates  Rollo  is  right  there.  "Just 
mention  Plebe  June  Ball,  Toro!" 

Crew  Squad  (4,  3,  2); 
Class  Football  (3,  2); 
Black  N****; 
Choir  (4). 


George  Watson  Lehman 

Warsaw,  Indiana 
"Bull"  "Torro"  "Knight" 

EITHER  an  inherent  desire  for  water  which  can't 
be  used  for  bathing  purposes,  or  a  local  pogrom 
in  "Moscow",  caused  this  noble  youth  to  migrate 
from  the  old  homestead  and  affiliate  himself  with 
the  disciples  of  J.  P.  Jones.  At  any  rate,  here  he  is; 
much  and  many,  as  was  admitted  by  his  omnipotent 
contemporaries,  who  sacrificed  many  brooms  and 
much  energy  to  impress  him  with  their  doctrine  of 
R.  H.  I.  P.  . 

This  gentle  treatment  led  our  "Torro"  to  believe 
that,  "life,  liberty,  and  the  pursuit  of  happiness," 
had  no  bearing  on  the  existence  of  "  Plebes".  Result 
— he  and  the  Executive  Department  tangled,  and 
the  latter,  being  victorious,  shanghaied  him  for 
three  months  of  sea  duty  on  the  good  ship  Reina. 

Women,  especially  the  peroxide  type,  prove  fatal 
to  our  hero.  He  is  powerless  to  resist  them,  even  to 
the  extent  of  swimming  the  Severn  in  mid-winter. 

But,  despite  the  knocks,  "Torro's"  career  has 
been  an  enviable  success  and  the  best  wishes  of  his 
friends,  a  multitude  of  them,  will  always  go  with 
him. 

Football  Squad  (4,  3,  2); 
Class  Lacrosse  (4,  J,  2); 
Black  JV****. 
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Thomas  Edward  Boyce 

Mount  Vernon,  Indiana 

"Tom"  "Don  Eddie"  "Doc" 

THE  above  is  a  facsimile  of  Don  Eddie  of  the 
"Horse  Marines".  Don't  crowd,  girls,  you 
can't  make  him  fall.  He  isn't  a  Red  Mike  either. 
but  he  just  got  all  hitched  up  l  oungster  leave,  and 
since  then  he  has  been  living  a  life  full  of  special 
delivery  letters,  telegrams,  and  sighs — Oh !  such 
sighs! 

Whenever  anything  goes  wrong,  we  have  to  call 
in  Doc  Boyce.  He  missed  his  calling  in  coming 
into  the  Navy.  "Quick.  Doc.  where's  your  iodine?" 
And  if  he  failed  as  a  surgeon  he  would  always  have 
plenty  of  chances  in  the  patent  medicine  business. 

Tom  has  an  imagination,  as  is  evinced  by  the 
voluminosity  of  the  stationery  he  uses.  And  that 
quality  carries  him  so  far  that  he  can  imitate  quite 
exactly  the  sound  of  a  fire  and  bilge  pump. 

Does  Tom  smoker  Burn  oil:  Play  cards?  Oh — 
never!  He  doesn't  say  much  about  his  past;  but 
when  he  does,  as  when  he  speaks  of  other  things,  it 
is  worth  something. 

Class  Baseball  (3,  2); 
Class  Basketball  (3,  2). 


William  Clarence  Parker.  Jr. 

Harrisburg,  Illinois 

"Willie"  "  Whitey"  "Pa"  "Blanco"  "Parson" 

WELL  put  up  your  money."  WTen  you  hear 
young  W  lllie  come  down  with  this  you 
had  better  rig  in  your  booms.  Willie  began  his 
career  as  a  master  of  the  pasteboards  when  he  was 
still  in  the  cradle. 

W  lllie  is  also  a  statesman,  wise  to  a  degree,  firm 
and  blunt.  This  youth  received  his  early  training 
in  a  school  of  environment,  especially  in  that  of  the 
coal  mines  of  Harrisburg.  Ask  him  anything  about 
a  coal  mine  and  he'll  tell  you  its  complete  history. 

As  a  iusser  W  ilhe  is  immense.  Words  fail  to 
describe  how  from  Annapolis  to  far  away  Honolulu 
the  femmes  have  fallen  for  that  wicked  line.  Have 
they?  This  much  can  be  said.  Willie  has  never 
dragged  a  brick  for  the  simple  reason  that  he  has 
never  ventured. 

WTitey  is  good  company  anywhere,  on  watch, 
making  a  liberty,  or  in  free  for  all.  and  perhaps  the 
greatest  tribute  that  we  can  pay  him  is  his  sincerity 
of  friendship. 

"Let's  go,  Tom.  I'll  bid  four  hearts." 
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Joseph  Leeper  Schwaninger 

Jeffersonville,  Indiana 

" Shimmie"  "Jack" 

THE  boy  who  makes  "shivering  liz"  look  as 
solid  as  the  rock  of  Gibraltar.  We  have  seen 
exhibitions  in  Honolulu  and  Tangier  but — Oh  boy! 
When  Shimmie  gets  in  action  it's  like  a  tuning  fork 
beside  a  seconds  pendulum. 

His  Academic  record  hits  the  high  notes  in  Steam, 
Math,  and  such:  but  bust  out  Chopin's  slow  music 
for  Dago.  He  wants  straight  American  and  plenty 
of  it,  for  he's  got  that  wicked  Hoosier  line  in  the  nth 
power.  Once  that  starts  flowing  just  close  up  your 
books,  break  out  your  pipe,  prop  up  your  feet  and 
squeeze  for  easy  slips  on  the  morrow. 

Shimmie  has  often  tried  to  break  from  the  ranks 
of  "Red  Mikes"  but  it  seems  that  most  of  the  times 
his  prospective  draggee  fell  victim  to  cupid  pre- 
maturely. 

Just  what  will  happen  to  Shimmie  after  graduation 
we  don't  know.  A  good  guess  would  be  that  he 
wanders  to  some  far  off  land,  such  as  Afghanistan 
and  settles  down  to  raising  several  little  Hula  dancers. 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2). 


Joseph  Bryan  Renn 
New  Albany,  Indiana 

Jennie        Joe 

YES,  Jenny  is  a  loyal  son  of  the  "Hoosier"  State, 
who  hates  that  parody  of  "Back  Home  Again 
in  Indiana"  worse  than  a  Georgian  hates  "Marching 
Through  Georgia." 

Possibly,  this  devotion  can  be  traced  to  one  cause 
— A  Girl.  Jenny's  career  has  been  greatly  hampered 
by  this  love  affair  (especially  when  a  letter  fails  to 
arrive  on  time)  and  his  amount  available  has  been 
sadly  depleted  by  framing  the  address  of  letters 
with  little  red  ones.     Special  deliveries  do  cost! 

Youngster  year,  Joe  certainly  agreed  with  the 
man,  that  said,  "True  love  never  runs  smooth." 
For  that  theory  was  nearly  proved  when  in  the 
Spring  some  other  young  man's  fancy  lightly  turned 
to  thoughts  of  love. 

Renn  sure  does  wax  angry  when  he  is  interrupted 
while  "boning"  (which  is  most  of  the  time).  He 
never  was  a  savoir  but  was  always  an  adherent  of 
conscientious  application  in  order  to  pile  up  a  bit  of 
velvet. 

You  ought  to  hear  him  sing  the  blues — "No  mail 
this  morning???????     Oh  H— 1111111." 

Class  Track  (3,  2,  J); 
Class  Football  (3,  1); 
Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2). 


John  Robert  Nunn 

Georgetown,  Texas 

"Tex"  "Tejas"  "John  Robert" 

I  UNDERSTAND  they  have  discovered  a  new 
way  of  making  winter  scenes  on  a  stage — it 
involves  the  use  of  lights.  I'll  have  to  find  out  some- 
thing about  that" — that's  just  like  Tex;  always 
trying  to  find  out  about  something. 

"Tex"  wasn't  built  for  fencing  nor  for  football. 
Early  Plebe  year,  he  turned  his  excess  energy  into 
work  for  the  electrical  gang.  Since  then  they  have 
been  unable  to  get  rid  of  him,  mainly  because  he  is 
ab-so-lutely  indispensable  to  them.     (So  he  thinks.) 

Besides  being  a  master-electrician,  Tex,  is  also 
past-master  of  a  heavy  line.  Being  a  product  of  the 
Lone  Star  State  seemed  to  have  its  merits,  for  Tex 
early  developed  into  an  orator.  He  soon  outgrew 
Georgetown,  however,  and  was  persuaded  to  attend 
the  finishing  school  at  Annapolis  where  he  soon 
budded. 

Only  once  has  his  line  faded  him — (Youngster 
cruise  in  an  encounter  with  his  skipper) — thus 
marring  a  perfect  record. 

Masqueraders  (3,  2); 
Silver  Masqued  N  (2). 


Albin  Rufus  Sodergren 

Baltimore,  Maryland 

"Al"  "Soddy"  "Sonny"  "Poco" 

DID  you  ever  see  a  little  hundred  and  fifteen 
pound  runt  who  was  always  boxing,  wrestling, 
or  fighting?  Well,  gentlemen,  our  friend  "Poco"  is 
just  that  sort  of  a  man,  in  fact  he  doesn't  feel  natural 
unless  he  has  a  black  eye  or  battered  ear. 

Soddy  or  "Boatswain's  mate",  is  so  salty  that  he 
must  have  it  in  his  coffee.  But  even  if  he  is  briny 
he  is  a  true  sailor,  for  he  has  his  girl  in  every  port. 
He  doesn't  look  like  a  Snake  but  you  should  ask  him 
about  his  Kristiania  friends. 

Did  you  ever  see  the  chalk  dust  eddy  in  clouds 
around  the  head  of  some  savoir  as  he  hastily  checks 
off  pro b  after  prob?  Well,  gentlemen,  if  you  did  he 
wasn't  Soddy,  because — well — because  Soddy  is 
not  "savvy."  In  fact  he  puts  in  more  time  on  one 
prob  than  most  fellows  do  in  writing  a  letter  to  their 
O.  A.  O.  But  even  at  that,  if  Al  keeps  on  he  may 
graduate  yet.    Quien  Sabe! 
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Emmett  Emerson  Sprung 
Delta,  Colorado 

"Sprung"  "Chink" 

SAT  and  savvy,  with  emphasis  on  the  savvy,  and 
yet  always  ready  to  indulge  in  his  favorite  time- 
killer,  telling  a  good  story  or  experience.  Once  he 
gets  started  along  this  line  he  forgets  all  about  class 
until  formation  busts,  and  then  he  goes  to  class  and 
knocks  a  cold  forty.  How  does  he  do  it?  That  is 
just  what  we  would  like  to  know,  but  we  have  given 
up  after  trying  for  four  years  to  solve  the  puzzle. 

Cit  life  has  no  attractions  for  E.  E.  He  is  strong 
for  the  service  and  proud  of  it. 

He  is  rather  hard  to  classify  when  it  comes  to  the 
femmes.  He  is  not  a  Red  Mike,  nor  a  snake;  rather 
inconsistent  with  his  dragging.  He  will  drag  steadily 
for  a  couple  of  months  and  then  let  the  fair  sex 
absolutely  alone  for  three.  One  thing  certain  though, 
he  will  always  knock  off  fussing  for  a  real  stag  party, 
for  he  agrees  with  Kipling  in  that  "A  woman  is  only 
a  woman,  but  a  good  cigar  is  a  smoke." 


Joyce  Allen  Ralph 
Bisbee,  Arizona 

"Axle"  "Bill" 

NON-REG,  that's  him  all  over  again.  Plebe 
year  he  was  on  probation  before  Christmas. 
His  trouble  was  too  much  courting  of  Lady  Nicotine. 
However,  with  a  little  luck  and  good  tendencies,  he 
finished  the  year,  collecting  just  a  few  over  a  hun- 
dred more  demerits. 

Early  in  Youngster  year  he  began  his  quest  for 
the  ideal  "femme".  Since  then  his  range  of  drags 
has  been  wide  and  varied,  but  his  general  average 
has  made  his  fussing  well  worth  while. 

As  a  charter  member  of  the  Radiator  Club  he 
reigns  supreme.  Except  on  leave,  sleep  has  always 
been  very  essential  to  him.  With  his  ability  to 
sleep  at  any  time,  anywhere  and  in  any  position, 
insomnia  will  never  be  a  menace  to  him. 

Heaving  the  heavy  line  has  long  been  a  favorite 
pastime  of  his.  That  he  is  both  entertaining  and 
instructive  is  evidenced  by  the  fact  that,  after  four 
long  years  his  friends  are  still  glad  to  sit  down  and 
listen  for  hours  at  a  time.  And  last  but  not  least  are 
those  wonderful  inspirations  of  his. 

Log  Staff  {4,3). 
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Paul  Cyril  Wirtz 

Honolulu,  Hawaii 

"Weenie"  "P.C."  "Percy"  "Cereal" 

LOOKING  northward,  you  will  be  greeted  by  a 
J  benign,  beatific  physiognomy  of  the  original 
from  the  Sandwich  Isles,  the  source  of  all  dope,  the 
prey  of  his  own  good  nature,  and  the  answer  to  any 
maiden's  prayer.  Well,  he  isn't  exactly  an  Adonis, 
but  he  does  smack  of  the  ballroom,  doesn't  he,  girls? 

His  virtues  are  many;  it  is  generally  conceded 
that  he  is  the  originator  of  at  least  eight  of  the 
twenty-nine  holds  on  the  tea-cup;  he  is  captain  of 
the  sewing  team;  and  also  holds  the  corridor  cham- 
pionship in  ping-pong.  v 

Weenie  has  been  torn  for  four  years  between  the 
desire  to  get  an  N  in  something  or  other,  and  his 
instinct  to  keep  the  radiator  warm.  But  if  he  hasn't 
shone  in  athletics,  he  has  in  Academics.  Everything 
mathematical  is  fruit  for  him,  Dago  being  his  only 
stumbling  block.  Will  we  ever  forget  the  ball  at  his 
home  Youngster  cruise?  Hardly,  with  our  fond 
memories  of  it,  and  the  echoes  of  the  strumming 
guitars  still  ringing  in  our  ears. 

"Say,  didja  hear  the  dope — ?" 

Lucky  Bag; 

Class  Soccer  (J,  2); 

Class  Track  (3). 
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Beverly  Douglas  Lion 

New  Rochelle,  New  York 

'Bella  Donna"  " Bev"  "B.  D."  " Florabella" 

N  the  spring  a  young  man's  fancy" — (we  all 
know  the  rest);  but  it's  always  Spring  for 
Bev,  for  he  has  been  in  love  for  so  long  that  he  has 
almost  forgotten  how  it  feels.  "Going  to  N.  Y.  this 
leave." 

Books — at  least  text  books — never  worry  Bev  in 
the  least.  It  would  hurt  him  to  crack  a  book,  and 
a  frequent  2.3  does  not  seem  to  phase  him  a  bit.  He 
always  waxes  a  merry  battle  to  prove  he  can  see  just 
as  well  without  glasses. 

Can  you  imagine  "Bull"  Montana  trying  to  im- 
personate Harold  Lloyd?  To  look  at  Bev  with  his 
tortoise-shell  glasses  would  show  you  it's  pos- 
sible. "Clothes  make  the  man,"  so  says  "Bull"  and 
if  you  see  Bev  all  bedecked  in  "cits"  you  will  quite 
agree  with  him. 

He  is  property  man  of  the  Masqueraders  and  could 
have  borrowed  the  last  penny  Columbus  had.  He 
made  the  Masqueraders  famous,  so  he  believes.  We 
hope  somebody  else  thinks  so. 

"I  bilged  today  in  Dago,   only 
got  a  3.9." 

Masqueraders  (4,  3,  2); 
Musical  Clubs  (4,  3,  2); 
Gold  Masqued  N  (2). 
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Edwin  Robert  Duncan 
Burlington,  Kentucky 

"Dune"  "Eddie"  "Happy" 

v  i  ^WAS  in  the  middle  of  our  Second  Class  year 

A.  that  Dune  decided  to  ship  over  for  another 
twelve  months,  thereby  adding  one  more  Red  Mike 
to  our  ranks.  The  only  time  he  snakes  is  when  in 
Washington  or  on  the  trains  to  and  from  Kentucky. 

Since  he  came  to  the  Academy  he  has  adopted 
city  ideas  and  seems  to  be  mysteriously  attracted, 
while  on  leave,  to  the  Capitol  and  twelve  o'clock 
cities,  rather  than  to  the  serene  quiet  of  his  own 
home  town. 

While  they  say  that  Kentucky  is  famed  for  its 
"good  liquor,  pretty  horses,  and  fast  women," 
only  two  of  these  interest  Dune.  He  never  was  fond 
of  the  cavalry,  and  the  other  two  are  found  in  all 
"regular"  cities. 

While  at  Trinidad  Dune  was  rewarded  with  forty- 
eight  hours  leave  for  "meritorious"  conduct,  and 
was  further  rewarded  with  a  1  P.  O.  First  Class 
year.     He'll  be  an  admiral  yet — more  power  to  him. 


John  Thomas  Waldhauser,  Jr. 

Baltimore,  Maryland 

" Rosie"  "Waldie"  "Fats"  "Rotunda" 

ROSY,  one  of  Maryland's  own,  is  widely  known 
throughout  our  midst  for  his  various  attributes. 
There  are  three  matters  upon  which  he  looks  with 
great  affection  and  delight;  namely, — chow,  sleep, 
and  an  argument. 

Rosy  couldn't  resist  the  overwhelming  temp- 
tation to  caulk  a  bit  during  a  steam  exam,  but  even 
then  he  came  out  all  right,  thus  proving  that  he 
carries  his  horseshoe  habitually. 

Many  fiery  debates  have  ensued  in  the  Third 
Battalion  when  some  one  doubted  Waldy's  version 
of  a  matter;  but  only  when  that  person  failed  to 
realize  into  what  he  was  getting  himself. 

Waldy's  pleasure  is  immense  in  greeting  a  heavy 
weight  rival  with  "My,  but  you  are  getting  fat. 
You  had  better  watch  out  or  you  will  go  out  of  here 
with  the  rest  of  these  overweights." 

After  numerous  workouts,  several  fellows  have 
acknowledged  Waldy  as  "Daddy",  and  they  now 
look  up  to  him  for  an  occasional  inspiration,  or  a  bit 
of  fatherly  advice. 

Choice  and  Chance  is  one  of  Rosy's  long  suits,  and 
his  is  usually  a  long  chance. 

Football  Squad  (4,  3,  1);  NA  (3); 
Sub  Squad  (4,  J,  2,  J). 
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Charles  William  Kail 

Seattle,  Washington 

"Art"   " Arturo" 

OF  course  you  have  heard  people  tell  about  the 
Cosmopolitan  character  of  Navy  Folk,  but  little 
did  we  realize  Plebe  summer  that  we  had  one  of  the 
most  polished  of  these  in  our  very  midst.  Being  a 
Navy  Junior  accounts  for  it. 

Plebe  year  he  was  in  great  demand  because  of  his 
side  splitting  antics,  chief  among  them  being  his 
demonstration  of  all  the  new  dance  steps,  with  the 
aid  of  a  chair,  for  the  approval  of  the  Upper  Classes. 
He  has  persistently  refused,  however,  to  be  snared 
by  the  wiles  of  any  charming  "femme"  but  on  oc- 
casion he  does  "give  the  girls  a  treat." 

"Art  old  Tart"  will  tell  you  that  he  is  some  boy 
when  it  comes  to  out-maneuvering  the  "All-Academ- 
ics." He  points  with  pride  to  the  notches  on  his 
"slipstick"  indicating  the  number  of  times  he  has 
staged  an  old  Navy  comeback  by  checking  up  a 
"cuatro"  on  one  of  these  September  Exams. 

"Say  Waiter,  just  one  bottle — do  I  look  like  a 
camel?" 

"What?  You  don't  grasp  it — drop  around  to  the 
room." 
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Paul  Frederic  Schoeffel 
Detroit,  Michigan 

" Paulette"  "Madame"  "Pauline" 

LOOK  him  over  carefully  folks — a  rare  specimen; 
j  they  broke  the  mould  when  they  made  him. 

Pauline  was  the  ratiest  Plebe  in  the  old  fourteenth 
company,  but  earned  his  right  to  pursuit  of  happiness 
by  his  masterful  presentation  of  "Sweet  Kisses"  for 
the  Upper  Classmen. 

He  is  not  one  of  the  savvy  few  and  there  have  been 
finish  fights  he  has  waged  with  Ye  Academics.  How- 
ever, he  has  satisfied  the  demands  of  the  most  exact- 
ing department;  verily,  even  math.  The  greasy 
brutes  so  appreciated  his  technique  in  exams  that 
two  encores  were  requested. 

Pauline  is  a  confirmed  Red  Mike,  but  our  fair 
friends  have  missed  a  treat.  He  throws  a  mean 
Navy  line  on  occasions  and  would  rather  argue  than 
eat — which  is  saying  considerable. 

His  most  outstanding  trait  is  his  consideration  for 
others — shown  by  the  delicate  hesitancy  with  which 
he  borrows  his  wife's  last  skag. 

"There's  the  band — now  why  doesn't  it  play." 

"Sir,  where  were  you  when  the 
gun  blew  up?" 
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William  Dudley  Wright,  Jr. 
Knoxville,  Tennessee 
"WillD"  "Ruby"  "D" 

AFFECTEDLY  quiet  and  unresponsive  around 
±\-  the  women,  he  once  dropped  his  guard  in  public 
and  with  the  added  stimulus  of  several  "swifties" 
was  seen  to  hold  a  matron's  palm  quite  effusively 
in  the  presence  of  several  stripes.  He  has  an  implicit 
trust  in  human  nature  and  has  been  the  ripe  one  on 
several  occasions.  To  wit,  the  clear,  sparkling  essence 
of  scuttle  butt,  bearing  the  overseas  label.  His 
walk  is  the  carefully  cultivated  imitation  of  a  tired 
bartender  at  the  close  of  an  August  payday,  and  he 
wears  that  pained  expression  of  the  little  girl  who 
dropped  her  violets. 

He  has  never  found  it  necessary  to  drag,  his  savoir 
faire  and  nonchalant  persiflage  hold  the  susceptible. 
The  following  little  tragedy  rarely  fails  to  occur 
whenever  Will  attends  a  hop: 

The  unsuspecting: 

"Want  a  dance  Will ? "    " Mebbe." 

"Miss  Currier,  Midshipman  Wright." 

"Oh  I've  been  told  so  many  pleasant  things  about 
you  Mr.  Wright." 

"Indeed!  I  hope  they  are  half 
as  nice  as  the  remarks  I've  heard 
of  you,  Miss  Currier." 

Several  weeks  later:  same  girl 
to  her  drag — "Why  haven't  I  a 
dance  with  that  nice  Mr.  Wright  ? " 


Paul  Chester  Treadwell 
Saint  Augustine,  Florida 

OUT  of  the  turpentine  swamps  of  Florida  a  crea- 
ture, half  ape,  half  man,  crept  slowly  North- 
ward. Springing  from  a  high  tree  on  Chauvenet 
Walk  he  landed  in  Bancroft  Hall,  where  as  a  Plebe 
he  made  a  good  Youngster  and  as  a  Youngster  a 
splendid  First  Classman. 

Shady's  crafty  dragging  placed  him  on  the  Hop 
Committee.  Romance  achieved  a  dramatic  climax 
in  a  baseball  game  between  the  Youngsters  and 
First  Class  when  "Bim"  the  lorn,  lone  hope  of 
the  Youngsters  went  in  as  a  pinch  hitter  and  faced 
his  deadliest  rival  in  love  as  well  as  war.  One  minute 
later  the  arena  rocked  with  acclaim;  he  was  carried 
from  the  field.     Our  Hero! 

Re-exams  Second  Class  Sep  leave  almost  deprived 
him  of  the  simple  joys.  Even  after  he  got  three  days 
the  shrewd  "merchant"  flinched  thirty  dollars.  The 
question  is  "Has  civilization  failed?" 

"Just  a  couple  more  shots  and  I'll  tell  that  bird  I 
know  him." 

Class  Baseball  (4,  5,  2),  Numerals  (3,  2); 
Hop  Committee  (3,  2,1). 
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John  Broder  Moss 
Setauket,  New  York 
"Broder"  "Beauty"  "Jack"  "Jock"  "  Jolin"  J 

HE  came  to  this  sea-seminary,  a  big  fine  boy 
with  a  good  physique,  but  the  athletic  and 
feministic  training  he  has  received  here  has  developed 
him  into  such  a  marvelous  piece  of  Grecian  Statuary 
as  you  see  above.  He  is  equally  adept  with  the  oar 
and  the  tea  cup,  as  skillful  with  a  lady  finger  as  with 
the  gloves.  In  fact  Beauty  is  a  good  all  around  man 
— ask  any  girl  of  his  acquaintance. 

Jack's  spare  time  is  taken  up  writing  letters  and 
getting  beauty  sleep.  His  collection  of  cosmetics 
and  pictures  of  actresses  is  unrivalled. 

To  gaze  upon  our  young  Elinor  Glyn  hero's 
unruffled  brow  one  would  think  that  the  shadow  of 
trouble  had  never  crossed  his  manly  forehead.  How- 
ever, those  clear  eyes  were  downcast  and  those  firm 
lips  did  quiver  when  he  read  from  the  former  O.  A. 
O.'s  letter,  "I  am  so  glad  you  are  coming  home 
Friday  on  Christmas  leave,  Brod;a,  I  may  be  able  to 
see  you  Tuesday  night." 

Crew  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1),  NA  (3,  2); 
Class  Boxing  (J,  2),  Numerals  (3,  2); 
Class  Football  (4). 


"  Serpy ' 


Thomas  Francis  Carlin 

Salina,  Kansas 
''Tommy"  "Mazurka"  "Serpentina^ 
1  nbeer 


THIS  brilliant  product  of  the  Sun  Flower  State 
is  indeed  a  phenomenon.  Though  raised  in  a 
rural  village  out  in  the  great  West  where  men  lead 
clean,  simple  lives  our  "  Serpy"  instinctively  possesses 
the  social  qualities  of  a  French  courtier  of  the  old 
regime.  Even  as  the  simple  violet  trustingly  opens 
its  petals  to  the  loving  warmth  of  the  sunbeam  so 
did  Mazurka  blossom  into  a  true  knight  of  the 
Orange  Pekoe.  Full  many  a  habitue  of  the  "Club 
de  Vingt"  would  turn  green  with  envy  at  the  sight 
of  his  dexterous  manipulation  of  the  sugar  tongs. 
Picture  our  hero  gracefully  flourishing  a  lady  finger 
in  one  hand  and  deftly  balancing  a  tea  cup  in  the 
other,  with  a  tasty  wafer  cunningly  tucked  between 
his  third  and  fourth  fingers,  chatting  enthrallingly 
with  some  matron.  Really,  all  in  all,  Tommie  is  a 
fearfully  jolly  companion. 

Yes,   Captain   Carpenter  was   right  when   he    re- 
marked during  a  physical  examination,   "Mr.  Carlin, 
I  see  you  are  still  in  the  youthful  stage  of  develop- 
ment and  inclined  to  be  a  little  'light'." 
"Dos  Cervezas!" 

Class  Track  (2). 
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Harry  Eugene  Morgan 

Juneau,  Alaska 

"Iron'  "He-Man" 

IRON  came  to  us  from  the  land  of  icebergs  and 
great  polar  bears.  On  account  of  hailing  from 
Alaska,  Harry  was  the  object  of  much  curiosity  dur- 
ing Plebe  summer,  as  it  was  expected  he  would  act 
and  talk  like  an  Eskimo;  instead,  he  charmed  us 
with  his  Espanol.  Why,  even  before  the  semi-ann 
in  Dago,  Second  Class  year  he  was  heard  to  exclaim, 
"Damn  those  Wops.  This  stuff  is  fruit."  After  the 
Exam  was  over,  with  tears  in  his  eyes  he  admitted 
he  was  wrong  and  the  stuff  really  was  hard. 

Bluff — It's  his  middle  name,  combined  with  his 
well  oiled  line  gets  him  by  anything.  In  fact,  he  bluffed 
one  Prof  into  pulling  him  sat  for  Christmas  leave 
by  sketching  a  Christmas  tree  with  a  bottle  of  home 
brew  under  it,  instead  of  working  the  prob. 

Now,  Iron,  to  say  good-bye  makes  our  hearts  sad, 
but  we  shall  wait  eagerly  to  see  you  claim  the  success 
that  is  yours  in  filmland. 

"Gosh!  But  that  D.  O.  tried  to  make  me  out  a 
liar." 

"Shake  around  girls;  see  who's  the  lucky  one  to 
dance  with  me." 


William  James  Mullins 
Athens,  Pennsylvania 

"Actor"  "Rabbit"  "Shorty" 

"TTEY   mister!     What   did   you  do    before    you 

X  A   came  in  the  Navy?"     "I  was  an  actor,   Sir." 

"All  right,  Actor,  let's  see  your  act."     And  so  it 

came  to  pass  that  "Shorty"  annexed  another   name. 

Actor  was  born  under  an  unlucky  star.  It's  a 
cinch  the  estrella  men  never  had  to  worry  about  him 
bilging  them  in  the  section  room. 

The  boy  with  the  Teddy  Roosevelt  smile.  During 
his  sojourn  with  us,  did  anything  ever  happen,  either 
for  better  or  worse,  for  richer  or  poorer,  that  Actor 
could  not  find  something  to  laugh  about?  No,  fel- 
lows, a  smile  a  minute  is  his  motto.  Is  that  the 
reason  why  he  is  always  "sat"  with  a  2.50000 — ? 
We  wonder! 

That  combination — the  never  ending  smile  en- 
twined with  the  terrible  hot  line  he  always  had  at 
his  command  baffled  the  Academic  Departments. 
Who  knows  but  what  that  same  combination  might 
soften  old  St.  Peter's  heart  when  Actor  appears  at 
the  Pearly  Gates  begging  admittance? 

"Hey,  Iron!    Where's  the  corkscrew?" 
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Lester  Herman  Kern 
Bayonne,  New  Jersey 

"Goop"  " Alliwishus"  "Thug"  "Gunboat" 

FOUR  years  ago  Alliwishus  on  starting  for  New 
York  hopped  on  the  wrong  train  and  finally 
landed  in  Crabtown.  Being  a  sea-going  chap,  he  has 
remained  with  us  through  four  never-to-be-forgotten 
years. 

Goop  shows  promise  as  a  skipper  because  he  has 
passed  the  Academic  Rocks  and  Shoals  with  but 
little  effort.  Nothing  worries  the  old  boy — not  even 
getting  bucked  ruffles  his  temper.  As  a  snake,  he 
has  no  equal.  When  he  is  dragging,  which  is  every 
week-end,  a  mere  trifle  like  extra  duty  never  bothers 
him.  Being  naturally  non-reg,  he  just  forgets  about 
E.  D.,  and  shouts  "On  with  the  dance!" 

On  Youngster  cruise,  our  New  Jersey  representa- 
tive showed  promise  as  a  boxer,  but  he  preferred  to 
be  a  member  of  the  Radiator  Club,  in  which  he  is  a 
gay  luminary  as  a  bridge  shark.  Once  a  year,  he 
forsakes  the  Club  in  order  to  play  on  the  class  water- 
polo  team  and  incidentally,  to  show  the  boys  how 
Daniel  Boone  did  it. 

Class  Water-Polo  (5,  2),  Numerals  (2). 


Gilbert  Royer  Crowther 

Norristown,  Pennsylvania 

"Royer"  "Buck" 

IT  is  said  that  woman  will  always  get  the  last 
word  in  an  argument,  but  a  woman  has  nothing 
on  our  Royo.  When  it  comes  to  arguing  he  is  right 
there,  be  it  on  any  subject  from  prohibition  to  Ein- 
stein. He  once  had  a  very  heated  argument  with 
his  beloved  wife  on  the  theory  of  that  noted  scientist, 
and  for  once  he  agreed  with  his  opponent — that 
Einstein  be  blacklisted  in  future  debates. 

Did  you  ever  hear  someone  say,  when  the  marks 
have  been  posted,  "Mine  will  be  easy  to  find;  just 
look  for  the  red  ink?"  Royo  used  to  say  that  until 
the  end  of  Youngster  year  when  he  received  the 
shock  of  his  life,  for  that  time  he  did  find  a  red  mark 
opposite  his  name.  But  the  All-Academics  were  good 
to  him,  so  we  still  have  our  "Babe",  who  considers 
it  a  bad  day  if  he  does  not  knock  out  about  ten  home 
runs  in  a  game. 

Class  Baseball  (J,  2),  Numerals  (5,  2). 
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Richard  Martin  Scruggs 
Perry,  Florida 

"Sailor"  " Don  Ricardo"  "Fisherman'" 

WHERE  from  ?  "The  land  of  flowers,  perpetual 
sunshine,  asphalt  roads,  largest" — Well,  give 
him  a  chance  and  he'll  prove  the  Everglades  a  garden 
of  Eden. 

"A  wet  sheet  and  a  flowing  sea"  thrills  no  man 
more  than  he. 

Sailor  absolutely  enjoys  absorbing  seamanship 
and  steam.  "Say  it  with  Questions" — by  Sailor 
Scruggs  has  long  been  dear  to  the  hearts  of  all 
steam  Profs.  "Sir,  do  they  have  elevators  in 
masts?"  The  grand  chuckle  for  Sailor,  until  we 
learned  that  the  Japs  have  them — then  it  was  his 
turn  to  chuckle. 

Until  the  Navy  wreckers  succeeded  Sailor's  life 
career  was  settled.  But  no  bunch  of  politicians  can 
make  a  landlubber  of  him.  The  sea  calls  and  he  is 
prone  to  follow.  Engineering  Levianthians  is  now 
the  theme  of  his  day-dreams. 

When  Sailor  isn't  sorting  his  mail  or  sobbing  over 
2.5's,  he  is  experimenting  with  some  new  hair-re- 
storer. The  question  is  which  will  fail  first — his 
amount  available  or  the  elusive  hair? 

"Say,    Scruggs,    did    you  ever 
have  a  non-reg  thought?" 

Rifle  Squad  (2). 


Harry  Alfred  Downs 

Marks,  Mississippi 

"Harry"  "Hank"  "Pug" 

FROM  Cotton  Field  to  Quarter  Deck"  by  Downs. 
Here's  an  actual  specimen  from  the  Yazoo 
Valley  down  on  the  Sippy  shore. 

"Call  the  cows,  Mr.  Downs!" 

When  Harry  left  home  Deacon  Hicks  drawled, 
"Well,  that  there  boy  will  probably  make  his  mark 
as  a  Naval  Cadet  but  I  shore  hate  to  see  a  good 
farmer  ruined  this  away." 

The  Deacon  was  not  so  far  wrong  either  for  Harry 
can  take  a  formula  a  yard  long  and  emerge  with 
most  anything  he  wants.  His  line  would  daze  an 
English  Prof. 

He  has  always  been  a  consistent  devotee  of  aquatic 
sports,  having  been  on  the  sub  squad  for  three 
successive  seasons.  It  was  an  inspiring  sight  to  see 
him  swimming  against  time,  though  he  usually  lost 
by  a  bare  gallon. 

Yes,  Sir,  here  is  an  exceptional  man.  He  hasn't 
missed  Sunday  School  class  since  he  has  been  in  the 
Navy. 

Wimmin?  No  grounds  for  discussion.  His  great 
fault  in  his  inherent  non-regness. 
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Robert  Hartenstine  Rhoads 
Reading,  Pennsylvania 
"Dusty"  "Bob"  " R.  Hartenstine" 
"  Threbere" 

HERE  is  the  most  blase  Pennsylvanian  you  ever 
met.  Nothing  ever  disturbs  him  whether  it 
is  a  mid-watch  in  the  fireroom  or  the  latest  reef 
decreed  by  Fashion  in  a  flapper's  skirt. 

Dusty  enjoys  the  reputation  of  being  the  most 
practical  joker  alive.  His  ingenious  mind  delights 
in  that  branch  of  psychology  which  treats  of  the 
action  and  reaction  of  the  human  intellect  under 
certain,  (to  him)  mirth  provoking  circumstances. 
Ask  him  about  his  party  in  Algeciras.  He  tries  it 
on  everybody  from  Prof  to  corridor  boy.  To  be 
in  his  section  is  to  lose  the  much  needed  sleep,  be- 
cause you  will  undoubtedly  stay  awake  listening 
for  his  next  remark,  which,  if  it  fails  to  show  a 
thorough  knowledge  of  the  subject  under  discussion, 
will  show  his  own  brilliancy.  Usually,  we  regret  to 
say,  it  is  the  latter. 

In  living  up  to  the  old  adage  that,  "A  man  to 
have  friends  must  show  himself  friendly,"  Bob 
shows  himself  efficient  in  the   highest   degree. 

"Hey,    Mister,    do    you    carry   matches?" 

Class    Baseball  (3,  2,1). 


Gilmer  Grattan  Weston 

Washington,  Pennsylvania 

"Goo-Goo"  "G.  G."  "Gil" 

A  RETROSPECTIVE,  gentle  reader— born  in 
Virginia,  domesticated  in  Pennsylvania,  matri- 
culated in  Maryland,  and  now  a  transient  West 
Virginian — such  is  the  life  history  of  the  simple  youth 
whose  visage   beams   upon   you  from   above. 

Tubere  (pronounced  to — bear)  received  this 
pseudonym  from  his  admiring  classmates  because 
of  his  constant  endeavor  to  overcome  the  trials  and 
tribulations    of    Academic    existence. 

Goo-Goo's  pleasing  personality  impressed  not 
only  his  classmates  but  also  his  instructors,  to  the 
extent  that  Percy,  the  Fish,  requested  that  he  spend 
the  first  few  days  of  leave  with  him,  a  la  Kellerman. 
A  good  student — when  he  cares  to  be.  Witness  his 
4.0  in  Aptitude  for  the  Service.  However,  although 
the  spirit  be  willing  the  flesh  is  oftimes  weak,  and 
many  interesting  tussles  with  the  All-Academics 
have  fallen  to  his  lot. 

But  "unlucky  in  drawing  slips,  lucky  in  drawing 
billet  doux"  so  runs  the  old  saw.  Take  a  look  at 
his  brick-yard — you,  who  are  so  lucky  as  to  be  in- 
vited into  his  boudoir,  and  you 
can  well  appreciate  the  truth  of 
this  aged  adage. 
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William  Lenhart  Hoffheins,  Jr. 

Hanover,  Pennsylvania 

"Bill" 

ALTHOUGH  hailing  from  Pennsylvania,  it  is 
*"no  blot  on  his  character,  for  it  really  wasn't 
his  fault,  and  anyway  Pennsylvania  has  more  re- 
sources than  any  other  state,  especially  the  best 
school  system,  according  to  Bill;  just  ask  him,  he 
will  convince  you. 

It  was  our  misfortune  that  Bill  was  not  here  to 
join  us  Plebe  summer,  but  once  inside  the  gate 
he  became  well  known  for  his  "Fats"  and  "Food." 

Lady  Fatima  has  claimed  almost  all  of  his  time, 
and  he  rates  his  N  for  his  natural  born  ability  of 
rigging   a   tendency. 

Always  on  the  very  safe  side  of  a  3.0  he  has  wor- 
ried little  about  the  Academics  and  cared  less. 

Our  little  boy  with  the  long  arms  was  a  Red  Mike 
for  two  years,  but  at  last  the  opposite  sex  has  claimed 
him,  and  now  almost  every  week  end  you  will  find 
him   puzzling  over  the  eternal  feminine. 

With  the  end  of  the  beginning  in  sight,  Bill  mea- 
sures up  with  the  best  of  them. 

Black  N*. 


George  Arthur  Tappan  Washburn 
Albany,  New  York 
"Gat" 

GAT  hails  from  the  Empire  State.  Notice 
that  we  don't  say  from  what  part  of  that 
state,  for  he  has  lived  in  as  many  different  cities  as 
the  Supe  has  service  ribbons.  That's  where  he 
gets   his   cosmopolitan    air! 

Of  the  fairer  sex  he  is  extremely  fond,  but  at  the 
same  time  cautious.  To  induce  him  to  drag  blind 
one  must  produce  pictures  of  the  drag  taken  at 
two  year  intervals  during  her  entire  life,  the  latest 
to  be  not  more  than  three  months  previous  to  date 
of  dragging.  Is  it  any  wonder  that  his  average  is 
well  over  the  3.0  mark  as  judged  by  the  most  dis- 
criminating of  Plebes? 

His  moods  vary  from  that  fascinating  sport  of 
breaking  the  glass  on  other  people's  doors  to  that 
of  great  dignity  when  he  tells  his  assistant  to  "Take 
charge  while  I  make  out  my  laundry  list." 

It  is  fortunate  for  the  rest  of  us  that  Gat  is  an 
athlete,  for  during  the  months  that  he  is  on  the 
crew  table  we  store  up  enough  energy  to  carry  us 
through  the  rest  of  the  year. 

Ask  any  Plebe,  "  Who  holds  the  asparagus  record  ? " 

We  predict  that  a  man  with  his  line  and  smile  will 
always   make  good. 

Crew    Squad    (4,    3,    2,    1); 

Poughkeepsie     (3); 

NA    {Crew)    (J,   2);  Junior    Varsity. 
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Henry  Adrian  Schade 

Saint  Paul,  Minnesota 

"  Packy"  "Swede" 

THE  above  is  the  most  successful  of  many  at- 
tempts to  make  this  well  known  figure  appear 
handsome,  but  being  human,  he  himself  is  not  yet 
satisfied.  He  came  out  of  the  great  northwest  with 
a  genial  grin  betokening  the  most  remarkable  sense 
of  humor  on  record.  Those  who've  never  seen  him 
amused  have  something  to  live  for.  He  is  above  all 
versatile  and  has  been  everything  from  a  hobo  to 
a  gentleman.  By  assiduously  boning  Kipling  and 
the  Cosmo  he  has  become  broadminded  and  cultured. 
Nothing  ever  bothered  him  here,  least  of  all  the  Ac 
Dept.,  though  at  times  he  has  found  it  hard  to  keep 
some  bobbed  head  from  upsetting  his  carefully  order- 
ed scheme  of  life.  Spring  regularly  finds  him  wash- 
ing around  in  the  Severn  with  an  oar,  and  he  rowed 
well  in  the  Plebe  and  second  varsity  boats. 

He  has  a  wayward  streak  but  the  unceasing  watch- 
fulness of  a  multitude  of  friends  has  kept  him  fairly 
straight.  However  when  he  gets  his  mind  made  up, 
stand  clear.  The  receding  jaw  and  collar  decora- 
tions speak  for  themselves. 

Star  (4,  3,  2,1); 

Crew  Squad  (4,  3,  2,1);  NA  (5,  2); 

'23  Plebe  Crew. 


Frederick  Mackay  Trapnell 

Elizabeth,  New  Jersey 

"Fred"  "Freddy"  "Trap"  "Slim" 

FRED  drifted  languidly  down  here  Plebe  summer, 
and  has  taken  things  comfortably  ever  since. 
"Well — I  guess  I'll  star  next  month" — and  sometim- 
es he  did,  except  when  the  lure  of  the  caulking  or 
of  writing  to  one  of  the  fair  admirers  got  the  better 
of  him. 

Fred  has  the  traditional  aspect  of  a  snake — he's 
handsome,  tall,  and  gracefully  thin,  and  has  that 
romantic,  wavy  brown  hair  that  sets  hearts  flutter- 
ing. But  he's  decently  modest  about  it,  so  we  grant 
it  to  him  without  malice. 

He's  a  savoir,  artist,  snake,  and  all  around  good 
man,  but  he's  a  positive  genius  in  one  line — look  at 
him  in  the  mess  hall!  While  his  hungry  messmates 
watch  him  with  sad  longing  eyes,  he  shows  them 
how  a  good  man  can  really  put  away  food  if  he's 
correctly   equipped    for   it. 

The  fact  that  he  can  get  away  with  all  this  speaks 
volumes  for  the  power  of  his  ready  smile.  It  ought 
to  carry  him  far. 

Class  Water  Polo  (3,  2,  1). 


Wells  Laflin  Field 
Bennington,  Vermont 
"Wells"  "Bud" 

JUST  because  he  comes  from  the  Green  Moun- 
tains is  no  sign  that  he  is  green.  He  follows  the 
slogan  of  gettingthem young  and  treating  them  rough 
when  he  dashes  forth  with  the  fair  sex,  and  as  for 
being  one  of  the  elite,  well  just  ask  him  if  he  is  a 
blood. 

The  hardest  jolt  of  his  academic  career  came  with 
the  burying  of  English.  Wells  was  always  savvy, 
especially  in  English,  but  he  did  like  his  little  white 
bed  awfully  well  and  no  study  was  complete  with- 
out a  short  session  with  Morpheus. 

In  the  days  of  the  non-reg  skag  he  came  in  for 
his  share  of  glory  as  a  champion  tendency  rigger  of 
the  Fourth  Batt.,  and  he  never  missed  an  opportu- 
nity to  make  use  of  his  attainment. 

Wells  gets  more  fun  out  of  just  living  than  any 
mortal  on  earth  and  his  good  spirits  are  irrepress- 
ible even  under  a  June  Week  moon  when  his  watch 
is  fast. 

"If  you  must  be  a  kid  in  the  daytime,  for  God's 
sake  grow  up  at  night." 

Class  Tennis  (3). 


George  Franklin  Good,  Jr. 
Saint  Davids,  Pennsylvania 

"Frank"  "Midshipman"  "Goody" 

BECAUSE  he  is  the  most  handsome  man  in  the 
Academy  some  would  be  inclined  to  suspect  a 
lack  of  the  sturdy  stamina  which  has  raised  him  to 
the  heights.  But  the  privileged  few  know  what 
exquisite  anguish  it  means  to  him  to  wield  a  lacrosse 
stick  at  the  risk  of  marring  his  manly  beauty. 

The  reason  he  does  not  drag  every  day  is  that 
one  must  spend  some  time  on  one's  self.  We  sympa- 
thize with  the  myriads  who  have  pursued  him,  vainly 
but  energetically  trying  to  learn  the  secret  of  those 
rosy  cheeks,  the  unchanging  bloom  of  eternal  youth. 

A  constant  point  of  call  for  the  Upper  Classmen 
was  his  smile  Plebe  year.  He  claims  he  meant  to 
be  friendly  but  the  skeptical  brutes  took  it  the 
wrong  way. 

He  never  worries  for  if  he  should  bilge,  Cluett 
and  Peabody  are  hot  on  his  trail. 

"Mr.  Good,  have  you  a  brother  in  the  Academy?" 

"That's  queer.  There's  a  First  Classman  here 
almost  as  good  looking  as  you." 

Lacrosse  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1);  LNT. 
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William  McCall  Haynsworth,  Jr. 

Darlington,  South  Carolina 

"Max"  "Bill" 

M'SIEU  Ainsworth,"  and  poor  Max  would  be- 
gin his  regular  skirmish  with  the  Dago  De- 
partment amid  much  anguish  and  gnashing  of  teeth. 
Truly,  Dago  was  the  bane  of  Willyums  existence. 
The  rest  of  the  Academics  were  fruit,  however,  and 
Bill  enjoyed  the  peaceful  immunity  of  the  "3.0's 
and  better"  for  the  remainder  of  his  midshipman 
days. 

To  know  him  is  to  like  him — and  the  girls — they 
merely  saw  and  were  conquered.  It  is  strange  to 
believe  that  Max  was  a  Red  Mike  for  over  two  years; 
but  once  he  began  to  step  out  it  was  useless  to  offer 
competition. 

One  night  Bill  dreamed  that  his  hair  was  falling 
out.  Ye  gods.  How  the  Herpicide  and  Glover's 
invaded  the  camp.  He  just  wouldn't  be  convinced 
that  it  was  all  there. 

We  wish  you  the  best  of  luck.  Max.  By  the  way. 
green  paint  and  full  dress  is  a  queer  combination. 

"Say,  Max,  got  any  chow?" 

Class  Track  (2); 
Class  Swimming  (/). 


Wilson  Burns  Trundle 
Danville,  Virginia 
'Bunny"     "Helium  Hal"     "Swindle" 
"Oueen  Victoria" 


•Algie" 


CARR \  me  back  to  ole  Virginie.  dars  wha'  the 
kawn  and  sweet  potatoes  grow — and  enter  the 
duke.  He  hails  from  the  old  dominion  state.  If  you 
don't  believe  it,  just  ask  him  about  the  latest 
quotations  on   Dan  River  Water. 

Bunny  really  is  mighty  savvy,  but  the  abundant 
good  nature  for  which  he  is  famous  prevents  him 
from  standing  above  a  classmate.  Therefore  every 
Ann  and  Semi-ann  finds  him  needing  a  2.5,  but  never 
has  one  come  along  that  he  didn't  make  it. 

He  can  be  found  most  any  time  pounding  away 
on  his  one  lung  uke  or  hunting  behind  all  the  pic- 
tures in  Smoke  Hall  for  his  mislaid  drum  sticks.  It 
seems  that  in  his  early  youth  Burns  acquired  the 
ambition  to  heave  things  around.  Not  content 
with  this  he  also  throws  his  voice. 

His    greatest    weakness    is   love.     Like    Finnigan 
he's  in  again,  out  again,  and  in  again  with  breathless 
rapidity.     Breaking  hearts  is  the  best  thing  he  does. 
Here's  to  you  Queen   V,   may 
your   Cherubic   countenance  and 
ready  smile  continue  to  radiate. 
"Honestly  fellows,  I  never  felt 
this  way  about  any  other  girl 
in  the  world." 

Musical  Clubs  (2,  1); 
Expert  Rifleman. 
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Russell  Henry  Yoder 

Reading,  Pennsylvania 

"Russ"  "Dutch"  "Yodel" 

RUSS,  a  two  o'clock  fellow,  hails  from  a  ten  o' 
clock  town  in  "  Pennsyldelphia"  state  and  there- 
in lies  the  reason  for  his  great  sacrifice  in  joining  the 
Navy.  The  two  were  incompatible.  Unfortunate- 
ly, during  four  consecutive  years  he  was  forced  to 
turn  in  at  ten  p.m.  anyhow. 

Nevertheless,  he  has  a  terrible  "snakish"  reputa- 
tion. He  seldom  drags  the  same  femme  twice  for 
drag  and  dragee,  as  a  rule  part  in  anger.  Why,  he 
has  dragged  and  lost  more  4.0's  than  there  are  guns 
in  the  armory! 

One  of  his  outstanding  characteristics  is  his  eccen- 
tricity. He  is  almost  as  bad  as  the  bird  on  the  cruise 
who  went  back  to  his  locker  for  soap  and  found  that 
he  had  left  his  key  in  the  wash-room.  Another  is 
his  careless,  naive  "  I  don't  give  a  damn  "  air.  With- 
al we  are  all  for  you,  Russ,  and  wish  you  "beaucoup 
de  la  viene"  in  your  future  career. 

"Damn!  All  dated  up,  too!!" 


Joseph  Lester  Kane 
Brooklyn,  New  York 


"Le 


'Pat" 


'Paddy" 

NOW  just  a  moment,  girls,  don't  rush!  One 
at  a  time  if  you  please.  We  aren't  putting 
this  on  sale;  merely  a  display.  Above  is  what  a 
good  photographer  can  do  for  you — good,  don't  you 
think?  You  ought  to  see  his  locker.  Cold  cream 
to  cutex. 

Although  no  relation  to  Ziegfield's  Follies,  one 
knew  that  Lester  hailed  from  the  big  city.  But 
I  say,  girls,  he's  not  a  Bohemian  either.  On  the 
contrary,  you  can  see  him  listening  in  silence  and 
without  question  to  wild  tales  as  would  shock  a 
sultan. 

Though  not  a  snake,  either,  Les  has  learned  his 
lesson  by  hardened  experience  like  the  rest  of  us. 
Most  every  week-end  now  you  can  see  this  X-Red 
Mike  with  dragon  eyes  and  snake  scales  gliding  on 
an  essence  of  foo-foo  and  feathering  his  heels  with 
the  rest  of  the  Terpsichoreans.  We  take  this  oppor- 
tunity to  offer  a  toast  to  the  happiness  of  Paddy, 
whether  he  be  in  love,  in  war  or  in  both. 

"What,  no  mail?" 

"No,  Mister  Lewis,  she  hasn't  written  yet." 

"Yes,  Jawn,  chalk  up  three  this  time." 
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Kenneth  Leone  Moses 
Groveton,  New  Hampshire 

"Dooley"  "Mose"  "Ken" 

"]\ /TR.  Moses,  where  are  you  from?" 
IV J.   "From  the  bullrushes,  sir." 

Despite  his  angelic  grin,  Dooley  isn't  a  snake, 
that  is,  within  the  limits  of  Crabtown,  but  one  slant 
at  his  brickyard  will  convince  even  the  most  credu- 
lous that  he  has  not  spent  his  various  leaves  playing 
ping-pong. 

Moses  will  admit  that  he  is  always  right  except 
when  he  is  wrong,  and  he  will  even  concede  that  he 
is  sometimes  in  error  every  time  that  the  Army  wins 
an   interservice   football    game. 

Plebe  year,  when  questioned  as  to  his  athletic 
proclivities,  Kenneth  responded  "Rifle".  And 
when  the  open  season  rolled  'round,  the  runt  broke 
'steen  records  over  on  the  range — in  the  butts. 

Heavy  bought  him  a  bag  of  peanuts  and  took  him 
to  the  movies  one  Saturday  afternoon  during  Sec- 
ond Class  year,  and  he  was  so  impressed  with  the 
antics  of  Doug  Fairbanks  in  the  role  of  "D'Artag- 
nan",  that  he  subsequently  went  out  for  fencing, 
and  made  the  table  and  his  monogram. 

Rifle  Squad  (4,  3); 
Fencing  Squad  (2,  1); 
Fencing  Numerals-  (2) ;  FN  A  T; 
Expert  Rifleman. 


Augustus  Shea  Mulvanity 
Nashua,  New  Hampshire 
"Gus"   "Mid"   "Irish" 
"Profanity" 

IN  English,  dear  reader,  it's  "  Blessington."  "Oh 
yes,  you  say  that  is  a  French  name,  don't  you?" 
You  might  as  well  believe  it  because  French  (Cana- 
dian) comes  second  nature  to  him. 

Mul  has  names  but  he's  not  particular  which 
you  use  except  once, — ask  the  fellow  he  crowned 
with  the  Springfield.  However  you're  not  the  next 
because  he  has  an  inexhaustible  store  of  good  nature, 
evident  at  all  times. 

There  are  reasons  why  Mul  isn't  among  the  Elite 
scholastically.  As  a  result  he  possesses  off-hand, 
far  above  the  average,  stores  of  general  information 
on  any  subject.  He's  at  home  in  a  discussion  of 
heolithic  Culture  or  French  Romance  of  the  nth  cen- 
tury. He  disagrees  with  H.  G.  Wells  at  times  and 
adds  at  others. 

Mul  isn't  a  stellar  athlete  but  when  it  comes  to 
catch-as-catch-can  rough-houses,  his  favorite  sport, 
next  to  heaving  his  wicked  line,  though  he  may  start 
at  the  bottom  he'll  eventually  gain  the  top. 

Log  Staff  (4); 
Class  Football  {4); 
Class  Water  Polo  {2,1). 


Murr  Edward  Arnold 
Kimberly,  Idaho 

"Eddie"  "Mirch" 

MISTER  Arnold,  why  do  sheep-herders  wear 
wide-topped  boots?" 

It  was  the  answer  he  gave  to  this  question  early 
Plebe  year  that  first  brought  distinction  to  the  "The 
Murk",  but  it  was  his  bald  head  that  brought  him 
fame.  Since  that  time  everyone  from  the  mokes 
in  the  barber  shop  to  the  instructors  in  the  Dago 
Department  have  offered  advice  and  suggestions. 
He  has  perfumed  his  gonk  with  Ed.  Pinaud,  Glover's, 
Wildroot,  and  Noonan's,  but  even  Herpicide  would- 
n't save  it,  and  now  there  are  only  a  few  coveted 
guardians  from  Mr.  Gone  himself. 

After  two  years  of  perfect  control  his  snakish 
instincts  could  be  denied  no  longer,  and  now  even 
the  girls  are  interested,  and  want  to  "powder  his 
pretty  little  bald  spot." 

Except  for  an  annual  outburst  during  the  tennis 
season,  he  has  been  a  consistent  and  contented  mem- 
ber of  the  Amalgamated  Victrola  and  Radiator 
Clubs. 

"That's  all  right,  little, — everybody  can't  be 
good  lookin'  like  me!" 

Class  Tennis  (3,  2,  1); 
Numerals  (3). 


Harold  Nordmark  Williams 
Wichita,  Kansas 
"Norduke"   "Chick"   "Bill"   "Willie' 
"  Horseface" 

HE  isn't  a  Navy  Junior,  even  though  his  name 
does  explain  why  he  entered  the  Navy.  His 
Norske  forefathers  gave  him  that  middle  name,  along 
with  a  desire  for  the  sea,  which  was  very  greatly 
increased  by  his  youthful  experiences  in  navigating 
a  plow  through  Kansas. 

Wee  Willie  entered  the  Academy  the  last  day  of 
Plebe  summer  and  was  greeted  joyously  by  the  old 
timers.  He  was  so  wooden  looking  that  the  Upper 
Classmen  entertained  him  to  the  exclusion  of  the 
rest  of  us — much  to  our  sorrow.  His  classic  pro- 
file gained  him  several  appropriate  nick-names 
Plebe  year,  while  his  outspoken  belief  that  a  too 
friendly  Youngster  would  be  more  at  home  in  a 
warmer  country  also  gained  him  sundry  things. 

Any  one  who  has  seen  his  lockerful  of  toilet  water, 
etc.,  and  the  manner  in  which  he  carefully  brushes 
those  raven  locks  before  going  out  to  any  one  of 
several  class  teams,  might  suggest  that  he  was  a 
snake — but  he  isn't.     He's  afraid  of  'em. 

"I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  that  you're  wrong  and  I'm 
right." 

Class  Basketball  (J,  2,  1); 
Class  Lacrosse  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
Class  Football  {2); 
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Frederick  Cutler  Stevens 

Framingham,  Massachusetts 

" Blackie"  "Cut"  "Steve" 

BEHOLD,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  a  photograph 
of  Blackie  Stevens  as  he  "used  to  was." 
It  in  no  way  resembles  the  Blackie  of  today,  for 
since  its  making  the  lad  has  fallen  desperately  in 
love.  Could  you  see  him  today  you  would  not  see 
the  "knock  'em  cold"  part  in  the  middle  of  his 
learned  "gonk",  nor  would  you  see  the  supercilious 
expression  of  self-satisfaction  so  well  portrayed,  but 
in  their  stead  you  would  see  the  suplicatory  counte- 
nance of  an  ordinary  human  being.     He  is  in  love! 

In  spite  of  his  losing  heart  during  Second  Class 
year  he  has  kept  up  an  enviable  athletic  record.  A 
man  of  one  hundred  forty-five  pounds,  a  member  of 
the  class  football  team,  the  football  B-squad,  and 
the  capable  captain  of  the  class  lacrosse  team.  We 
salute  you  "Stenne." 

Aside  from  his  athletic  achievements  he  has  made 
a  friend  of  every  man  in  the  class.  He  was  ever 
willing  to  "lend  a  hand",  always  carried  a  contagious 
smile,  a  roommate  par  excellence,  a  leader  and  a  per- 
fect gentleman.  No  man  is  perfect,  however,  and 
Blackie  has  his  "weaknesses".  He  insists  upon 
eating  peanuts  at  the  movies,  crunches  Ward's 
cakes  in  fiendish  glee,  plays  "five  hundred"  and 
reads  "The  Framingham  Evening  News".  At  one 
time  he  was  a  devout  "snake"  but  he  has  at  last 
met  his  master  and  has  taken  defeat  like  a  man. 

Class  Football  (2,  1); 
Football  Squad  (4,  3); 
Class  Lacrosse  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
op  Committee  {!). 


George  Edward  Walker,  Jr. 

Charlottesville,  Virginia 

"George" 

THIS  tow-headed  youth  from  Virginia  is  the 
holder  of  two  indoor  championships — on  the 
"mouth  organ"  he  is  unexcelled,  and  he'd  rather 
spend  his  Saturday  nights  writing  letters  than  seeing 
Norma  at  the  Republic  or  shaking  a  mean  stetson 
at  the  hops. 

Gawge  started  Plebe  year  with  a  bang — he  had 
his  three  striper  drag  the  O.  A.  O.  thereby  incurring 
the  wrath  of  the  Bolsheviks  and  unwittingly  starting 
a  romance  in  which  he  had  no  part. 

Somebody  saw  a  baseball  glove  in  his  locker,  and 
told  him  to  go  out  for  baseball.  Nothing  less  than 
pitcher  would  suit  Gawge,  so  he  made  his  numerals 
by  proving  to  everybody,  including  his  opponents, 
that  he  COULD  pitch. 

The  crease  on  his  bed  and  the  shine  on  his  shoes 
are  a  marvel  to  behold.  Neat?  Why,  Beau  Brum- 
mel  was  a  corn  fed  hick  compared  to  Reg  Gawge. 

In   spite  of  his     failings   he   always  manages  to 
remember  the  place  of  his  birth,  and — its  reputation. 
A  gentleman  first,  last,  always,  and  a  friend  no  mat- 
ter what  the  cost. 

"Hey,  Blackie,  I'll  shake  yuh  to 
see  who  sweeps  out  the  rugs." 

Class  Baseball  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
laseball  Numerals  (3,  2); 
~€lass  Basketball  (4,  3,1). 
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Marvin  Massey  Stephens 

Trissville,  Alabama 

"Red"  "Pinky"  "Rouge" 

"Prince  Waikiki" 

RED  reported  to  the  Supe,  fifteen  minutes  late 
one  bright  June  morning  four  years  ago  and 
hasn't  been  much  ahead  of  time  since.  Plebe  year 
held  few  terrors  for  him  judging  by  the  smile  he 
was  requested  to  wipe  off  so  often. 

September  nights  in  Alabama  proved  the  down- 
fall of  his  Red  Mike  ambitions  and  Red's  dragged 
heavy  ever  since  with  immense  success,  although 
still  hopeful.  His  pink  correspondence  is  quite  a 
la  Wally  Reid.  Too  soft  a  heart  for  the  "boys" 
has  kept  the  little  constellations  off  his  collar,  but 
he  usually  has  plenty  of  velvet.  Red's  a  good  ex- 
ample of  how  to  be  sat  though  savvy.  In  athletics 
he's  good  at  'em  all,  but  unlucky.  Of  course  he's 
lazy,  but  look  where  he  comes  from.  But  we've 
always  found  Red  ready  to  "hep"  us  even  to  salut- 
ing the  President  with  a  Plebe  battery.  So  Red, 
here's  all  the  luck  that's  coming  to  that  smile  of 
yours  in  the  fleet  or  anywhere. 

"What,   only  three  letters  today?" 

Class  Football  {4,  J,  2,  1); 
Class  Soccer  (2); 
Class  Lacrosse  (3,  2,  1); 
Expert  Rifleman. 
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Alfred  Clarence  Olney,  Jr. 

Washington,  D.  C. 

"Fish"  " Onley"  "Savvy"  "FooFoo" 

WHERE  you  from  Mr.  Olney?"  "Alabama, 
Tennessee,  Carolina,  Sir."  "Where?" 
"Washington— Sir!" 

"Red,  say  Red,  you  know  I'm  off  the  squad  sure. 
Why  those  targets  jumped  around  worse  than  a 
Hopkins  Lacrosse  player  with  Hiram  after  him. 
I  think  I'll  go  out  for  swimming,  but  I'll  never  get 
a  grease  with  Percy  if  he  knows  'bout  me  falling  over 
that  motor  sailor." 

"Which  of  us  can  hit  the  hardest  Mr.  Olney?" 
Oh  well,  the  number  of  brooms  used  Plebe  year 
speaks  for  itself. 

Red  Mike?  Sure  he  shunned  the  fair  ones  Plebe 
year,  the  maidens  of  Waikiki,  and  partially  those 
on  the  West  Coast.  Youngster  year  he  did  fairly 
well  but  with  no  Second  Class  cruise,  the  prepara- 
tion for  Camp  Perry  and  July  leave  was  too  much. 
Yea  verily  when  it  rains  it  pours  and  owing  to  there 
being  no  Caldwell's  to  supply  class  pins  etc.,  only 
one  of  the  damsels  received  that  token  of  affection. 
At  last  he  fell  deep  into  the  pit. 

Swimming  Squad  (2,  1); 

Class  Swimming  (3);  Numerals  (J); 

Rifle  Squad  (4,  3);  RNT; 

National  Matches  1921; 

Expert  Rifleman. 
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Luther  Schweitzer  Schmidt 
schwenksville,  pennsylvania 

"Bill"  " Smitty"  " Switzer" 


'T'LL  tell  you  whut— " 


If  from  a  long  distance  you  see  someone  progress- 
ing along,  not  walking,  mind  you,  but  propelling 
himself  with  a  seagoing  roll,  search  no  farther  for 
his  identity — 'tis  Smitty — he's  the  only  one  left  who 
can  cover  ground  that  way.  And  do  the  girlies  like 
it?  Well,  you  ought  to  see  the  adoring  looks  they 
flash    at  their   "seagoing"   man. 

Through  three  years  Smitty  has  combined  the 
business  of  being  a  midshipman  with  the  pleasure 
of  being  a  batterer  of  feminine  hearts.  He  plays 
them  impartially,  and  each  week  the  cry  goes  up 
from  his  boudoir,  "Say,  fellows,  wait  'til  you  see  this 
one — she's  a  knockout." 

But,  aside  from  this  frivolous  side  of  his  nature, 
very  predominant,  we  must  admit,  our  Smitty  is  a 
hard  worker — class  athletics  have  known  him  ever 
since  he  became  a  member  of  Mr.  Denby's  Boat 
Club.     Best  of  luck  to  you,  Smitty,  old  boy. 

Class  Track  (#,  3,  2,  1); 
Expert  Rifleman. 
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Joseph  Ellsworth  Chapman 
Arlington,  Nebraska 
Joe         lot 

OU  birds  have  never  been  in  Nebraska.  You 
don't  know  what  a  good  place  is." 

From  morning  till  night  every  day  in  the  week 
and  twice  on  Sundays  do  we  hear  this  loyal  son  of 
Nebraska  praising  her  prairies  and  sand  dunes  with 
a  fervor  that  would  strike  jealousy  into  the  hearts 
of  the  most  vociferous  real  estate  agent  of  California. 
Slander  of  his  native  state  causes  him  much  more 
pain  than  any  number  of  successive  trees  in  math. 

"Now,  I  always  wanted  to  be  a  Red  Mike  but 
my  wife  wouldn't  let  me."  This  is  Joe's  perpetual 
wail.  He  has  had  singular  luck  in  his  drags  for  he 
claims  that  he  has  never  been  bricked.  No,  not 
bricked  perhaps,  but  voluntarily  holy-stoned. 

Joe's  athletic  record  has  caused  many  of  us  to 
pause,  for  though  he  has  never  reached  the  varsity,  his 
hard  work  has  earned  him  his  seat  at  the  track  table 
and  made  him  a  basketball  player  of  no  mean  repute. 

With  this  record  behind  him  we  know  Joe  will 
succeed  in  the  great  old  quest  of  life,  liberty  and  the 
pursuit  of  happiness  free  from  entangling  alliances. 

Class  Basketball  (J,  2,  1); 
Class  Track  (4,  3); 
Track  Squad  (2,  1). 
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Edwin  Mirick  Graham 
Washington,  D.  C. 

"Ned"  "Whisk"  "P.  Max.  Gauge" 

SOME  people  say  the  Gods  were  mythical  but 
here  is  one  who  is  the  subject  of  all  the  bidding 
"debs."  "Oh,  who  is  that  handsome  man?  I'm 
just  crazy  to  meet  him."  Of  course  it's  Ned  as 
handsome  as  the  city,  from  which  he  comes,  is  beau- 
tiful. 

But  with  all  his  attractions  that  demand  so  much 
attention  from  our  "American  Beauties"  he  finds 
time  to  settle  down  and  work,  gaining  true  respect 
from  his  classmates  and  a  good  reward  for  his  efforts. 

"Wasn't  she  a  perfect  harbinger  of  Spring?"  It 
is  only  Whisk  extolling  the  wonders  of  his  4.0's. 
Necessity  knows  no  law  and  we  all  have  become 
outlaws  trying  to  cope  with  him  and  his  bewitching 
line.  Arrow  Collars  hold  no  place  for  him  for  wasn't 
he  mentioned  as  "Stienmetz's"  most  eligible? 
"Aye,  aye,  all's  well." 

A  little  car,  made  for  one  and  used  by  two 

"Ma  ikke  de!" 

Hop  Committee  (3,  2,  1); 
Class  Baseball  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
Baseball  Numerals  (3,  2); 
Lucky  Bag. 


Robert  Pierre  Robert 

Philadelphia,  Pennsylvania 
"Bob"  "Bobby" 

THE  best  looking  brunette  in  the  Academy.  If 
you  don't  believe  it  look  at  that  curly  hair, 
those  brown  eyes,  or  just  ask  any  little  flapper  who 
has  come  under  the  spell  of  his  seductive  charms. 
His  softly  whispered  sweet  nothings  (second  nature 
to  him)  serve  only  to  enhance  the  witchery  of  raptur- 
ous moments  spent  in  gliding  gracefully  in  the  per- 
fect rythm  of  his  dancing. 

Ask  him  about  the  sea  wall  or  that  fateful  night 
in  Bancroft.     "Quite  the  berries,  eh,  Bob?" 

He  had  the  top  of  the  class  as  a  goal,  but  though 
he  never  attained  that,  he  is  well  up  among  the 
chosen  few. 

If  you  went  over  to  the  tennis  courts  any  afternoon 
you  would  see  Tilden,  the  second,  exhibiting  his 
slashing  game  against  some  poor  unfortunate.  He 
can  make  any  musical  instrument  speak  volumes. 

He  is  a  mighty  good  friend  and  one  of  the  most 
popular  in  the  crowd  ("our  set").  We  wish  him 
all  the  luck  in  the  world. 

May  he  finally  fall  for  the  right  one! 

Class  Tennis  (J,  2);  Numerals  (3); 
Tennis  Squad  (1); 
Lucky  Bag  Staff. 
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Alan  Chenery  Davis 
Pelham  Manor,  New  York 
"  Al"  "Whitey"  " Preggy" 

EVER  since  Al  was  old  enough  to  sail  shingles 
in  a  puddle  he  had  his  heart  set  on  our  famous 
Naval  Academy.  History  tells  us  that  the  summer 
preceding  his  bid  to  the  Academy  he  was  riding  the 
billows  in  an  honest  to  goodness  schooner.  And 
now  he  has  already  spent  many  months  as  a  more  or 
less  important  cog  in  that  machine-like  organization 
found  on  board  Uncle  Sam's  fighting  ships.  Such 
has  been  Al's  rapid  rise  from  the  mere  toys  of  child- 
hood to  the  powerful  dreadnaughts  of  today. 

Al  was  never  more  grateful  than  when  English 
was  dropped  from  his  curriculum.  No  one  knows 
why.  His  passion  for  argument  is  unbounded,  his 
command  of  English  uncanny,  and  his  wit  ever  re- 
freshing. Anywhere,  anytime,  on  any  subject  he  is 
a  willing  debater  if  you  will  take  either  side. 

Al  has  shown  the  proper  spirit  in  the  Academics 
and  life  in  general  at  the  Academy,  and  if  he  con- 
tinues, who  knows — "he  may  be  an  Admiral  bv  and 

by.;' 

"Mr.  Davis,  who  are  the  big  three?" 
"Bailey,  Banks  and  Biddle." 

Class  Lacrosse  (5,  2). 


William  James  Francis  Rafferty 
Putnam,  Connecticut 

"Bill"  "Dutch"  "Raj" 

WHILE  the  merry  villagers  were  harvesting 
the  spring  crop  of  wooden  nutmegs  on  his 
native  heath,  the  personage  herein  discussed,  known 
to  his  more  or  less  fortunate  intimates  as  Bill,  decid- 
ed that  upon  reaching  man's  estate  he  would  be  one 
of  those  who  go  down  to  the  sea  in  ships,  if  a  kind 
fate  smiled,  and  one  bright  June  morning  said  "I 
will"  and  forthwith  entered  the  service  of  a  grateful 
republic.  Having  been,  at  times  previous,  an  en- 
thusiastic boy  scout  and  a  storm-tossed  sailor 
on  the  turbulent  waters  of  Lake  Cayuga — "in  the 
unit",  his  easily  detected  fitness  for  command  re- 
sulted in  a  rise  to  temporary  glory,  until  the  coming 
of  October  caused  him  to  descend  and  once  more 
mingle  with  the  common  herd.  The  sands  of  time 
will  never  be  marred  by  his  number  nines  where 
studies  are  concerned  but  at  this  writing  he  is  hope- 
ful— with  reservations.  Bill  has  two  ambitions; 
first  to  annex  at  least  two  stripes  before  senility 
kes  him  and  second,  to  play  a  decent  game  of 
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Joseph  Numa  Wenger 

Patterson,  Louisiana 

"Joe"   "Bobbie"  "Skinny" 

SAY,  Jig,  wait  a  minute  and  I'll  be  with  you." 
The  scuttlebutt,  the  only  object  in  sight,  a 
strange  attraction,  you  wonder.  The  minute's  up, 
he's  ready  and  raring  to  go;  for  an  explanation  of 
the  delay,  he'll  offer,  "It's  a  motto,  that's  all." 

But  living  up  to  mottoes  isn't  his  only  attainment 
because  he's  a  disciple  of  art,  discovered  Plebe  year 
by  a  mere  sketch  on  a  long-forgotten  hop-card.  Un- 
der observation  since  then,  he  has  thought,  studied, 
practised,  and  slept  art  to  the  edification  and  amuse- 
ment of  us  all. 

Odd  books  and  papers,  full  of  inspirations  or 
palpitations,  an  avidity  for  "dago",  a  pen  or  brush 
ever  wet,  are  conclusive  evidence  that  Joe  has  an 
aim  to  create  and  display  his  "oeuvres"  in  the  Latin 
Quartier  of  gay  Paris,  where  it's  considered  good 
form  to  wander  about  with  the  flowing  tie,  the  trail- 
ing locks,  and  the  hungry  where-do-I-get-my-next- 
meal  attitude. 

A  friend  ever  dearer,  a  companion  of  highest  ideals, 
Joe    has    a    bright    future    ahead. 

"J'K>  guess  I'll  stay  in  the  Navy!" 

Crew  Squad  (4). 


John  Joseph  Herlihy 
Boston,  Massachusetts 

"JkJh" 

"TJEY,  lemme  go!"  That's  Jig  all  right.  The 
A  A  boys  like  to  take  advantage  of  his  good  na- 
ture and  play  pendulum  with  him.  He  says  it 
wouldn't  be  so  bad  if  it  weren't  for  the  bulkhead. 

His  size  and  weight  are  not  quite  right  for  a  full- 
back but  Jig  showed  the  wrinkles  in  his  brains  when 
he  captured  those  coveted  bits  of  heaven  for  two 
years  straight. 

He  is  a  Red  Mike  by  nature  but  it  doesn't  prevent 
using  the  binoculars  on  the  laundry  queens. 

His  eye  for  business  leads  him  to  spend  his  spare 
time  boning  "Business  Management"  and  "Prin- 
ciples of  Economics."  Henry  Ford  and  Hugo  Stin- 
nes,  his  ideals,  spur  him  on. 

His  good  nature,  persistent  industry  and  lasting 
friendship  are  his  crowning  characteristics.  Our 
expectations  of  Jig  are  as  great  as  he  is  small. 
"Brains  are  kings"  as  the  expression  goes  and.  we 
know  that  Jig  has  them. 

"What's  the  idea  in  being  so  big?"  "I'm  big 
enough   to   sign   fifty   million   on   my   check   stub." 

Star  (4,  3); 
Crew  Squad  (4,  3); 
Plebe  Crew  Numerals; 
Lucky  Bag  Staff. 
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Marshall  Merritt  Dana 
Alstead,  New  Hampshire 

"Heavy"  "Bull"  "Doc" 

TWO  momentous  events  happened  in  July  1919. 
One  the  Volstead  act,  the  other  the  entrance 
of  Dana  into  the  Navy.  However  it  is  not  known 
whence  came  his  ambition  but  we  understand  that 
Saturday  nights  and  Ivory  Soap  had  not  a  little 
to  do  with  it. 

His  characteristics  are  few  and  prominent;  he 
has  not  yet  discovered  anything  which  increases  the 
density  per  square  inch  area  for  his  bald  dome.  He 
is  for  the  most  part  a  Red  Mike,  but  once  in  New 
York  he  surprised  the  boys  by  the  length  of  time  he 
kept  the  taxi  waiting  while  he  bid  his  adieus.  He 
positively  cannot  be  classed  as  a  misogynist. 

Although  Marshall  was  asked  if  he  wore  heavy 
glasses  and  monkeyed  a  slip  stick  to  grease  the 
"Prof"  into  believing  him  savvy,  he  does  carry 
a  little  gray  matter  behind  that  face  so  never  has 
he  worried  academically  speaking.  Although  he 
did  create  several  grave  doubts  early  in  his  career, 
he  has  maintained  since  a  mere  speaking  acquain- 
tance with  the  Exec.  Department. 

Class  Lacrosse  (3,  2,  1); 
Class  Football  (<?,  1); 
Football  Squad  (2,  1); 
Class  Water  Polo  (3,  2,  1); 
Star  (2). 


Merlin  Frederick  Schneider 
Clatskanie,  Oregon 
"Red"  "Snake" 

EARLY  in  his  career,  his  first  cruise  to  be  more 
exact,  he  created  several  grave  doubts  as  to  his 
fitness,  and  ability,  moreover  and  so  forth.  Success- 
fully living  down  this  approbium,  his  contacts  with 
the  Executive  Department  and  his  departures  from 
the  path  of  virtue  have  been  few.  But  yet  beneath 
that  gilded  bright-work  of  his  no  one  has  been  able 
to  detect  any  unseeming  savviness. 

His  accomplishments  are  many.  A  plunger,  a 
swimmer,  a  gymnast,  all  at  the  request  of  the  Depart- 
ment of  Physical  Training.  A  nurse,  a  care  taker 
of  the  lost,  strayed  and  stolen,  at  several  Army-Navy 
games.  He  seems  to  have  been  blessed  with  an 
exceptional  talent  for  spilling  dope  inherited  probably 
from  one  of  his  ancestors.  He  can  tell  you  or  swear 
by  anything  you  may  wish  or  may  not  wish  to  know. 
That  satisfied  and  contented  look  in  that  sturdy  eye 
(the  collar  was  too  tight)  leads  one  to  suspect  that  the 
more  material  things  of  life  hold  attraction  for  him. 

"Hey,   Henry,   do  you   savvy  this  prob?" 

Class  Football  (3,  2,1). 


Ill 
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Blackwell  Newhall 
Philadelphia,  Pennsylvania 

"B"  "John"  " Nunutz" 

INTRODUCING  our  distinguished  gentleman 
and  aristocrat — from  Philadelphia  U-no.  His 
room  is  far  famed,  radiating  good-fellowship,  Vic 
music,  with  a  plentifully  supplied  locker  of  cosmetics 
and 'perfumes  which  is  the  haven  for  week-end 
brother  snakes. 

Note  the  beautiful  wavy  hair.  Yes,  a  true  snake. 
Every  week-end  finds  him  at  the  hop  with  some 
fair  femme  on  his  arm,  or  at  home  juggling  a  tea-cup 
on  the  Row.  Every  Sunday  night  finds  him  in  the 
depths  of  despondency.  Altho  he  has  stuck  through 
the  thick  and  thin  of  Academic  battles,  he  has  at 
times  glanced  over  the  edge  of  the  precipice  towards 
citdom  and  the  rosy  outside.  For  his  heart  has 
ever  remained  in  his  beloved  Philadelphia,  in  the 
care  of — ? 

Between  hops  he  has  won  and  kept  a  well-earned 
place  on  the  track  squad,  with  hard,  consistent  work 
in  the  quarter.  Also  holds  the  record  for  having 
never  been  in  uniform  when  formation  busted,  and 
never  once  late. 

"Who  knocked  what  off  who's 
head  :" 

Track  Squad  (3,  2,  1); 
Class  Track  (4); 
Lucky  Bag  Staff. 


Arnold  Edward  Moss 
Charles  City,  Iowa 

"Mossie" 

IN  our  first  few  days  together  little  did  we  realize 
what  a  brilliant  personage  our  Mossie  was  to 
become.  Note,  oh  gentle  reader  the  small  nebulous 
objects  just  behind  the  collar  anchors.  No,  we  don't 
all  wear  them,  just  the  few  more  inspired  ones. 

About  the  first  thing  Arnold  did  was  to  grab  off"  a 
place  on  the  hundred  and  fifty  pound  crew  and 
when  that  went  out  of  business  he  bent  his  efforts 
towards  class  basketball  and  "The  Lucky  Bag." 

The  truth  must  out  sometime,  he  is  a  snake  of 
the  snakiest  kind.  We  didn't  find  it  out  until  that 
night  Youngster  year  when  he  was  an  hour  late  re- 
turning from  Hop  Liberty  and  the  watch  officer 
wanted  to  know  if  he  had  fallen  in  the  flour  barrel. 
We  wonder! 

Mossie  also  holds  the  enviable  record  of  never 
having  been  seen  with  even  so  much  as  a  single 
lock  of  his  beautiful  crop  adrift.  After  all,  Arnold, 
what  difference  does  it  make  which  side  you  part  it 
on  anyhow? 

Star  (3,  2); 

Lucky  Bag  Staff; 

Crew  Squad  (4); 

Class  Basketball  (J,  2,  J); 

Expert  Rifleman. 
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Richard  Malcom  Cutts,  Jr. 
Honolulu,  Hawaii 

"Dick"  "Richard"  "Colonel" 

BATTALION  Commanders  report !"  Plebe  sum- 
mer these  pregnant  syllables,  urged  by  our 
Richard's  vibrant  (?)  vocal  chords  were  oft  wafted 
to  the  ears  of  the  assembled  multitude;  and  so  his 
fame  began. 

At  the  beginning  of  Ac  year  he  was  forced  to  re- 
linquish the  position  of  Plebe  Adjutant,  and  accord- 
ingly turned  his  attempts  to  more  or  less  varied 
forms  of  athletics.  The  one  form  of  these  he  has 
not  attacked  is  parlor  golf,  for  except  during  occas- 
ional spasmodic  outbursts  of  "dragging"  fever, 
Helen  of  Troy's  raven  tresses,  or  Cleo's  well  turned — 
er — foot,  could  not  bring  a  tremor  to  the  silken 
lashes,  or  cause  a  gleam  in  Dick's  soulful  orbs. 

In  answer  to  the  question,  ''Well  then,  what  form 
of  feminine  pulchritude  are  you  addicted  to?" 
follows  a  description  which  would  beggar  the  arts 
of  James  Oliver  Curwood's  facile  pen,  or  Coles  Phi- 
lips' wicked  brush. 

In  spite  of  occasional  hideous  outbursts  against 
everything  dealing  with  the  sea  or  water,  including 
Apolanaris,  Dick  really  likes  the  Navy  and  his  chief 
aspiration  is  to  wear  his  cap  like  Beatty,  and  to  de- 
velop a  real  salt  roll. 

Track  Squad  (4,  1); 
Rifle  Squad  (3,  2); 
Expert  Rifleman. 


Elliott  Bowman  Strauss 
Washington,  D.  C. 

"Admiral"  " Ellyut" 

YOU  may  think  that  you  know  this  Navy,  but 
Savvy  will  soon  show  you  just  how  little  you 
really  do  know.  With  words  that  the  rest  of  us  have 
knowledge  of  only  through  the  dictionary  he  can 
discuss  any  topic  known  to  mankind,  as  many  of  us 
have  discovered  to  our  sorrow  in  the  section  room. 
Ask  any  girl  who  has  heard  his  line  and  she  will  bear 
us  witness.  He  is  so  "cute  and  good-looking" 
though  his  line  is  merely  an  atmosphere  to  radiate 
the  brilliance  of  this  scintillating  star. 

To  be  in  the  Navy  one  must  be  acquatic  to  gain 
renown,  and  so  our  Admiral  proved  his  worth 
in  class  swimming  and  showed  his  heels  to  many  a 
wondering  man. 

Versatility  is  his  slogan  and  there  is  never  a  time 
that  he  wont  stop  to  turn  his  hand  at  helping  some 
poor  unfortunate  in  many  divers  directions. 

"Say,  young  fellow — you  ought  to  see  me  do 
that—" 

Log  Staff  (4); 

Class  Swimming  (2,  1); 

Lucky  Bag; 

Expert  Rifleman. 
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Harry  Taylor  Chase 
Chevy  Chase,  Maryland 
"Chevy"  "Cheese" 

WHEW!  It's  hot  in  here."  Crash!  Bang! 
And  in  comes  the  snowstorm.  No  matter 
the  temperature,  Chase  is  always  smothering.  He 
needs  no  introduction  because  our  Chewy  was 
famous  half  an  hour  after  he  arrived  at  Bancroft 
Hall.  You  knew  him  by  the  sound  he  made.  Honk! 
Honk!     The  man  with  the  peculiar  noises. 

Being  a  well  drilled  cadet,  he  carried  the  responsi- 
bility of  a  four-striper  Plebe  summer,  until  he  was 
"ragged"   for  some   "faux  pas." 

The  "Horse"  is  about  the  "bee's  knees"  at  wrest- 
ling and  lacrosse.  A  misplaced  shoulder  blade 
kept  him  from  his  numerals  in  wrestling. 

There  is  a  rumor  that  they  named  his  home  town 
after  him  on  account  of  his  savviness.  However 
that  may  be,  if  you  want  a  problem  worked,  see 
"Horry".  He  has  the  right  dope  on  'em  all,  rang- 
ing from  Navigation  to  Analytics.  And  he  is  al- 
ways willing  to  show  anybody  anything  he  can. 

"It's  easy  if  you  understand   it.     Fruit!" 

"Who    waits    without?" 

Class  Lacrosse  (3,  2); 
Class  Wrestling  (2). 


Harold  Haskell  Connelley 

Paris,  Arkansas 

"Mike"  "Runt"  "Wart" 

MISTER  Speaker!  Mister  Speaker!  I've  been 
trying  to  get  your  attention  for  the  last 
twenty  minutes;  Change  the  name  of  Arkansas" — 
And  then  the  little  Irishman  will  stand  up  as  high  as 
the  curvature  of  his  legs  will  permit  and  wax  elo- 
quent in  his  wrath. 

Is  he  a  Red  Mike?  Well,  to  see  him  with  a  pic- 
ture in  front  of  him  and  reams  of  paper  on  either 
side,  one  would  say  no,  yet  he  never  drags  except 
on  special  occasions,  yea,  very  special  occasions. 

Say  is  he  savvy?  Well,  you  just  ask  him  any- 
thing about  baseball  and  he'll  tell  you.  He  really 
should  from  the  way  he  devours  all  of  the  newspapers 
including  his  own  weekly  Paris  Express. 

Some  say  they  see  him  with  many  lines  of  poetry 
but  what  he  does  with  them  is  still  a  mystery.  But 
in  studies — well,  of  course  that's  different. 

May  his  bow-legs  and  catching  ways  win  him  as 
many  friends  in  the  future  as  they  have  here. 

"Lost  my  hat  and  overcoat!!" 

Class  Baseball  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
Baseball  Numerals  (J,  2); 
Class  Wrestling  (2). 
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Robert  Iverson  Hicks  II 

Warrenton,  Virginia 

"Bob"  "Bobbie" 

ROBERT  Iverson  Hicks,  second,  if  you  please. 
This  handsome  lad  has  but  one  weakness — 
women.  Born  in  Georgia,  brought  up  in  New  York, 
claiming  as  his  ancestral  home,  Virginia,  he  is  a  rare 
combination  of  Southern  gentleman,  "F.  F.  V." 
and  New  York  man-about-town.  Small  wonder 
then  that  with  such  an  opportunity  he  should  have 
so   many   "affaires   de   coeur. " 

Nevertheless  our  hero  has  made  a  gallant  fight 
to  overcome  his  handicap,  and  as  yet  has  not  allowed 
his  social  duties  to  interfere  with  his  services  to 
Navy  in  athletics.  'Varsity  Water  Polo,  since 
Plebe  year,  would  have  been  in  a  sorry  plight  with- 
out    its     stalwart     Bobby. 

And  when  he  parts  his  curly  golden  locks,  which 
make  the  rest  of  us  seem  very  mediocre  in  compari- 
son, before  starting  out  to  conquer  the  fair  sex — no 
wonder  many  a  young  susceptible's  mother  has 
been  worried  when  her  daughter  fails  to  return 
until  the  wee  hours  in  the  morning. 

"Why  don't  you  dance  like  Mr.  Hicks?" 

Class  Lacrosse   (4,  3); 

Water  Polo  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1); 

wNAp,  wNp. 


John  Clark  Goodnough 

Canton,  New  York 
"John"  "Jack"  "Johnnie" 

HERE,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  we  have  Exhibit 
"A"  of  famous  naval  officers  to  be.  One 
wouldn't  think  that  an  egg  as  good  looking  as  our 
hero  is,  would  really  take  the  Navy  as  his  serious 
life's  work  when  the  movie  concerns  all  over  the 
land  are  searching  for  such  Apollos  with  which  to 
bring  forth  tumultuous  flutters  from  the  hearts  of 
susceptible  maidens  throughout  the  length  and 
breadth  of  this  great  country  (apologies  to  Pete 
Swallow),  but  such  is  the  case  and  John  is  for  the 
Navy,  heart  and  soul.  We  predict  that  if  there's 
anything  left  of  our  Navy  to  be  anything  in,  John 
will  be  right  there  until  they  scrap  the  last  cutter. 

John's  never  been  at  sword's  points  with  the  Ac 
Department,  except  once,  Plebe  year,  when  the  Red 
Book  and  the  Cosmo  torpedoed  him  for  a  month 
or  two,  so,  consequently,  he's  always  had  time  to 
give  the  Navy  his  able  assistance  when  the  track 
season   rolled   around. 


Track  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1). 


Ill 
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Philip  Shawcross  Reynolds 
Ventura,  California 
"Phil" 

AS  the  Lord  provideth  for  the  protection  of  his 
-i*.  creatures,  he  gave  Phil  a  pair  of  ears  that  would 
protect  him  from  the  elements  of  the  most  severe 
climates.  Some  claim  that  savviness  caused  them 
to  sag,  yet  we  notice  that  Tecumseh's  have  consider- 
able droop  also. 

For  two  and  one  half  years  Phil  spent  his  idle 
moments  making  funny  noises  issue  forth  from  a 
clarinet.  Busy  moments?  He  never  had  any.  He 
didn't  exactly  star — the  only  subject  in  which  he 
showed  much  concern  being  English.  It  was  an 
amazed  Phil  when  he  didn't  pull  down  a  3.8  on  the 
English  exams. 

Until  Christmas  leave  Second  Class  year  Phil 
was  a  true  Red  Mike.  He  weakened  then,  but  he 
has  again  recuperated  and  at  present  he  remains  a 
true  friend  of  dogs,  girls  being  only  side  issues. 

"'Tis  the  dog's  gain." 

"I  object — I  ain't  half-witted — am  I?" 

Naval   Academy    Orchestra; 
Expert     Rifleman. 


Daniel  Clay  Mills 

Little  Rock,  Arkansas 

Diz        Dan         D.  C 

UH,  huh!  Here  we  have  him,  Mills,  the  hard- 
boiled,  salty,  sea-going  sailor  from  Arkansas. 
Plebes  think  so  anyway,  and  sweet  little  flappers 
just  adore  him.  To  one  he  is  the  original  caveman, 
to  another  a  dancing  fool,  to  still  another  he  is  a 
serious  lad  who  thinks  deep  things,  and  has  excep- 
tionally clear  ideas  of  life  and  its  fundamental  prin- 
ciples. (This  is  N.  S.)  Diz  is  a  great  character 
for  he  is  all  of  these  combined  if  you  can  imagine 
such  a  being.  Nothing  ever  worries  him;  he  is  the 
real  optimist.  His  six  years  in  the  "outfit"  prob- 
ably account  for  this. 

"Well,  knocked  'em  for  a  forty  this  week,"  he 
says  cheerfully,  and  when  the  tree  is  up  the  Dizon 
usually    rags    his    mark. 

Daniel  is  no  mean  athlete.  If  this  had  been  the 
Daniel  of  the  Lions'  Den,  the  story  would  probably 
have  been  different  by  a  few  dead  lions.  (Don't 
hit  me,  please!)  But  really  there  isn't  a  class  team 
he  isn't  on  except  wrestling,  and  his  technique  in 
this  isn't  bad.     Ask  him  about  the  meet  one  moon- 

"That's  all  right  Mac,  we'll  get  'em  next  time." 

Class  Football  (3,  2,  1); 
Class  Baseball   {2,   1); 
Baseball  Numerals  (2); 
Class    Basketball    (J,    2,    1); 
Expert     Rifleman. 


Raymond  Boomer  Leavitt 

Taunton,  Massachusetts 

Kay         Leave  it 

RAY  wasn't  exactly  like  that  picture  always. 
His  girl  made  the  difference  not  only  in  his 
hair,  which  he  now  parts  in  the  middle,  but  also 
in  his  manner  of  living  from  letter  to  letter  and  from 
week-end  to  week-end.     "Ain't  love  grand." 

He  had  been  on  the  crew  table  ever  since  Plebe 
year  until  "Postive  Action"  got  him  during  the 
middle  of  Second  Class  season.  Ray  a  brutal 
hazer?  Impossible!  Nevertheless,  he  has  his 
block  "N"  star — we  mean  his  black  "N"  star  in 
addition  to   his   "NA"   in   crew. 

This  boy  is  a  most  impulsive  person.  Thinking 
is  acting  with  him  and  yet  carrying  with  it  all  a 
jolly  good  nature  which  is  profusely  grateful  for 
even  the  smallest  things  done  for  him,  but  which 
always  minimizes  his  many  kindnesses  to  others. 

Natural  curiosity  and  eagerness  to  learn  every- 
thing about  the  things  in  which  he  is  interested 
and  to  perfect  himself  accordingly  argues  well  for 
his  future. 

"That  man's  savvy!  If  I  didn't  study  any  more 
than  he,  I'd  bilge  cold." 

Crew  Squad  (4,  3);  NA  (3); 
Choir  (4); 
Fencing   Squad  ■.{!). 


Melville  Bell  Grosvenor 

Washington,  D.  C. 

"Mel"  " Grose-Fee-Nor"  "  Tecumseh" 

THERE  he  is  all  dressed  up  and  looking  proud. 
Quite  the  opposite  one  who  sits  and  pulls  his 
hair  with  machine-like  precision  as  he  struggles 
with  an  "Impossible"  prob,  or  the  gentleman  who 
pounds  the  table  in  ecstatic  delight  as  he  reads  an 
interesting  sentence  in  a  "billet  doux  de  Boston" 
from  whence  they  have  arrived  since  our  reddest  of 
Red  Mikes  was  transformed  since  Second  Class 
Sep  leave.  And  in  such  conditions,  he  is  absolutely 
oblivious    to   his    surroundings. 

As  much  as  he  likes  his  "eats"  half  of  it  is  yours 
if  he  can  force  it  upon  you  and  so  it  is  with  everything 
he  possesses. 

Naturally  modest,  Mel  has  never  been  known 
to  put  himself  forward  except  perhaps  in  a  sailing 
boat.  He  handles  a  half-rater  like  a  true  son  of 
the  deep.  But  even  while  he  is  sailing  her,  he  is 
fearing  that  he  is  depriving  some  one  else  of  that 
pleasure. 

"  Cra-a-a-ash !  I'm  sorry  fellows  but  I've  got  to 
close  the  transom." 
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Robert  Kenneth  Walker 
Toledo,  Ohio 

"  Theda  "  "  Whitey  " 

THIS  handsome  though  modest  youth  carries 
in  plain  view  a  combination  of  white  hair, 
blue  eyes  and  lantern  jaw  which  excels  in  boxing 
ring  or  choir  loft.  Ambitions  for  a  career  in  the 
Navy  caused  him  to  leave  his  native  haunts  and 
take  up  a  place  among  the  "pampered  pets"  and 
O  yes,  he  brought  his  banjo. 

After  Youngster  leave  he  returned  somewhat  the 
worse  for  wear  and  travel  but  sound  and  fit  except 
that  one  part  of  his  anatomy  seemed  to  be  com- 
pletely missing.  His  eyes  were  radiant  with  infinite 
joy  and  it  wasn't  long  before  we  knew  another  man 
had  lost  a  heart  and  incidentally  a  miniature. 

"Bezness,  Bezness,  I  want  to  go  into  bezness" 
is  his  war  cry  but  no  one  would  mistake  his  straight 
nose  for  a  button  hook.  "A  wee  bit  o'  scotch"  by 
nature  and  inclination  which  may  explain  many 
things  including  his  ability  to  drag  three  women 
on  one  dollar.     "A  man's  man  for  a'  that." 

Choir  (4,  3); 
Glee  Club  (4,  3). 


Thomas  Binney  Williamson 

Edwardsville,  Illinois 

"Willie"  "T.B."  "Dirck" 

WILLIE  hails  from  the  country  of  razor-backs — 
he  says — and  he  left  with  the  strains  of  the 
town  band  ringing  in  his  ears.  But  he  lost  all  iden- 
tity with  the  home  town  after  he  had  smeared  sten- 
cil ink  all  over  himself.  They  must  make  men  back 
there,  because  he  has  turned  every  thing  he  touch- 
ed into  success  and  is  considered  quite  savvy.  He 
even  wears  a  life-saver  medal  on  his  bathrobe  and 
numerals   on    his    sweater. 

Though  Binney  is  quite  serious  he  has  a  passion 
for  jazz  and  the  joke  about  the  speck  which  can  be 
seen  from  both  sides.  He  also  dotes  on  the  art  of 
Coles  Philips  and  he  has  it  plastered  all  over  his 
locker.  He  can  out-argue  any  Irishman  and  never 
lacks  a  subject.  Interest  else-where  keeps  him  from 
the  ranks  of  the  vicious  snakes  but  he's  almost  too 
good    looking   to    waste. 

For  a  friend  and  roommate  he  can't  be  beaten.  A 
man  with  ability  who  works  hard  looks  like  success. 

Give    'em    hell,    Binney. 

Class  Water  Polo  Squad  (J,  2,  1); 

Numerals  (2); 
Glee  Club  (3); 
Class  Basketball  Squad  (2,  1). 
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Henry  Fredericks  White,  Jr. 
Providence,  Rhode  Island 
"Venus"  "Molly"  "Freddie" 
you  great  big  handsome  man!"     This  may 
ith  propriety  be  termed  "when  words  fail" 
for  what  better  can  one  find  than  the  above  caption 
befitting  so   great   a  personage?     What   better  pic- 
ture could  we  gain  from  that  noted  cognomen  Venus? 
Recently    we   learn   of  the  discovery  of  a  prehis- 
toric monster  supposedly  of  the  Paleozoic  era  which 
we  were  prone  to  believe  was  long  since  past.     But 
further  research  would  disprove  this  mistaken  iden- 
tity, for  surely  'twas  only  one  Venus.    'Tis  no  wonder 
they  should  want  to  reduce  the  Navy  for  who  would 
want    to   feed    a   dinosaur. 

Nevertheless  our  Venus  is  musical.  Can  we  ever 
forget  that  figure  behind  the  footlights  of  Mahan 
Hall?  And  that  ain't  all.  Between  Juice  and 
Bridge,  Venus  chose  Bridge  and  became  demagne- 
tized. But  that  meant  nil  for  him,  for  the  all 
highest  Ac  board  gave  Steve  Brodie  another  chance. 
He  can  "parley"  like  a  fool  and  some  day  we  may 
meet  him  gracing  the  embassy  at  Paris.  Here's 
hoping. 


Crew    Squad    (4); 
Class   Lacrosse    Squad 
Class   Water  Polo   (2); 
Choir    (4,    3,    2,    1); 
Glee   Club   (2,   1); 
Expert     Rifleman. 


(3); 
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Shelton  Cornell  Zern 
Macomb,  Illinois 
Tubba"  "Momma"  "Grandma" 
"Shell" 

LANKET— blank,    blank!"     Crash!!! 
Yea,    Mama!     Do    it    again." 

Thus  did  Shelt  disclose  to  the  public  at  large  the 
intricacies  of  the  famous  Zern  flop  which  has  mysti- 
fied many  of  our  present  day  satellites.  The  origi- 
nator, however,  stated  that  the  performance  was 
a  faux  pas  on  his  part  and  refused  us  the  rare  privi- 
lege of  a  repetition. 

Zeno  was  one  of  the  first  to  arrive  Plebe  summer 
and  since  that  time  has  steadily  risen  to  the  ranks 
of  the  biggest  men  of  his  class.  Perhaps  he  owes 
his  expansive  qualities  to  the  embalming  business 
back  in  the  metropolis  of  Illinois.  He  has  shown 
himself  very  versatile;  football,  swimming,  and  track 
proving  fruit  for  his  athletic  prowess.  Savvy  too, 
and  admits  it. 

A  member  of  the  "gabby  gang"  of  the  8th  squad 
on  the  "Kansas"  Second  Class  cruise,  he  has 
shown  himself  a  good  shipmate  as  well  as  a  class- 
mate and  we  wish  him  the  best  of  luck. 

"Have  you  heard  the  latest?" 

Football  Squad  (4,  3); 
Class   Football   (2,   1); 
Class  Track  (4,  3,  2,  J); 
Class  Swimming  (3,  2,  /); 
Expert  Rifleman. 
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Harold  David  Krick 
Richmond,  Indiana 

" Kreek"  "Dave" 

ABOVE  we  have  Mrs.  Grundy's  husband.  Con- 
1~\-  ventional?  Why,  a  cap  over  one  ear  or  "High 
water"  trou  cause  him  the  most  acute  distress;  and 
as  to  what  to  do  if  you  drop  your  partner  on  the  ball- 
room floor — let  the  waiter  pick  her  up  and  laugh- 
ingly mention  your  gracefulness — he  can  give  you 
full  and  complete  data.  Just  between  us,  he's 
the  guy  who  wrote  that  "Encyclopedia  of  Eti- 
quette." Illustrated  it,  too;  'jever  see  him  out  risk- 
ing his  life  and  the  crease  in  his  trou  taking  "  action  " 
pictures? 

He's  a  bit  of  an  athlete,  too — a  tiny  bit.  It  was 
while  he  was  out  playing  soccer  that  an  impish  "  flu  " 
germ  flew  into  his  open,  panting  mouth,  and  resulted 
in  pneumonia  and  a  six-month's  vacation  in  the 
Annapolis  Institute  for  Tired  Mids.  May  he  contin- 
ue to  be  a  dancing  bubble  floating  over  the  "dregs.  " 

Class  Soccer  (2,  1);  Numerals  (1); 
Lucky  Bag. 


Layton  Allen  Zimmer 
Rochester,  New  York 

"Zim"  " Whitey" 

ZIM  was  one  of  those  who  fell  by  the  wayside 
most  unexpectedly,  but  destiny  was  kind  to 
him  and  put  him  on  his  feet  once  more.  It  was  the 
old,  old  story  of  that  intangible  something  which 
beckons  to  us  all,  which  makes  us  hate  to  leave  the 
service  we  love  to  support  and  be  a  part  of.  Zim 
was  filled  with  good  intentions,  but  like  most  such 
cases, — intentions  were  all  they  ever  became.  The 
Academics  were  not  easily  conquered  by  him  and 
they   kept  him   pretty   busy. 

At  first  we  thought  he  was  going  to  be  a  confirmed 
Red  Mike  for  during  his  first  three  years  we  seldom 
saw  him  at  a  hop.  However,  his  later  years  saw 
big  changes  and  he  became  a  snake  of  the  true  type. 
If  you  want  some  advice,  ask  him,  for  he  has  seen 
it   from    both    sides. 

Zim's  chief  asset  is  his  avoirdupois,  of  which  he 
has  plenty.' 

Class   Water  Polo   (2). 


226 


William  Conrad  Lemly 
Washington,  D.  C. 
"Bill"  "Red"  "Lem"  "Maudlin" 

NOW  if  I  were  Methusaleh,  I  know  what  I'd 
do.  Why  man,  they  wouldn't  need  a  Vols- 
tead Act  by  the  time  my  turn  to  die  came  along." 
Conscientious?  N-est-ce  pas?  He  won  the  Com- 
pany Paddle  Plebe  year  for  conscientiously  refrain- 
ing from  following  the  straight  and  narrow,  and  has 
followed  in  his  own   footsteps   ever  since. 

"Say  fellows,  there  is  going  to  be  a  hop  the  first 
night  of  Leave."  Ever  hear  that,  or  better  still, 
ever  go  to  one?  If  you  haven't  you  have  missed 
something,  as  Bill  has  thrown  some  mean  ones. 
For  where  there's  fun  or  trouble  brewing  you  are 
always  sure  to  find  him,  and  usually  at  the  bottom 
of  it   all.     He  has  no  worries. 

Red's  greatest  ambition  is  to  be  different,  and  he 
follows  out  his  system  from  dragging,  when  the  only 
reg  thing  he  wears  is  a  collar  button,  (which  he  usu- 
ally forgets),  to  athletics,  where  he  has  jumped 
about  from  boxing  during  Plebe  year  to  his  present 
day  successes  at  poker.  Following  the  same  prin- 
ciple, he  hopes  soon  to  be  wearing  Forestry  Green 
with  a  pair  of  wings,  instead  of  Navy  Blue. 

Boxing  Squad  (4); 
Log  Staff  (5,  2,  1); 
Associate  Athletic  Editor  (1); 
Lucky  Bag  Staff  (Janitor); 
Rifle  Squad  (2); 
Class  Water  Polo   (2,  1); 
Smoke  Hall  Committee  (1); 
Gymkhana  Committee  (1); 
P.  A.  List; 
Black   N**. 
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Thomas  Bowman  White 

Mount  Carmel,  Illinois 

"T.B."  "Tom"  "Bump"  "Whitey" 

JUST  look  at  that  hair,  girls,  isn't  he  irresistible? 
In  his  early  naval  career  he  was  a  fast  worker, 
always  returning  with  all  fingers  laden  with  rings. 
But  of  late,  after  several  unofficial  trips  to  Washing- 
ton Barracks,  he  has  turned  his  attentions  to  the 
fairer  sex  of  the  Army. 

T.  B.  is  a  charter  member  of  the  Royal  Society 
in  more  ways  than  one.  He  musters  a  platoon  like 
he  plays  bridge;  and  when  it  comes  to  training 
Plebes,  his  ways  are  those  of  the  Prussian  Lieutenant. 

Careless  but  careful — that's  him!  With  his  ver- 
satility and  doubtfully  heavy  line,  he  is  a  good  asset 
for  any  undertaking.  Being  too  easy  going  to  be 
bothered,  he  has  not  gone  out  much  for  athletics. 
However,  Plebe  year  he  made  the  class  basketball 
team,  and  put  out  some  speedy  work  as  a  forward. 

We  have  often  wondered  how  he  identified  his 
valuable  possession  out  of  the  safe  at  the  Commo- 
dore Hotel.     How  about  it,  T.  B.? 

"Just  for  that  I  won't  let  you  dance  with  my  girl 
at  the  June  Ball." 

Class  Basketball  (4); 

Rifle  Squad  (4,  3,  2);  RNAT; 

Class  Track  (3,  2,  1); 

Class  Rifle  (3,  1); 

Lucky  Bag; 

Black  N. 
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Earl  Fred  Jenkins 
Owosso,  Michigan 

" Earline"  "  Tubba" 

T  TEY.  Mister,  where  are   you  from?" 
X  X   "Owosso,  sir."     "What  the — !   Says  which  ? 
Say,  let's  hear  you  sneeze  that  again." 

When  Jenks  wasn't  explaining,  that  Owosso  was 
"near  Lansing",  he  was  trying  to  fathom  the  myste- 
rious wherefores  of  "la  belle  langue.  "It  is  historical 
fact  that  our  Tubba  perched  high  on  every  single 
Dago  tree  from  the  beginning  of  Ac  year  until  the 
Army  game.  After  that  it  was  only  every  other 
tree. 

But  little  things  like  re-exams  and  Christmas 
trees  never  worried  Earline.  "I've  fooled  'em 
once,  and    I'll  fool  'em  again."     He  did. 

Like  all  large  men,  Jenks  has  his  failings.  He 
doesn't  smoke,  and  on  Second  Class  cruise,  we 
found  he  "didn't  like  the  taste  of  champagne." 
But  women!  Ah,  that's  where  Tubba  stars!  Ask 
him.  Ask  him  also,  about  the  time  one  of  them 
floored  him,  after  which  he  called  himself  a  Red 
Mike. 

After  all,  Tubba's  a  good  old  thing.     The  future? 
Well,  he  has  fooled  us  before.    May 
be  he  will  fool  us  again. 

"Maurice  et  moi  comme  cela !" 

Class   Soccer    (2,    1); 
Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2). 


Kenneth  Manson  McLaren 
Seattle,  Washington 

"Mac"  "Pop"  "Whitey" 
Savvy 

HEY  Pop,  show  me  how  to  work  this  dammed 
Prob."  "Fruit!  See,  it's  like  this.  What! 
didn't  the  book  get  that  answer?  Must  be  the  book 
is  wrong."  We  wonder  if  they  make  'em  all  like 
that  in  Seattle.  White-headed  and  savvy.  Ever 
notice  how  he  has  induced  a  couple  of  the  coveted 
planets  to  perch  upon  his  collar? 

"Now  my  idea  of  perpetual  motion  is  'Ain't 
we  got  fun'  on  the  Vic."  If  you  had  seen  him  on 
the  road  to  Cintra  you  sure  would  have  wondered 
what   was   winding   him    up. 

Sh-h-h!  Secret!  Pop's  a  Lady  Killer!  Until 
Youngster  June  Week  he  was  the  best  Red  Mike 
ever,  but  then  he  got  his  start  and  has  been  off  ever 
since.  Ask  the  Plebe  who  tried  to  teach  him  to 
dance. 

"Hey  fellows,  when  the  old  Navy  busts  up  let's 
go  to  South  America  and  make  a  million!" 

Good  luck  to  you,  Pop,  we're  with  you. 

"Please,  Anne,  can  I  have  a  drink  of  water?" 

Star  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
Lucky  Bag  Staff; 
Log  Staff  (2); 
Crew  Squad  (4,  J,  2). 
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Cabell  Gwathmey 
Norfolk,  Virginia 

"Cabell"  "  Tarzan"  "Count" 

GEE,  I  wonder  who's  got  any  ehow,  I'm  meu- 
rin'  de  faim." 

Having  been  born  in  the  well  known  port  of  Nor- 
folk, it  was  inevitable  that  the  Navy  should  be 
blessed   with   this   bouncing  young  chow  hound. 

He  received  a  late  start  Plebe  year  on  account 
of  an  operation  on  his  gonk.  That  operation  ac- 
counts for  the  fact  that  he  has  such  anthropoidal 
instincts — always  to  be  found  perched  in  the  higher 
branches  of  some  tree.  His  most  well  known  ex- 
pression is  "Judas  Priest,  but  I  bilged  most  com- 
pletely today." 

Cabell  is  never  happier  than  when  he  is  violently 
chastising  some  unfortunate  individual  who  hap- 
pened to  fall  into  his  clutches  when  he  was  feeling 
the  call  of  the  wild.  He  is  indeed  a  throwback  to 
the  primitive  cave  man  or  else  a  reversion  to  type — 
see  Darwin. 

He  claims  to  be  a  Red  Mike  or  at  least  nothing 
more  than  a  yeast-cake  eater — but  he  certainly 
charms  the  weaker  sex.  They  simply  can't  resist 
him.  He  has  a  scintillating  line  and  when  he  puts 
on  his  tortoise  shell  spectacles  and  brushes  his  eye- 
brows, Adonis  himself  would  be  out  of  the  running. 

"What's  that?  Stand  by  for  inspection?  Tell 
'em    I'm    down    at   the   store." 

Class  Lacrosse  (3,  2,  1); 

Masquer ader  Stage  Gang  (4). 
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Harold  Wilson  Northcutt 
New  London,  Missouri 

"Savvy"  "Gadget" 

FROM  the  unknown  wilds  of  the  Middle  State 
this  mental  prodigy  came  to  follow  the  call  of 
the  sea.  Why  he  did  has  always  been  a  question. 
It  is  rumored  that  he  was  a  "oiseau"  on  the  farm 
before  the  spirit  moved  him  to  the  U.  S.  N.  A.  In 
fact,  he  carried  off  the  honors  in  the  form  of  a  couple 
of  Croix-de-Guerre,  a  Victory  Medal,  and  three 
Bull  Durham  tags  at  a  grain  judging  contest  while 
still  an  infant. 

Savvy  became  so  enamored  of  the  "Black  Gang" 
on  his  cruises  that  it  is  now  his  favorite  topic  of 
conversation.  Get  him  started  sometime  and  you 
will  soon  find  out  how  he  always  secured  complete 
control  and  waves  on  high  a  triumphant  slice-bar 
every  watch.  "That's  nothing — why  one  time  on 
a  four  to  eight — , "  and  he  is  off. 

Having  burst  out  in  all  his  glory,  Savvy  will  make 
his  "N"  crossed-serpents  in  tea-fighting  if  the 
numerous  rough-houses  he  gets  into  do  not  ruin 
his  complexion. 

Masquer  ader  Stage  Gang  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
Star  (4,  3,  2,  1); 
Stage  Manager  (1); 
Silver  Masqued  N  (2) ; 
Gold  Masqued  N  (J); 
Class  Basketball  (3). 
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Maxwell  Howard  Mizell 


WHEN  Muzzle  entered  the  sacred  halls  of  this 
institution  he  cast  aside  all  former  desires 
of  becoming  famous  in  the  medical  profession,  and 
settled  down  to  the  job  of  fitting  himself  for  a  naval 
officer.  For  a  long  time  it  seemed  that  he  would 
succeed  in  outwitting  the  Ac  Department,  but 
they  scored.  Whereupon  he  was  lost  from  the  rolls 
of  '22,  but  where  they  lost  we  won,  and  have  with 
us    a    conscientious,    diligent    worker. 

During  the  time  he  was  on  the  great  outside  he 
again  yielded  to  the  call  of  the  sea.  Three  weeks 
after  leaving  our  midst  he  became  third  mate  in  the 
Merchant  Marine.  For  seven  months  he  made 
regular  trips  and  return  to  the  principal  cities  on 
the  east  coast  of  South  America.  After  having 
crossed  and  re-crossed  that  famous  line  which  marks 
the  realms  of  "Father  Neptune",  he  decided  that 
the  sea  was  to  be  his  future  home;  so  when  he  re- 
ceived notice  that  he  could  return  to  the  Academy 
he  left  the  S.  S.  Huron.  As  a  result  Phil  is  still 
among  us,  and  it  is  our  sincere  hope  that  he  will  al- 
ways remain. 


William  Stanislaus  Kurtz 
Philadelphia,  Pennsylvania 
"Bill"  "Chykke"  "Red" 

"\X /"HERE  in  Hades  are  you  from,  Brick  Top?" 
VV  "Philadelphia— That's  all,  Sir!" 
But,  kind  reader,  on  perusing  the  above  please 
do  not  form  the  erroneous  impression  that  because 
Bill  hails  from  the  Quaker  city  he  is  a  quiet  decor- 
ous chap.  On  the  contrary  there  are  few  spots 
among  the  bright  lights  with  which  he  is  unfamiliar. 
Nature  in  giving  him  his  red  hair  and  absorbing  blu- 
ish-grey eyes  has  shown  characteristic  indifference 
to  the  sufferings  of  women.  After  falling  for  "Dear 
Billie"  himself,  they  sink  deeper  on  hearing  his 
ever  ready  effervescing  Navy  Line.  Witness: — 
"Oh  Mr.  Kurtz,  are  you  an  athlete?"  "Yes  indeed, 
I  am  a  two  letter  man,  I  am  (NA)."  No,  not  a 
snake  but  once  in  a  while  he  graces  a  hop  with  his 
presence. 

Bill  has  ever  cleared  the  Academic  shoals,  thanks 
to  an  excellent  memory. 

Though  his  unmarred  physiognomy  may  not  be- 
tray it,  Bill  is  a  "pug";  for  he  has  one  of  those  sweet 
dispositions   generally   accredited   to   Irishmen. 
"What,    only    one    shirt?" 
"Hell's  fire,  gypt  again.    How  many,  Ole  Deah?" 

Star  (4,  3,  2); 

Boxing  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1); 

NJ,  bNAt. 


Daniel  Newman  Cone,  Jr. 
White  Springs,  Florida 


HERE  is  the  original  Southern  Gentleman,  the 
one  man  who  has  scored  in  his  own  mind  full 
thirty  conclusive  victories  over  the  North,  born  and 
bred  in  the  sunny  state  of  the  Everglades. 

Aside  from  being  a  blamed  good  sport  and  class- 
mate, he  has  been  at  the  top  in  class  swimming,  and 
as  for  track — just  watch  the  hurdles  fall  as  he  goes 
by  'em.     But  he  was  always  there  to  lend  a  hand. 

His  swimming  he  started  with  his  baptismal  swim 
in  the  good  old  Swanee,  and  since  then  he's  only 
come  up  for  air  twice.  First  time  was  to  consume 
slum,  and  consumed  explains  all  that  is  necessary. 
The  second  was  to  snake,  this  time  taking  every 
hop  that  ever  took  place  at  the  old  U.  S.  N.  A. 
Bricks?  Yes,  frequently,  as  blind  drags  were  a 
favorite.  But  he's  got  the  habit,  and  once  he  starts 
to  dance,  the  poor  dears  are  powerless. 

Not  wooden  nor  savvy  he  rolls  along  with  us 
all,  reading  his  mail  each  day  from — and  we  wish  him 
luck  in — Georgia. 

Class  Swimming  (J,  2); 
Class  Track  (2). 


John  Plympton  Larimore 
Minneapolis,  Minnesota 
'"Larry"  "J.  P."  " Plimp" 
"  Tiste"  "  John  Paul"  " Diz" 

FAITH,  hope,  and  love,  and  the  greatest  of  these 
is  love — at  least  Larry  thinks  so  and  he  ought 
to  know. 

No!  Romeo  is  not  a  snake,  but  his  greatest  fail- 
ing is  a  deplorable  weakness  for  fair  Helen's  stock. 
Not  savvy,  neither  is  he  wooden.  Actively  speak- 
ing, he  has  contributed  at  various  times  to  a  little 
of  everything,  not  to  mention  the  Sub  Squad.  His 
latest  despair  in  the  aquatic  line  is  the  discovery 
that  he  is  unlike  the  porpoise  and  the  flying  fish, 
inasmuch  as  he  cannot  surface  dive. 

Our  hero  from  the  home  of  "  Pillsbury's  Best" 
was  probably  not  born  under  a  lucky  star.  If  so 
it  was  a  falling  star  for  Jawn's  life  has  been  full  of 
falls,  ranging  from  falls  off  horses,  skates,  side 
cleaners,  stages  etc. — to  the  one  great  fall  in  his  life. 
Though  the  imp  of  ill  luck  has  pursued  him  through 
these  four  years,  we  hope  that  the  jinx  will  lay  off" 
and  that  hereafter  tough  luck  will  be  for  Larry  as 
"Quoth  the  Raven,  Nevermore." 

Class  Tennis  {4,  3). 
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Arthur  Ainsley  Ageton 
Pullman,  Washington 

"Aggie"  "Art"  "Whine" 

SIBI  say  say;  so  sayeth  my  father  and  my  fat- 
her's father,  for  I  am  a  Suzah  of  the  Imperial 
House  of  Nadu."  Thus  speaks  our  own  professional 
hypnotist,  Aggie.  No  relation,  however,  to  Aggie 
de  Castra,  made  famous  by  Kipling.  Not  that  Art 
counsels  anyone  to  "learn  about  women  from  him." 
Far  from  it.  After  long  association  with  the  more 
dangerous  sex  he  admits  that  they  are  too  much 
for  him.  He  isn't  a  Red  Mike,  but  the  thought  of 
ever  providing  a  meal  ticket  for  one  of  the  sweet 
things  sets  up  all  sorts  of  negative  reactions  in  his 
soul. 

Faces  can't  be  judged  by  the  pictures  White  puts 
out.  Arthur  admits  that  "he  may  not  look  like 
much  as  a  midshipman,  but  he  was  good-looking 
as  a  cit."     He  has  pictures  to  prove  it. 

His  sidelines  have  been  few,  chiefly  class  football 
and  literary  endeavors.  His  idea  of  heaven  will 
probably  be  service  in  the  Pacific  Fleet,  out  there 
near  God's  Country. 

Class  Football  (3,  2); 
Class  Track  (2); 
Sub  Squad  (3). 


John  Edward  Curry 
Germantown,  Pennsylvania 

"Jack"  "Solitaire"  "Horse-Face" 

FROM  the  halls  of  Montezuma 
To  the  Shores  of  Tripoli." 

Out  of  tune  to  this  stirring  hymn,  Jack,  the  Gy- 
rene, came  marching  into  our  midst. 

It  was  not  long  before  he  had  declared  his  views 
on  any  and  all  subjects  within  reach,  and  had  silenced 
all  who  made  bold  to  disagree. 

His  great  failing  is  solitaire — hence  the  name. 
Many  a  study  hour  has  he  patiently  devoted  to  it 
— "where  in  h — 1  is  that  ace  of  spades?" 

Jack  can't  be  called  a  snake,  but  upon  occasion 
he  can  heave  a  mean  and  wicked  line  to  the  right 
sort  of  a  girl.  His  code  is  all  his  own.  "Love  'em 
and    leave    'em,    that's    me." 

"Dust  thou  art,  to  dust  returneth"  may  not  have 
been  written  for  him,  but  "from  the  Marine  Corps 
he  came,  to  the  Marine  Corps  he  returneth,"  suits 
Jack  from  the  ground  up.  We  may  expect  to  find 
him  some  day  in  Quantico  teaching  others  the 
"squads  right"  he  learned  there  himself. 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  1). 
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Harry  Roberts  Carson,  Jr. 
Ancon,  Canal  Zone 
"Kit" 

THE  man  with  ready  information  on  any  sub- 
ject from  hunting  iquanas  and  kinkajous  to 
the  sequence  of  watch  officers.  Just  ask  him  some- 
thing. 

In  1913 — a  mere  stripling —  he  left  the  state  of 
Louisiana  and  went  to  live  in  the  Canal  Zone.  In 
two  years  the  Panama  Canal  was  in  working  order 
and  a  great  success. 

His  training  Plebe  year  in  the  art  of  how  to  "Bow 
and  Smile"  has  stood  him  in  good  stead,  because  he 
never  got  over  it. 

Kit  surely  wields  a  relentless  saber  and  has  shown 
us  his  ability  on  many  occasions.  As  to  his  being 
a  snake,  he  is  not  guilty,  though  the  spell  has  been 
broken  on  a  very  few  occasions.  He  has  a  marked 
weakness  for  march  records  for  his  victrola,  and  yes! 
he  will  even  lay  down  his  beloved  Bowditch  to  play 
a  game  of  chess,  but  nevertheless  he  never  does  to 
lose. 

"Now  let's  see — Double  the  angle  on  the  bow, 
change  the  sign  of  the  declination,  take  the  recipro- 
cal of  the  sum  of  the " 

"Yep!  for  once  I  got  the  juice  prob." 

Star  (4,  3,  2,1); 

Class  Fencing  (3,  2);  Numerals  (2); 
Class  Sabre  Champion  (4,  3,  2); 
FN  At  {2). 


Harold  Doe 

China,  Maine 

J  awn 

HERE'S  the  man  who  put  China  on  the  map; 
China,  Maine.  Also,  he  is  one  Maine-iac 
who  does  not  indulge  in  the  "Baa  Haabor"  drawl. 

John  has  enlivened  his  time  at  the  Naval  Academy 
by  semi-occasional  serenades  given  down  the  side 
corridors  of  the  4th  wing.  His  repertoire  ranges 
from  the  "Famous  King  of  England"  to  the  "Lost 
Chord."  The  cornet  is  another  of  his  accomplish- 
ments, and  when  he  plays  taps,  even  the  radiator 
knocks  off  work  for  the  day. 

His  attitude  towards  All-Academics  is  evinced 
by  his  remark  on  return  from  a  Juice  exam,  in  which 
it  was  optional  which  of  the  two  given  problems 
should  be  worked:  "Well,  guess  I  fooled  the  depart- 
ment this  time;  I  didn't  work  either."  However, 
his  first  hand  knowledge  of  Steam  Engineering, 
gained  when  chipping  evaps  on  the  cruise,  has  played 
him  in  good  stead,  so  that  when  "Vicious"  came 
down  with  his  habitual  "Yeah"?,  he  was  able  to 
knock  the  section  cold  with  a  "Sure".  And  with 
his  grin  he  got  by  with  it. 

Sub  Squad  (2). 


233 


'ZyZ/LJaL/&L%,LLZ^/Z,/ffZ,XrJ//JM,Z,LZ,l 


Leon  Nelson  Blair 

Ogdensburg,  New  York 

La         Lhiej        Leon 

"Shorty" 

STOP, — don't  pass  this  page.  Just  gaze  on  the 
reproduction  of  this  famous  member  of  the  40%. 
Isn't  he  manly  looking?  Why,  a  whole  mess  out- 
fit could  be  laid  out  on  his  square  chin. 

Snake? — Nix!  He  is  a  has-been  now.  Of  course 
there  is  a  reason:  Some  while  ago,  people  say,  a 
golden  haired  gold  brick  hit  Crabtown.  Why  she 
even  wore  gilt  shoes  at  the  hop  that  evening  and 
proceeded  to  cover  everyone  with  gold.  The  next 
day  the  Department  of  Construction  missed  a  few 
of  those  precious  gadgets  called  bricks.  No  one 
has  to  tell  you  where  they  were. 

Would  you  believe  all  of  these  things  about  a 
person  who  hails  from  "Noo  York"?  Well,  you 
will  have  to,  for  he  hails  from  that  BIG  village  of 
Odgensburg.  Ever  hear  of  it?  No!  Well,  just 
ask  Leon — he  will  tell  you  all  about  it. 

Plebe  chorus: — "Fruit  for  us,  gentlemen,  fruit." 
Expert  Rifleman. 


Julian  Joseph  Levasseur 
Manchester,  New  Hampshire 

" Frenchy"  "Shavetail"  "Francois" 
" Baldy" 

SNAKY— No.  Just  Frenchie!  Bricked— No. 
Never. 

How  come?  Why,  he  has  the  eyes  of  Venus,  the 
characteristics  of  Pan,  the  figure  of  Apollo,  the 
line  of  Themistocles,  and  a  beard  like  Father  Nep- 
tune's. Poet,  Statesman,  Sea-lawyer,  such  is  this 
Mexican  Athlete  of  the  modern  century.  Can  he 
swim?  Yes,  just  like  a  sand  turtle.  Drill?  Little 
doubt  about  it.  He  has  four  hash  marks  for  service 
on    the    excused    squad.      Plebes? 

"Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder 

Presence  makes  it  grow  warmer." 

Love?  Just  a  few  extracts  from  the  daily  letters 
— "You  tell  Frenchie  that  he  can  certainly  shake 
a  wicked  leg  but  I'll  forgive  him  this  time."  "And 
I  dreamt  that  we  drifted  unto  the  pale  moonlight 
through  the  Golden  Gate  into  the  Paradise  of  the 
Pacific."     Also — 

Invites  seven  girls  to  one  hop  and  four  accept. 

Results— ????????? 

Such  is  he. 

Wrestling  B   Squad    (4,   3); 
Rifle  Squad  (4,  3); 
Expert    Rifleman. 
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Louis  Martin  Fabian 
Butte,  Montana 
"Fabe"  "Lew-eye" 

AT  first  sight  Lewie's  manly  beard,  in  which  he 
J~\  takes  an  inordinate  pride,  strikes  fear  into  the 
hearts  of  the  deadlier  sex  with  faint  reminiscences  of 
the  cavemen.  Upon  short  acquaintance,  however, 
in  some  propitious  locality  their  tremblings  turn  to 
delightful   and   palpitating  quivers  of  anticipation. 

He  is  a  denizen  of  the  Log  office,  partly  from  an 
inexplicable  and  noble  craving  for  work,  but  mainly 
because  of  his  desire  to  maintain  his  "rep"  as  the 
official  dope  hound  of  the  regiment.  "Got  some 
straight  dope,  fellows,"  and  we  all  stand  by  to  cap- 
size   our    thumbs. 

Fabe  is  always  among  those  to  break  the  ice  in 
the  pool — in  fact,  when  he  left,  the  sub  squad  voted 
him  a  loving  cup  in  grateful  appreciation  of  his  ser- 
vices. 

His  pet  antipathy  is  Wild  West  movies  and  the 
star  to  which  he  hitches  his  Ford  is  "Wine,  WOMEN 
and  Song"  without  the  wine  and  song. 

Business    Manager    the    Log; 
Log  Staff  (4,  3,  2); 
Sub    Squad    (4,    3,    2). 


Walter  Francis  Burns,  Jr. 

Larchmont,  New  York 

"Walt"  "Bobby" 

SAY  girls!  Look  what  we  have  here!  He  is 
indeed  our  little  class  baby.  But  even  though 
he  is  so  young  you'd  better  watch  your  step.  Will 
he  bite?  No,  only  snakes  bite,  and  he's  a  boa- 
constrictor  of  the  most  ferocious  type.  He'll  charm 
you  with  that  disarming  smile,  hold  you  enthralled 
with  that  "Skin  you  love  to  touch"  complexion  and 
then  crush  you  to  death  with  his  potent  line.  For, 
in  a  few  words,  he's  "been  there."  Gay  Paree  was 
his  early  stamping  grounds  and  even  now  holds  no 
mysteries  for  him. 

Is  he  cultured?  Say,  there's  just  where  you've 
hit  his  strong  point.  An  ardent  student  of  Capt. 
Billy's,  and  the  Cosmo,  and  all  other  modern  clas- 
sics. 

A  traveller?  Of  course!  He  travels  under  the 
table,  daily,  for  his  indiscreet  table  humor. 

Fate  has  played  him  wrong  in  her  lottery  of  blind 
drags.  He  holds  a  perfect  score  of  4.0 — Four  bricks 
out  of  four  blind  drags. 
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William  Alger  Bowers 
Sevierville,  Tennessee 

Clipper        Benny 
"Benedictine" 

NOW  the  Mountaineers  have  ragged  ears"  sang 
Clipper  often  during  Plebe  year,  in  the  old 
9th  Company.  He  was  in  frequent  demand  then, 
not  alone  for  his  song-bird  proclivities,  but  as  "Whi- 
tey's"  chief-of-staff.  Regularly,  at  9:30  every 
night,  the  cries  for  Clipper  would  sound  over  the 
Ground  Deck,  and  Algy  would  have  to  impersonate 
a  Tennessee  jack  rabbit  to  comply  with  all  the  de- 
mands for  his  presence. 

The  result  of  such  strenuous  exercise  is  that  now 
anyone  entering  Clipper's  room  after  8:15  p.m.  will 
find  him  curled  up  on  his  bed  successfully  imitating  a 
possum.  And  he  still  manages  to  glide  as  elusively 
as  ever  between  the  various  Academic  bushes. 

If  desirous  of  "seeing  all  the  sights"  after  an 
Army-Navy  game  in  New  York,  just  join  Clipper's 
party;  in  fact,  that  way  you  stand  a  good  chance  of 
seeing  everything  double.  Clipper's  friends  are  as 
numerous  as  his  quasi-sobriquets,  and  Avery  alone 
can  give  anyone  an  adequate  impression  of  the  in- 
finite variety  of  the  latter. 

Masked   N    (J); 
Sub    Squad    (2). 


Laurence  Egbert  Hurd 
Brooklyn,  New  York 

"Laurie"  "Slim"  "Savvy" 
"L.  E."  "Lee" 

WHEN  it  comes  to  a  question  of  whether  a  watt 
equals  a  joule  per  second  or  not,  a  consulta- 
tion with  Laurie  or  Bullard  will  clinch  the  matter. 

Having  spent  part  of  his  youth  as  an  electrician 
of  Uncle  Sam,  Hurd  comes  to  us  a  salt.  With  his 
great  fondness  for  water  he  endeavored  to  convince 
Dick  that  he  was  the  man  to  fill  a  place  on  the  crew 
squad.  Being  unable  to  accomplish  this  he  diverted 
his  attention  to  track,  specializing  in  the  two  mile. 

Laurie  has  defeated  all  aggressions  from  the  Aca- 
demics with  utmost  ease,  and  is  even  willing  to 
spend  part  of  his  study  hour  explaining  the  lesson. 

Coming  from  Brooklyn  we  naturally  expected 
big  things,  and  in  this  case  all  expectations  have 
been  fulfilled. 

Speaking  of  girls,  Laurie  is  accounted  as  wonder- 
ful in  their  minds.  "Look  out,  L.  E.  or  you  will 
have  an  early  finish."  Hurd  is  a  friend  on  whom 
one  can  depend  and  whom  we  are  all  glad  to  say  we 
know. 

"Hey,  Irishman,  set  sail  on  the  butter." 

Class  Track  (3); 

Track  Squad  (2,  1);  NA  (2). 
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George  Edward  Taylor 
Beaufort,  North  Carolina 
Brute 

FATHER  decided  to  give  one  of  his  sons  to  his 
country  and  George  drew  the  slip.  Coming 
to  us  "an  ignorant  Southerner, "  the  passing  of  the 
years  has  turned  him  into  the  primitive  primeval 
cave  man.  Somebody  called  him  "Brute"  and  he 
has  tried  to  live  up  to  his  formidable  title  ever  since. 
That   is,   in — conversation. 

Why  Brute?  Ever  seen  him  on  the  flying  rings? 
Take  a  look  at  those  shoulders.  Or,  better  still,  hear 
him  play  his  saxophone;  both   are  brutal. 

Snake?  His  loves  have  been  few  since  the  most 
wonderful  girl  in  the  world  married  a  chap  from — 
tall,  good-looking,  and  rich.  In  none  of  which  he 
could  compete.  So  he's  ready  to  fall  for  the  first 
female  who  can  listen  to  him  and  sympathize. 

George  possesses  all  two  of  the  Southern  Gentle- 
man's qualifications,  and  plays  the  saxophone 
besides.     What  more   can   a   girl  want? 

Black   N**; 

Gym  Squad  (3,  2,  1);  GNT  (2); 

Jazz  Band  (4,  3,  2,  1). 


James  Casimir  Guillot 
Pontiac,  Michigan 

Jim        J  immxe        Guee-yo 

NO,  he  isn't  as  hard  as  he  looks.  May  I  intro- 
duce the  King  of  the  Quinzes  and  ratey  mem- 
ber of  the  Radiator  Club.  Cozy?  No,  that's  too 
mild.  The  usual  9:30  refrain — "Will  you  fellows 
get  ofF  my  bed?     I   want  to   caulk." 

Jimmy  and  his  bed  are  one  and  inseparable, 
including  hop  time,  liberty  time,  fire  drill — it  doesn't 
matter.  Petite  sweetness,  ruby  lips,  pretty  eyes, 
pearly  teeth,  and  exquisite  form  have  no  charms 
for  Jimmy.  And  yet  he  isn't  a  confirmed  Red 
Mike.  Only  in  spells,  seemingly  as  part  of  the  course, 
he  drags.  Heavy.  Only  six  at  a  time.  They  called 
him  Cupid  once. 

Our  hero  from  Pontiac  is  rather  a  quiet  little  fel- 
low (one,  two,  and — )  perhaps  because  it's  an  effort 
to  talk,  but  when  he  does  speak  something  usually 
bursts  forth.  His  dry  humor  always  brings  a  mirth- 
ful   response    from    the    "gang". 

Jeems   is    among   the    immortals.     Listen: 
"Say,  somebody's  got  to  be  a  spectator,  and  as 
for  getting   strong  to   protect   the   family   (looking 
ahead)  why  not  marry  a  strong 
woman?     What  say,  Clipper?" 
Taps,   he's  ofF! 

Sub  Squad  (2). 
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Frederic  Stanton  Withington 
Des  Moines,  Iowa 

Freddie  "   "  Daddy 

FEARLESS  Freddie,  frank  and  free, 
Talks  to  the  Com  for  you  and  me; 

Wails  for  copy,  works   all  night, 

Does  lots  of  things  and  does  them  right; 

Wades  through  pages,  walks  to  class, 

Helps  his  wooden  classmates  pass; 

Wears  a  star,  waxing  brighter, 

Makes  more  friends  and  holds  them  tighter; 

Wooing  wisely,   wondering   perchance 

If  he'll   find   some  Cherubic  countenance; 

Warden  of  many,  warning  Ike, 

A  fellow  you  can't  help  but  like; 

Worlds   of  patience,    vision   true, 

Gets    results    that    always    do; 

Wardroom  will  welcome  this  fellow  we'll  miss, 

When  Withington  leaves  our  vale  of  bliss;* 

But  he's  wary  now  of  life's  mad  whirl 

For  he  learned  women's  wiles  but  lost  his  girl! 
*Author's    note:    literary    history    made    by    using 
"miss"    without    rhyming    with    "Kiss." 

Editor   Lucky    Bag; 
Class    Secretary    (/); 
Sub  Squad  (2); 
Star  (4,  2). 


Herbert  Alexander  Niemyer 

Hamlet,  North  Carolina 

"Ike" 

NO  one  ever  found  out  the  wherefor  of  his  uni- 
versal nickname.  It  just  is,  although  even  his 
prominent  ears  fail  to  identify  him  with  the  money- 
changers. 

He  possesses  a  rare  gift  of  gab,  and  has  originated 
more  than  one  addition  to  the  dictionary  of  Naval 
Academy  Slang.  "The  air,  Mac!"  Many  a  time 
and  oft  he  has  sent  George  and  the  rest  of  the  boys 
into  hysterics  with  that  nasty  line.  It's  only  neces- 
sary to  stick  a  cigarette  in  his  face,  his  guitar  in 
his  hand,  and  "The  Shooting  of  Dan  McGrew" 
in    his    mouth.     He   does   the    rest. 

His  beef  has  come  in  handy  in  football,  water 
polo,  and  baseball.  He  has  held  down  a  seat  on 
various  training  tables  right  manfully,  and  has  known 
the   honor  of  facing  the   Army. 

With  those  shoulders  he  can  always  be  sure  of  a 
steady  job  juggling  pianos,  but  that  powerful  line 
should  lift  him  at  least  to  the  exalted  honor  of  bark- 
ing for  a  side  show.     As  he  himself  would  say, 

"Guid  Steef!" 

Football  Numerals  (5,  4); 
Baseball  (5,  4,  3,  2,  1); 
Baseball   N{3);   N*{2); 
Water  Polo   Squad   (3);   WNAP; 
Chairman  Class  Supper  Committee; 
Ring  Master  Gymkhana  (2); 
Black  N**. 
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Francis  Elliott  Shoup,  Jr. 
Dallas,  Texas 

" Frankie"  "Scaley"  "Ferdinand" 
"Scuttlebutt" 

DAZZLED  by  visions  of  a  life  on  the  rolling, 
restless,  ceaseless  sea,  Frankie,  upon  a  rainy 
Friday,  thirteenth,  took  his  vows  and  retired  from 
the  world.  This  ominous  date  meant  nothing, 
however,  for  he  immediately  ascended  from  the  ranks 
to  a  high  position  of  authority  involving  command 
of  men  though,  alas,  his  rise  resembled  that  of  the 
well-known  elevator  boy  and  he  went  straight  to 
the  bottom  again  upon  the  occasion  of  a  bombing 
expedition   on    unsuspecting   mess   mokes. 

The  remark  often  heard  "Frankie  could  star  if 
he  would  work"  shows  his  uncanny  ability  to  fool 
the  Profs  without  the  slightest  efforts  of  study.  He 
is  not  lazy — far  from  it — but  he  believes  that  effi- 
ciency consists  of  saving  every  bit  of  unnecessary 
energy  for   possible   emergencies. 

His  four  successful  years  on  the  tennis  team  prove 
that  this  love  of  ease  and  comfort  has  not  impeded 
his   progress   in   the   athletic  world. 

"Now  if  I  was  in  Texas  I  would  have  whiskey 
for  breakfast,  but  here  I  have  to  drink  milk." 

Tennis  Squad  (4,  3,  2,1);  TNT  (J,  2,1); 
Black  N***. 


Horace  Clovis  Robison 

Dallas,  Texas 

" Robi"  "Tex"  "Ergs" 

BILGED  again — drew  the  only  slip  in  the  lesson 
I  couldn't  bat."  So  runs  the  pessimistic  re- 
frain. According  to  Robi  he  is  always  ratey  man 
on  the  Ac  dept's  "cit"  list. 

He'd  rather  argue  than  eat  and  he  takes  on  all 
comers  on  any  subject  whatsoever  at  the  diurnal 
meetings  of  the  Radiator  Club.  His  sarcastic  line 
gets  away  big  with  the  ladies,  and  his  three  specifi- 
cations for  the  ideal  drag  are  justly  famous.  He 
even  acquired  the  title  of  the  "Perfect  Lover"  on 
the  momentous  occasion  when  he  was  ragged  in  a 
situation  which  would  have  made  Romeo  weep  bit- 
ter tears  of  pure  envy. 

His  favorite  pastime  is  the  pursuit  of  leisure,  and, 
though  handicapped  by  the  powers  that  be,  is  fairly 
successful  at  it.  He  conserves  each  little  erg  like 
a  miser  clutches  a  handful  of  mildewed  nickels. 

"In  the  old  days  before  prohibition  in  Texas, 
when  a  man  reached  for  his  hip  everybody  stood 
from  under,  but  now  you  can't  tell  whether  it's  a 
threat    or    a     promise." 

Sub   Squad   (4,   3,   2). 
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Claude  Burton  Reese 

Angola,  Indiana 

Be  nine         Bun         Keez 

"  Hoosier" 

"\TO\J  can't  grow  alfalfa  on  a  race  track"   states 

X  this  all  too  proud  son  of  the  Hoosier  state 
whenever  the  oft  repeated  question  arises  as  to  his 
conspicuous  absence  of  dome  fur.  But  being  natur- 
ally stubborn  he  has  refused  to  give  up  and  puts 
great    faith    in    Herpicide. 

By  much  untiring  effort,  we  have  cured  him  of 
the  traits  acquired  from  a  boyhood  behind  the  plow 
until  now — but  just  ask  the  girls  about  him,  for  the 
hearts  he  hasn't  broken  must  be  frozen  anyway. 

Because  of  his  passion  for  Lady  Fatima,his  Young- 
ster year  was  one  of  suspense,  being  one  of  those  un- 
fortunates who  agonized  us  with  the  "Probation 
Blues." 

His  modest  and  retiring  disposition  brought  him 
first  to  our  notice.  His  gentlest  whisper  was  like 
a  thunder-storm,  and  when  he  laughs — just  stand 
clear  of  falling  buildings.  But  now  that  we  know 
him  we  would  be  lost  without  his  persistent  noise. 

Loving  the  Red  Book  rather  than  fame,  his  athlet- 
ic career  has  been  limited  to  class 
lacrosse,  but  just  let    some   of  his 
opponents  tell  of  that. 

"Come    on    gang — just    heard 
new  one — " 

Class  Basketball  (4,  3); 
Class  Lacrosse  (2,  1) 


George  Adrian  Dussault 
Little  Falls,  New  York 

"Goat"  "Mouse"  "Duke" 

THIS  dashing,  young,  two-in-one  edition  of 
Apollo  and  Beau  Brummel  combined,  known 
to  his  intimates  as  "Goat,"  comes  to  us  from  the 
Empire  state,  where  everything  can  be  found,  bought 
or  grown.  To  hear  this  "son  of  the  sea"  rave  about 
his  home  state  would  almost  lead  us  to  believe  that 
New  York  had  a  monopoly  on  the  seven  wonders  of 
the  world,  but  we  can't  help  wondering  why  so  per- 
fect a  state  should  choose  to  send  such  an  opposite 
into  the  far  southland  as  a  representative  of  its 
manhood.  But  here  he  is,  and  we  try  to  make  the 
best  of  it,  although  his  main  topic,  the  charms  of 
his  O.  A.  O.,  at  times  causes  us  to  writhe,  tear  our 
hair  and  reach   for  the  mallet. 

In  spite  of  the  aforementioned  attributes  of  a 
snake  that  Goat  possesses,  he  has  never  let  the 
wiles  of  the  fairer  sex  tear  him  away  from  the  one 
at  home,  except  in  one  or  two  rare  cases,  all  of  which 
are  almost  too  painful  to  mention.  In  his  Academ- 
ic career,  he  has  limited  his  athletic  activities  to 
the  milder  form  that  is  so  familiar  to  habituees  of 
the  '23  Lucky  Bag  Office. 

"Ring  me  up  another  Bock  ul,  garcon — skall!" 

Choir  (4,  J,  2,1); 
Class  Lacrosse  (2,  /). 


John  Avery 
somerville,  massachusetts 
Jawn        Jack 

WHAT!  That  man  afflicted  with  that  blank 
Norske  appearance?  Why  that's  "Jawn," 
just  plain  "Jawn"  to  all  of  us.  Yes,  he  does  look 
rather  pugnacious,  but  a  barking  dog  never  bites. 

You  see  John  came  to  us  from  out  the  land  of 
beans  and  brains  at  a  still  tender  age.  By  neces- 
sity he  soon  lost  his  youthful  appearance  and  bewil- 
dered the  Ac  Departments,  as  well  as  ourselves 
with  his  knowledge. 

A  persistent  pesterer,  he  has  always  kept  us  on 
edge.  On  several  occasions  his  playfulness  has 
reached  such  a  pitiable  point  that  several  Matte- 
wan  inspectors  have  just  passed  him  by. 

Being  athletically  inclined,  John  had  no  trouble 
with  Bully's  Pants  Hangers.  In  fact  he  has  made 
good  as  a  hustler  and  achieved  numerals  in  boxing. 

On  Naval  topics  he  is  in  a  class  by  himself,  and 
has  often  proved  himself  an  invaluable  information 
bureau. 

pink   letter   for   me?     Oh,    man!  She 


"What 
loves  me." 


Class  Football  (4,  1); 

Hustlers    (5,    2); 

Class     Boxing     (2);    Numerals; 

Choir    (4,   3,    2,    1); 

Class  Lacrosse  (3,  2,  1). 


John  Valdemar  Peterson 

Omaha,  Nebraska 
"Pete"  "/.  V"  "Baltimore" 

HERE  is  a  proposition  that  even  Einstein  or 
Edison  might  hestitate  to  tackle.  Those  of 
us  who  know  Pete,  know  that  we  know  him  in  a 
very  indefinite  way.  The  first  thing  that  you  would 
guess  wrong  about  Valdy  is  his  attitude  towards  the 
ladies.  If  you  call  him  a  snake  you  will  be  wrong 
because  he  can  show  the  utterest  lassitude  towards 
demonstrating  any  interest  over  the  fair  sex.  If 
you  say  he  is  a  Red  Mike  he  will  show  you  just  how 
a  cold  forty  ought  to  be  dragged.  Just  about  the 
time  that  you  think  he  is  going  to  prove  a  shining 
light  in  athletics,  he'll  revert  to  the  adoration  of 
Lady  Fatima.  And  when  you  think  he  is  about 
to  glue  himself  to  the  radiator,  he'll  sail  out  and  pull 
some  class  team  out  of  a  rut. 

Pete  is  a  consistent  plugger  whenever  the  Dago 
Department  doesn't  have  topside  on  him.  But 
after  his  little  seven  month  trip  back  to  the  farm, 
he  has  had  the  French  Profs  hollering  for  mercy. 

"Let's  go,  fellows,  I  know  where  there's  a  good 
Scotch    Importer!" 

Hustlers  (5); 
Class  Football  (3); 
Class  Baseball  (4,  3,  2,  1) ; 
Sub  Squad  (J). 
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John  Paul  Barker  Barrett 
Alexandria,  Virginia 

"John  Paul"  "John"  "Buck" 

"Felix"  "Paul"  "J.  P.  B." 

"Babe"  "Pablo"  "Pete" 

WHO  could  mistake  those  legs?  Divine  pro- 
ducts of  an  original  contour.  It  is  even 
said  that  he  entered  our  gates  in  knickers — so  loathe 
was  he  to  cover  them  up. 

Our  little  Doctor  has  oftentimes  been  on  the  very 
ragged  edge.  Extremely  ragged.  What  with  the 
Ac  Department  and  the  Pants-Hangers,  he  has 
experienced  many  struggles,  but  more  power  to 
him — he  has  always  fooled  them. 

And  he  doesn't  play  golf.  No,  bridge  is  his  favor- 
ite game.  His  only  difficulty  lies  in  the  fact  that 
he  insists  upon  trumping  his  partner's  ace.  How- 
ever, he  is  a  jolly  old  joker  but — he  never  did  any- 
thing in  the  right  way  in  his  life. 

"This  stuff  gives  me  a  headache — I  think  I'll 
snatch    a    nap." 

Anchor  Man   (3). 


William  Thompson  Pearce 
Washington,  D.  C. 

"Billy" 

BILLY  is  a  perfect  gentleman,  well  behaved  and 
absolutely  correct  always,  and  it's  quite  the 
thing  to  always  have  a  little  something — it  makes 
things  so  much  jollier. 

Playing  a  charming  ingenue  in  the  Masqueraders 
Second  Class  year  he  was  a  knockout.  He  plays 
all  roles  with  equal  success,  too,  for  he  made  his 
stage  debut  as  a  lady  of  color  in  the  famous  or  rath- 
er infamous,  Fourth  Batt.  show — "Here  I  come, 
Parson." 

He  is  exceedingly  well  known  in  "Gas-House 
Gang"  circles  and  always  a  shining  light  at  Bill  Lem- 
ly's  far-famed  parties.  As  a  jazz-bo  dancer  he  is 
without  a  peer  whether  his  partner  be  Charlie  Kegan 
or  Irene  Castle.  It  was  a  bitter  blow  when  Irene 
turned  him  down  the  night  of  the  Army-Navy  game, 
but  since  the  return  of  our  long  lost  Vies  the  wound 
has  healed,  and  now  he  listens  rapturously  to  the 
dusky  Mamie  Smith  without  a  thought  of  Irene. 

"I  knew  if  I  married  you,  you'd  beat  me." 

Log    (4); 

Masqueraders     (J,    2); 
Musical  Club  Show   {2). 
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Kenneth  David  McCracken 

Paxton,  Illinois 

"Mac"  "K.D."    'Kenny" 

"OAY,  when  you're  introduced  to  a  blonde  and 
O  a  brunette  at  the  same  time,  which  do  you 
speak  to  first?  I'm  going  to  a  real  party  this  leave 
and  I  don't  want  to  make  any  bust."  Culture, 
that's  Mack's  middle  name.  He  started  out  to 
acquire  it  when  he  politely  offered  his  hand  to  the 
nurse  on  his  initial  birthday.  He  soon  decided  that 
Illinois  corn  fields  were  no  fit  background  for  his 
talents,  and  selected  Navy  blue  and  gold  as  more 
appropriate.  Since  then  his  heavy  line  has  been 
doing  itself  justice,  and  more  than  once  he  has 
demonstrated  that  it  is  possible  to  get  out  of  the 
most  delicate  situation  quite  gracefully,  though  the 
details  are  often  too  terrible  for  print.  Ask  him 
for  his  guaranteed  drawing-room  method  for  restor- 
ing relations  with  Paris.  As  for  the  charmers, 
Kenny  seemed  immune  until  a  certain  Christmas 
leave  from  which  he  came  back  raving.  From  that 
time  he  has  been  such  a  snake  that  he  hides  on  St. 
Patrick's   day. 

"Now    that's    all    right,    but — ." 

Log  Board  (7); 

Mandolin  Club   (4,  3,  2,  1); 

Y.  M.  C.  A.  Director  (2,  1); 

Star    (2). 


Henry  Warner  Dusinberre 
Wellsboro,  Pennsylvania 

"Dusy"  "Oswald"  "Hank" 

A  WHOOP,  a  bang!"  It's  Dusy,  a  smile  from  ear 
to  ear,  built  from  the  ground  up,  ready  for 
a  frolic  or  a  fray.  Our  electrical  wizard,  we  don't 
see  how  that  egg  in  his  cap  holds  so  much  practical 
knowledge,  ideas  and  inventions. 

Dusy's  at  home  in  two  places;  in  a  bo's'n's  chair 
way  up  by  the  tower-clock,  setting  the  Masquerader 
sign  to  right,  or  on  the  waste-basket  in  a  crowded 
room.  You  win,  dear  reader,  if  he  doesn't  come 
down  with,   "Say,   fellows,  you're  all  wrong." 

Somebody,  we've  a  good  idea  who,  because  Dusy 
like  others  has  fallen,  told  him  he  could  sing.  He 
discovered  the  acoustic  qualities  of  the  second  deck, 
and  nightly  the  "agony  trio"  performs,  its  motto 
being  "We  can  sing  in  any  flat,  if  you'll  only  give 
us  the  key."     Acoustics  don't  count. 

When  you  want  help,  through  thick  and  thin 
with  a  cheerful  words  and  good  advice,  Dusy  is 
there,  a  friend  once,  a  friend  ever. 

"Say,  Stud,  coming  out  to  the  bridge  this  after- 
noon  r 

Masquer aders    (3,   2,    1). 
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Stanhope  Cotton  Ring 
Washington,  D.  C. 

"Stan"  "Stem"  "Slim" 

ISN'T  he  handsome?"  More  than  one  person 
has  remarked  that  when  they  first  saw  him,  and 
it  is  no  wonder,  for,  besides  his  beauty,  this  guy 
wears  a  constant  smile.  Savvy  enough  to  let  his 
academic  worries  take  care  of  themselves,  he  devotes 
his  time  to  forgetting  them  and  enjoying  life.  Se- 
cond Class  cruise  an  injury  to  his  knee  effectively 
stopped  his  athletic  career  and  relieved  the  lacrosse 
coach  from  worrying  about  "those  terrible  knock- 
knees."  On  the  cruise  he  spends  most  of  his  time 
in  the  bag-alley  or  under  some  motor-sailer  playing 
bridge  on  Sep  leave  terms  and  keeping  score  him- 
self; it  is  rumored  that  he  never  loses. 

A  horrible  snake,  he  seldom  misses  a  hop,  and  no 
matter  how  badly  his  trusting  friends  may  be  bricked 
he  always  manages  to  have  a  good  time.  His 
worst  fault  is  a  passionate  love  for  his  own  mandolin 
music,  coupled  with  a  desire  to  play  for  the  benefit 
of  all  innocent  bystanders  on  all  occasions.  Once 
he  loses  that  habit  his  presence  will  be  an  asset  to 
any    company. 

Log   (4,   3); 

Class  Lacrosse   (4,  3); 

Boxing    (4,    3) . 


Charles  Hugo  Momm 

New  London,  Connecticut 

"Charlie" 

CHARLIE  is  famous.  The  lowliest  Plebes,  all 
the  D.  O's,  and  most  of  the  femmes  within  a 
radius  of  a  couple  of  hundred  miles  know  only  too 
well  that  beaming  countenance  and  carefree  nature 
of  his.  Then,  too,  just  let  him  tell  you  about  the 
time  he  rescued  the  crowd  of  girls  in  the  snow-bound 
W.  B.  &  A.  car,  and  you'll  wonder  why  the  account 
wasn't  published  in  the  paper  back  home. 

As  for  his  conquests  in  the  Cruises — all  Charlie 
does  is  to  say  the  word  and  the  women  not  only 
throw  themselves  at  his  feet  but,  judging  from  the 
appearance  of  his  locker  door,  they  shower  him  with 
photographs  of  the  entire  family  and  all  the  distant 
relations. 

It's  really  a  shame  that  the  dear  boy  chose  the 
Navy  as  a  career,  for  as  it  is,  all  his  charm  and  his 
knock  'em  dead  ways  will  go  to  waste  on  the  briny, 
while  they  might  be  thrilling  the  flappers  throughout 
the   country — on   the  silver  screen. 

Almost  any  musical  instrument  finally  succumbed 
to  Charles'  mastery,  but  ye  Gods,  during  the  period 
of  succumbing! 

"You  know,  I'm  going  to  get  a  lot^of  fun  out  of 
this  sax." 

"Yeah — so  do  we?" 

Class  Football  (3); 
Class  Boxing  (la); 
A  Squad  Boxing  (3,  2); 
Mandolin  Club  (3,  2,1); 
Orchestra  (1). 


Y 


Walter  Shepherd  Sargent 

Quincy,  Massachusetts 

"Walt"  "Walter"  "C" 

ES,  sir,  Bah  Hahbah.  No,  sir,  I  haven't  shav- 
ed this  morning."  And  so  Cuckoo  breezed 
in  on  us  our  Plebe  Ac  year.  Not  for  a  minute  that 
he  wasn't  famous  during  the  summer,  for  his  celeb- 
rity really  dates  back  to  those  prehistoric  days  at 
Schad's.  However,  Ac  year  is  the  real  beginning 
of  things,  so  we  shan't  dwell  on  previous  happenings. 

First  we  must  insist  that  Walter  is  a  good  kid. 
There's  no  particular  reason  why  he  should  object 
to  being  known  as  such,  but — at  first  the  boy  tried 
to  play  the  part  of  a  Rouge  Michel,  but  the  women 
just  wouldn't  let  him  alone,  so  he  decided  to  give 
them  a  treat.  Knock  'em  cold?  Ye  Gods,  the 
boy  is  a  regular  Sheik,  and  when  he  drags,  for  once 
in  his  life  he  is  free  from  the  world's  care.  Just 
wafted   into   paradise,    as  'twere.     Nothing  else. 

Oh,  and  he's  a  linguist  too.  Verily,  didn't  he 
go  into  a  restaurant  at  Martinique  and  order  "de- 
sert" with  a  decidedly  French  accent,  the  garcon 
understanding  him  well  enough  to  bring  in  a  huge 
dish    of  ham    and    eggs. 

Here's  to  you,  Cuckoo,  for  we  can't  get  around  it. 
You're  a  good  kid. 

Masqueraders    (4,    3,    2);  Silver    N; 
Sub  Squad  (4); 
Log  (4). 
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Howard  Francis  Green 
Long  Branch,  New  Jersey 

"Old  Man" 

NOT  dead,  but  sleepy  and  imbued  with  the  ha- 
bit of  avoiding  all  semblance  of  work.  He 
would  rather  walk  extry  duty  bi-weekly  than  at- 
tempt to  get  the  room  out  of  the  eternal  state  of 
gross  disorder,  and  it's  a  gala  day  when  he  isn't  late 
to  at  least  three  formations. 

The  Old  Man  is,  however,  an  ardent  lover  of  the 
less  strenuous  pastimes.  He  reads  every  magazine 
from  Hot  Dog  to  the  Atlantic  Monthly,  and  never 
lets  a  day  slip  by  without  a  little  workout  at  a  bridge. 
He  likes  to  play  the  role  of  a  cast-in-the-rough  Red 
Mike,  but  we  just  know  that  when  he  steps  out  all 
New  York  isn't  big  enough  for  him. 

"Pop  is  easily  satisfied,  never  rhino,  and  always 
hungry."  A  pack  of  Fats,  something  to  read,  and 
a  place  to  rest — nothing  more  does  he  desire. 

"I  wish  you  boys  would  knock  off;  you  annoy  me." 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3); 
Expert     Rifleman. 


m 
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John  Kenneth  Burkholder 

GlNDER 

Altoona,  Pennsylvania 
"Gander"  "Jawn" 

J  AWN  hails  from  the  banks  of  the  blue  Jumata, 
where,  in  his  youth,  he  built  locomotives,  so 
if  you  would  remain  undisturbed  don't  let  him  get 
started  on:  "Now,  when  I  was  an  electrician." 

Jawn  is  a  real  snake.  He  started  out  early  Young- 
ster year  to  drag  heavily,  and  it  has  been  a  cold  day 
in  Crabtown  when  he  has  missed  a  Hop  since. 

Second  Class  cruise  he  numbered  HER  letters  in 
sequence,  and  it  is  still  a  matter  of  conjecture 
whether  the  last  was  97  or  197. 

Plebe  year  athletics  claimed  him,  and  he  was  a 
mainstay  on  the  soccer  team,  but  Youngster  year 
and  thereafter  he  refused  to  participate  due  to  the 
fact  that  they  didn't  have  any  shoes  small  enough 
for  him. 

Jawn  admittedly  came  in  the  Navy  to  follow  in 

the    footsteps   of   his    brother,    which    fact    became 

known   to  the  D.  O's    "Ginder,  huh — Have  you   a 

brother  in  '16?"    "Yes,  Sir"— "Well  you're  down!!" 

Soccer  Squad  (4); 

Class  Wrestling  (2). 


Edwin  Ronald  Peck 
Buchanan,  Michigan 

"Ed"  "Eric" 

THE  "Crabs"  call  him  "Ed",  but  the  Sky- 
wegian  dames  know  him  as  "Eric".  With  his 
light  hair  and  lack  of  taste  for  water,  he  got  away 
big  in  Norway.  Knock-out  with  the  women  ?  Why 
girls,  he  has  three  Scandahoovians,  two  Portuguese, 
and  one  Spanish  girl  waiting  for  him,  not  to  mention 
the  ones  who  call  him  "Ed". 

"Mr.  Peck,  just  what  are  your  intentions  toward 
my  daughter?"  And  Ed  answered,  "Honorable, 
but  remote." 

Now  our  "pugilist"  came  by  the  Navy  in  a  pecu- 
liar way.  Back  in  the  Michigan  podunk,  Ed  had, 
for  an  O.  A.  O.  an  undertaker's  daughter,  so  he 
decided  to  be  a  doctor.  Team  work!  But  her 
heart  cooled  and,  to  end  it  all  forever,  he  signed  up 
with    the    Pampered    Pets.     Thanks    to    "HER". 

Since  being  one  he  has  won  fame,  numerals,  and 
almost  a  cauliflower  ear  as  a  boxer,  been  cited  as  a 
typical  Second  Classman,  and  received  a  Regi- 
mental commendation  for  being  in  ranks  once  be- 
fore late   blast. 

"Now  when  I  was  a  movie  operator — "  Whoo- 
pee! he's   off   again. 

Class  Boxing  (3,  2). 
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Edmund  Webster  Egbert 
Staten  Island,  New  York 

"Ed"  " Rosey"  " Eggy"  "  Baldy" 

ROSY'S  career  here  commenced  about  the  sec- 
ond month  of  Youngster  year  when  he  went 
out  for  a  black  N  star  and  won  a  shirt  full.  How- 
ever, missing  the  Army  game  may  have  it's  advan- 
tages, especially  when  one  gets  Thanksgiving, 
Christmas  and  leave  after  the  semi-anns.  Not 
officially! 

His  sea  service  was  blighted  by  a  beautiful  young 
crab,  who  brought  him  candy  and  cakes,  and  Wibby 
remained  faithful  ever  since,  developing  into  a 
snake  of  the  highest  order,  yea  verily,  even  of  the 
variety   that   crawls   out   on   Wednesdays. 

Look  him  over,  girls.  His  rosy  cheeks,  his  dark, 
sleek  hair,  which  by  the  way  is  getting  thin  in  spots, 
and  his  line.  It  will  make  an  English  prof  swear  off 
and  a  circus  barker  turn  up  his  toes. 

New  Yorkers,  even  those  from  Staten  Island, 
can  be  hicks,  so  don't  say  much  about  the  Army 
game  of  1921  to  him.  Revenge  came  with  Christ- 
mas leave,  restoring  him  to  good  standing  along  the 
roaring  forties. 

" Hear  the  latest  dope  ?  I  just  heard  out  in  town  " 
■ — We  know  where. 

Crew  Squad  (4); 
Masqueraders  {4); 
Black  N*****. 


John  Hurston  Parrott 

Smithville,  Texas 

"Poll"  "Polly" 

POLLY"  sounds  like  a  bird,  doesn't  it?  He 
is  a  bird  but  not  of  the  ordinary  specie  of 
parrots.  In  fact,  as  far  as  talking  goes,  he  is  as 
much  like  a  parrot  as  moonshine  is  like  Haig  and 
Haig.  A  joke  is  told  about  his  lack  of  chin-music 
by  a  certain  one  of  the  fair  sex  who  said  she  could 
never  tell  whether  he  was  mad  or  tongue-tied. 

But,  what  this  Navy  hasn't  done  to  him.  It's 
a  shame!  John's  actually  a  cigarette  fiend.  Smok- 
ing privileges  mean  nothing  to  him.  He  comes 
into  the  room  after  breakfast;  "Tendency  in  here? 
No?  Well,  let's  smoke  anyhow,  close  the  transom." 

His  snakish  tendencies  are  still  in  the  background, 
as  he  has  a  record  of  having  put  his  feet  on  a  ball- 
room floor  but  once. 

Polly,  last  but  not  least,  is  savvy.  If  proof  is 
needed,  didn't  he  learn  the  eye  chart  three  years 
straight? 

"Hey  Ed;  lend  me  your  toothbrush,  will  you?" 

Crezv  Squad  (4). 
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John  Peter  Leonard  Sower 
Frankfort,  Kentucky 
"Peter" 

THIS  boy  with  the  many  names  truly  upholds 
the  reputation  of  the  Blue  Grass  Region.  He 
is  an  expert  on  fast  horses,  pretty  women,  and  good 
liquor;  the  last  quality  being  particularly  in  evi- 
dence in    Kristiania. 

When  Peter  came  to  us  he  was  all  for  a  certain 
young  lady  at  home.  But  on  Second  Class  cruise 
the  awful  letter  arrived.  Since  then  he  has  had  no 
serious  affairs,  except  once,  when  he  nearly  fell  for 
his  best  friend's  girl  after  an  Army-Navy  game. 

John  Peter  first  had  trouble  with  Steam.  That 
blew  over,  but  the  Math  Department  decided  he 
needed  the  five  year  course.  Since  then  he  has  been 
intermittently  in  hot  water.  A  confirmed  caulk- 
hound,  he  has  slept  away  many  study  hours. 

Athletics  are  not  in  his  line.  Leonard  is  a  shining 
light  in  the  Radiator  Club,  able  to  discuss  any  sub- 
ject or  theory,  wrapping  his  slow  tongue  delightedly 
around  it. 

"Hey    Shoup,    puttin'   out?" 

Sub  Squad  (2). 


Balch  Beall  Wilson,  Jr. 
Newport  News,  Virginia 
"B.  B" 

WHAZZIS,  whazzis?" 
Here  we  have  the  famous  Balch  Beall, 
regimentally  known  as  B.  B.  The  name  B.  B.  just 
fits  our  hero — it  seems  to  imply  inquisitiveness,  and 
Lawd  he  just  gets  into  everything.  Somehow  or 
other  he  always  manages  to  pry  into  the  deep  se- 
crets of  the  future  and  get  the  dope  long  before  any- 
body else. 

B.  B.  came  to  us  from  the  class  of  '21  and  by 
virtue  of  his  position  he  holds  the  record  of  being 
the  most  seagoing  man  in  the  class.  He  has  seen 
service  on  all  the  crabs — including  the  Reina. 

Plebe  year  our  captain  organized  the  class  la- 
crosse team  and  because  of  this  he  forfeited  his  mem- 
bership in  the  Radiator  Club.  Had  it  not  been  for 
this  technicality  he  would  have  been  a  sterling  mem- 
ber as  he  can  talk  for  hours  about  nothing  and  has 
for  two  years  belonged  to  the  Fourth  Battalion's 
most    select     bridge    club. 

"Here's  to  you  B.  B.,  — skoal!" 

Chairman  Class  Crest  Committee; 
Class     Ring     Committee; 
Class   Lacrosse    (4,   J,   <?,    /); 
Black  N. 
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John  Jacob  Jecklin 

Newburgh,  New  York 

"Jack"  " Jeck" 

WHAT!  Three  days  leave?  Who's  got  a  B. 
and  0.  time  table?  If  I  can  get  a  train  at 
5:30  p.m.  L.  S.  T.,  I  will  be  in  Grand  Central  at 
11:25  D.  L.  S.  T." 

Yes,  sir,  Jeck  lives  to  leave.  He  is  not  a  snake 
but  drags  "within  the  law"  just  enough  to  exempt 
him  from  the  ranks  of  the  Red  Mikes. 

His  way  through  the  academy  has  not  been  a 
rose-strewn  path,  but  the  All-Academics  have 
never  scored  a  fall.  Jeck,  as  an  athlete  has  been 
handicapped  by  the  weight  requirements  of  the 
annual  physical  exams,  for  to  "athlete"  is  to  lose 
weight  and  he  just  can't  spare  it. 

Jeck's  entrance  into  the  Plebe  summer  "regiment" 
was  welcomed  by  a  just  presentation  of  two  stripes. 
He  filled  the  shoes  of  the  Battalion  Adjutant  until 
the  latter  part  of  the  summer  when,  because  of 
undeniable  connections  with  a  "bombing  plot," 
he  was  reduced  to  the  ranks. 

"Gee,  if  I  was  only  in  New  York  tonight!" 


Philip  Ripley  Coffin 
Portland,  Maine 

"Joe"  "Arthur"  "Phil" 

ALL  shaved,  a  little  bit  of  Herpicide,  some  Pussy 
i\  Willow  talcum  powder,  shoes  shined,  clothes 
brushed,  and  Phil  is  all  ready  for  class.  Phil  just 
can't  leave  his  room  to  go  any  place  unless  he  is  all 
slicked  up  and  ye  Gods! — when  he  drags — well  the 
lady  must  like  it.  But  as  far  as  dragging  goes  Phil 
hasn't  stepped  out  a  great  deal  here,  but  he  is  by  no 
means  a  Red  Mike.  To  have  that  illusion  taken  out 
of  your  head  all  that  is  necessary  is  to  hear  him  once 
— just  hear  him,  that's  all, — hear  him  tell  of  the 
Walton  Roof  or  that  little  escapade  at  Tiajuana 
when  he  became  non-reg  and  jumped  ship. 

Phil's  athletic  career  has  been  limited  to  his  daily 
work-outs  in  the  gym,  which  he  never  fails  to  take, 
and  then  comes  the  work-out  over  the  books  at 
night.  For  Phil,  like  a  great  many  others  of  us, 
has  had  to  watch  the  game  of  the  Academic  Dept. 
pretty  close — and  if  it  was  a  question  of  work  put 
on  a  subject  Phil  would  be  a  star-man,  for  he  sure 
do  bone. 

Rifle  Squad  (3). 
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Horatio  Ridout 
Annapolis,  Maryland 

"Horatio"  "Fats" 
Horace        rass         Lleo 

SAV-EE-EE" — the  door  opens — "gotta  skag?" 
and  a  cherubic,  though  somewhat  elephantine 
being  ambles  in  and  deposits  himself  on  the  bed, 
thereby  straining  the  springs  far  beyond  their  elas- 
tic limit.  He  then  settles  down  with  a  yawn  and 
a  sigh  whose  proportions  carry  the  impression  of 
an  ennuied  hippo. 

Horace  has  long  been  a  member  of  three  famous 
squads —  weak,  sub,  and  extry  duty,  and  although 
he  owns  no  letter  but  the  "N  cross  shoes"  which 
he  won  Youngster  year  by  notorious  conduct,  his 
athletic  intentions  have  been  the  best;  at  different 
times  he  has  been  out  for  football,  lacrosse,  etc.,  and 
Plebe  summer  he  was  out  for  crew  twice. 

At  the  Academy  he  has  remained  a  Red  Mike, 
but  on  the  cruises  he  has  been  far  different.  Speak- 
ing of  cruises  brings  up  Lisbon.  If  Horatio  happen- 
ed to  meet  a  friend  on  the  streets  of  Lisbon  he  would 
say  "Hey,  look  what  I've  got!" — and  he  would 
proudly  exhibit  something  he  had  picked  up  in  his 
wanderings    about    the    city. 

Horatio  started   out   with    the 
handicap    of  hailing   from   Crab- 
town,    but    he    has    about    live 
that  down. 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2). 


Thomas  Cockey  Evans 
Baltimore,  Maryland 

"Tommy"  "Chick"  "Larry" 
"Cockey"  " Ev" 

SIX  feet  exactly  and  every  inch  a  man — he  drinks 
coffee ! 

"I  gained  five  pounds  last  week,  fellows.  I 
gotta  knock  off  eating  so  much.  Pass  me  some 
more  slum  and  spuds." 

Contrary  to  the  belief  of  many,  Tommy  is  not 
a  Frenchman,  though  his  accent  in  a  Dago  section 
room  and  his  yearning  for  Paris  strongly  suggest 
such  ancestry.  Perhaps  his  realization  of  the  value 
of  a  knowledge  of  French  dates  from  a  liberty  in 
Panama  on  his  Youngster  cruise  when  he  stopped 
an  innocent  passerby  up  on  Ancon  Hill  and  asked 
in  his  best  French,  "Sir,  where  is  the  road  down- 
stairs?" 

His  "physique  excellent"  on  the  records  at  Sick 
Bay  is  due  to  the  five  flights  of  stairs  he  has  climbed 
so  many  millions  of  times  between  the  mess  hall  and 
his  room  on  the  fourth  deck. 

As  a  snake,  Tommy  wiggles  now  and  then  and 
does  his  bit  for  the  tea  growers.  If  he  can  handle 
men  the  way  he  handles  cakes,  our  Navy  can  look 
into   the   future   with   confidence! 

Football  B   Squad   (3,   2,    1); 
Rifle  Squad  (5,  <?,  /). 
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Robert  Paul  Wadell 
Clinton,  Missouri 
"Waddle"  "Wadd"  "Bob" 

THIS  debonaire,  blase,  indifferent,  noncomittal 
snake  is  never  happy  unless  he  is  breaking 
some  poor  girl's  heart  by  falling  out  of  love  with 
her.  His  well-known  line  has  kept  him  in  the  good 
graces  of  the  English  Department  for  three  years 
but  judging  by  the  height  of  his  mail  curve  the  femi- 
nine folk  get  most  of  his  real  masterpieces. 

Waddle  has  always  longed  for  the  life  on  the 
rolling  deep,  not  so  much  for  the  beans  and  canned 
"Willie",  but  for  the  big  liberties  in  foreign  ports. 
Since  Plebe  year  he  has  not  fully  realized  that  the 
gym  is  anything  except  a  place  in  which  to  hold  hops. 
"What  do  you  say  we  take  a  workout  this  evening? 
On  second  consideration  let's  bust  out  the  banjo. 
Close  the  transom,  boys,  and  play  anything  you 
want,  just  start  it  in  my  key." 

Although  not  a  consistent  dragger  around  here, 
September  never  passes  without  Waddle  returning 
from  leave,  groggy  with  love.  "What,  only  seven 
folders?     Shall    we    compose    one    tonight?" 

Football  Squad   (4); 
Expert  Rifleman. 


Harry  Albert  Dunn 
At  Large 

WHILE  this  aig  hails  from  At  Large  we  feel  in- 
clined to  give  Washington  the  credit  for  him 
since  he  began  his  career  there  and  has  spent  a  bit 
o'  time  (mostly  at  large)   about  that  ol'  town. 

"Now  when  I  was  a  Plebe  under  '20"  he  frequent- 
ly tells  us — but  all  we  really  know  is  that  on  liberty 
he  cut  square  corners,  and  made  a  few  cruises  a  la 
Reina,  the  first  one  due  to  "just  one  puff." 

As  to  the  femmes  it  seems  that  no  one  has  scored 
a  knockout,  due  to  the  fact  that  he  made  a  late  start. 
However  at  the  present  rate  something  must  happen. 

When  it  comes  to  heaving  everything  on  the  deck 
over  week-ends  he  takes  the  fur-lined  goboon.  The 
only  way  we  can  get  to  bed  Saturday  nights  is  by 
diving. 

Work  never  interferes  with  his  pleasure — he  "al- 
ways finds  time  for  his  tennis  and  his  whist." 

"Too  late  to  bone — I'm   already  unsat." 

Class  Lacrosse  (3); 
Black  TV********. 
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Thomas  Jefferson  Walker,  Jr. 

Columbia,  South  Carolina 
"T.J.  ''    " Rozvdy  Dow"  "Tommy" 

THOMAS  Jefferson  arrived  from  sunny  Caro- 
line early  in  July,  and  enjoyed  his  first  morn- 
ing in  the  Navy  by  sitting  in  bed  wondering  why 
all  the  Plebes  were  running  around  so  early  in  the 
morning,  when  he  had  no  thought  of  even  getting  up. 
He  had  a  rude  awakening  the  next  day,  but  since 
has  developed  the  science  of  sleeping  in  to  perfec- 
tion. 

T.  J.  maintains  that  he  is  the  one  and  original 
Red  Mike.  Those  who  aspire  to  this  honor  have 
no  chance  with  him,  but,  an  A.  M.  C.  can  tell  you, 
"There's  a  reason — "  one  letter  a  day,  month  after 
month. 

Tommy  is  well  known  to  the  executive  department 
and  to  "Calipers",  our  departed  friend.  Only  270 
demerits  for  Youngster  year,  but  at  least  no  one 
else  topped  his  record,  due  to  the  excellent  work  of 
the  D.  O.'s,  who  never  did  miss  T.  J.  Tom  reformed, 
or  else  became  more  expert.  Practice  makes  per- 
fect. Though  still  a  well  known  man,  he  seldom 
hears  the  classic  "What's  this,  what's  this?" 

Class    Football    (2,    1); 
Class    Wrestling    (2,    1); 
Engagement    Announced    (1). 


Daniel  Francis  Joseph  Shea 
Holyoke,  Massachusetts 
"Dan"  "Savvy"  "Danny" 

DAN  is  a  staunch  advocate  of  Irish  freedom, 
especially  in  speech.  Upon  occasions,  when 
the  question  in  hand  was  Work  versus  Words  he 
has  nobly  defended  the  latter  cause;  and  this  lost 
art  has  in  no  small  way  accounted  for  the  success 
he   has   attained. 

When  Dan  entered  the  Navy  he  was  little  troubled 
with  the  fair  sex,  but  by  the  first  Sept  leave  he  was 
left  with  the  same  harrowing  uncertainties  known 
to  others  possessing  good  looks.  A  hale  and  rosy 
complexion  is  his  captivating  charm.  And  you  need 
not  know  him  long  to  appreciate  his  contempt  for 
detail  and  the  blunt  directness  that  is  characteristic 
of  his  very  effort. 

He  has  been  diligent  in  upholding  the  reputation 
of  his  state,  having  ended  Plebe  year  with  a  final 
average  of  3.39  plus,  losing  by  a  mere  fraction  the 
honor  to  display  the  much-coveted  orb  of  gold. 
Nevertheless  he  shows  due  consideration  to  the 
wooden.  If  you  are  in  trouble,  go  to  him.  His  broad 
smile  and  a  few  words  will  help  you,  and  they  are 
given   willingly. 

"Cheer  up,  there's  only  one  more  year  of  this." 


John  Warburton  King  III 
Miami,  Florida 

" King  John"  "Ding" 
"  The  Third" 

JW.  was  born  in  N.  Y.  but  developed  those  long 
•  legs  wading  the  Everglades  of  Florida.  How- 
ever, these  same  long  legs  helped  him  to  get  his  name 
on  the  Lysistrata  Cup  during  Second  Class  cruise. 
Ding  has  had  many  ups  and  downs  during  his 
naval  career.  He  started  his  troubles  by  wearing 
tennis  shoes  to  his  first  formation  in  the  capacity  of 
a  midshipman.  Then  he  heard  for  the  first  time 
the  nautical  phrase,  "You're  on  the  pap,  Mister!" 
His  fame  then  grew  by  leaps  and  bounds,  not  even 
stopping  when  he  became  a  Youngster,  because  that 
year  he  went  over  the  top  before  Xmas  leave. 

But  we  won't  have  any  fear  of  his  not  getting  by, 
even  a  P.  G.  course,  for  Plebe  year  he  stood  69, 
Youngster  year  47,  and  Second  Class  year  he  star- 
red. 

His  outstanding  characteristic  is  his  ambition  to 
be  a  leader.  If  study  is  the  deciding  factor,  success 
is  his,  for  many  are  the  regrets  that  it  is  impossible 
to  devote  over  twelve  hours  a  day  to  books. 

"Say,  Mister  King,  how  do  you  rate  two  laundry 
numbers?" 

Crew  Squad  (4); 

Class    Track    {4,    3,   2,   1); 

Star    (2); 

Expert  Rifleman. 


William  Edward  Stock,  Jr. 

Virginia  City,  Nevada 

"Bill"  "Stoke" 

THE  only  thing  we  know  about  Virginia  City 
is  that  it's  Eddie's  home  podunk.  Why  he 
chose  the  Navy  is  more  than  a  mystery  even  to 
himself.  It  was  nothing  more  than  an  impulse 
that  drew  him  across  the  continent  out  of  the  wilds 
of  Nevada. 

He  doesn't  belong  to  the  savvy  class,  nor  is  he 
made  of  wood.  Although  the  Cosmo  and  Red  Book 
claim  much  intense  study,  he  manages  to  keep  top- 
side  on   the   Academic   Departments. 

You  wouldn't  call  Eddie  either  an  athlete  or  a 
weakling,  a  snake  or  a  woman-hater.  He  is  just 
a  good-natured,  easy-going  normal  boy  whose  man- 
ner makes  him  a  good  mixer  in  any  crowd.  How- 
ever, as  might  be  expected,  there's  a  one  and  only 
one,  which  accounts  for  that  regularity  of  the  blue 
letters,     post-marked     California. 

If  there's  anything  Eddie  likes  better  than  base- 
ball  it's — "more   baseball." 

"Fruit  for  the   D.   O's." 

"Say,  was  that  reveille?" 

Sub  Squad  (4,  J,  2). 


^XJsMit&luijtfafiJithkJbiMuItJJbTuMJald* 


Paul  Brogden  Koonce 

Lonoke,  Arkansas 

"P.  B."  "Lead" 

IT  must  be  wonderful  to  be  able,  at  any  hour  of 
the  day  or  night,  to  respond  to  the  call  of  Morp- 
heus the  way  Paul  can.  He's  so  graceful,  too, 
when  he's  asleep. 

Whenever  P.  B.  bones  for  an  exam  up  goes  the 
sign  on  the  door,  "Busy",  and  woe.be  unto  him 
who  crosses  the  threshold  then.  Not  that  Paul  is 
chronically  inhospitable,  but  when  he  makes  up 
his  mind  to  do  a  thing  all  the  persuasion  in  the  world 
will  do  no  good  to  stop  him — of  course  swearing 
off  smoking  does  not  count. 

His  inborn  Southern  graces  make  him  in  his  spells 
of  spasmodic  fussing  the  most  dangerous  of  snakes, 
but  it  suits  his  fancy  better  to  play  the  role  of  a 
cast-in-the-rough    Red    Mike. 

Over-endowed,  perhaps,  with  the  habit  of  taking 
life  a  little  too  seriously,  P.  B.  casts  aside  now  and 
then  his  shell  of  reticence,  and  then  how  the  boy 
steps  out.  "And  say,  old  man,  I  did  have  the 
best  time,  but  now  I  gotta  bone  and  pull  sat." 


William  Boswell  Rigsby 

Augusta,  Georgia 
"Bosh"  " Bozzie"  "Slats" 

BRETHERN  and  Sistern:  It  becomes  necessary 
in  these  few  words  to  write  the  last  will  and 
testament  of  William  Boswell  Rigsby,  Supreme 
Knight  of  the  Scoop.  Bosh,  as  he  is  known  by  his 
friends  (it's  "Botch"  with  the  Plebes  though)  is 
a  true  Southern  gentleman.  The  oldest  inhabi- 
tants of  Bancroft  Hall  cannot  recall  his  ever  having 
done  a  stroke  of  work.  Blessed  with  the  belief 
that  he  is  an  "athlete",  W.  Boswell  has  passed  from 
one  excused-from-supper-formation  list  to  another 
without  having  been  forced  to  show  his  divine  form 
in  a  single  contest.  But  even  this  record  pales  into 
insignificance  when  one  considers  that  he  is  a  charter 
member  of  the  Gas-House  Gang,  an  organization 
prominent  in  the  Police  Gazettes  of  the  world. 

With  "Brim",  a  brother  member  of  this  noble 
band  of  cut-throats,  he  has  awaited  with  ill-con- 
cealed impatience  the  arrival  of  many  W.  B.  &  A. 
cars.  However,  the  cars  very  rarely  bring  the  same 
maid  twice.  (That's  a  dirty  dig).  Although  he  has 
been  known  to  squeeze  a  nickle  till  the  buffalo  bel- 
lows, still  we  are  positive  that  in  consigning  this 
man  to  history  we  can  prophesy  that  he  will  be  a  wor- 
thy descendant  of  the  founders  of  his  state — and 
Bosh  comes  from  Georgia. 

Basketball    Squad    (4); 
Track    Squad    (4,    3); 
Class   Basketball   (3) ; 
Class    Track   (J,  2). 


Gordon  Josiah  Crosby 
Dedham,  Massachusetts 
"Ras"  "Ginny"  " Gordy" 

MANY  a  rose  has  been  born  to  blush  unseen — 
but  not  our  Ginny,  nor  has  he  wasted  his 
fragrance  on  the  desert  air.  Early  Youngster  year 
a  certain  malicious  femme  discovered  this  flaw  in 
our  hero's  otherwise  impregnable  make-up,  and 
since  that  time  Ras's  career,  social  and  otherwise, 
has  been  one  mighty  chase.  Especially  in  chapel 
does  he  delight  in  giving  color  to  an  otherwise  dull 
and  gloomy  out-look  by  his  timely  blushes,  staged  in 
the  front  row  of  the  psalm-singers. 

For  the  past  two  years  "Crabsby"  has  served  as  a 
love-barometer  for  these  cave-dwellers  of  the  fourth 
deck  to  whom  his  every  frown  and  smile  is  an  indi- 
cation of  paradise  lost  or  regained. 

Always  on  the  right  side  of  the  terrifying  All- 
Academics,  Ras  has  devoted  his  spare  moments 
impartially  between  a  wooing  of  Morpheus  and  a 
purely  platonic  passion  for  athletics.  Despite 
these  horrible  eccentricities,  Ginny  has  displayed 
those  qualities  that  make  for  success  in  any  enter- 
prise, be  it  in  the  Service  or  civilian  life. 

"Ginny?" 

"Oh,  all    the  girls  in  Washington  call  me  that!" 

Class  Lacrosse  (3,  2,  1); 
Choir  (4,  J,  2,  1). 


John  Donald  Kelsey 

Stoughton,  Massachusetts 

Don        J  awn 

TO  gaze  upon  this  sedate  son  of  the  Bay  State 
one  would  never  think  him  to  be  an  expert 
home-wrecker,  but  when  the  spirit  moves  his  care- 
free heart,  the  victims  are  fortunate  to  retain  even 
the  walls  of  their  once  happy  homes.  Control  your 
fears,  ladies,-  for  you  are  immune;  he  confines  his 
playful   destruction   to   his   classmates'    rooms. 

Don  is  not  a  snake.  No!  He  just  drags,  spasmodi- 
cally, whenever  his  dormant  love  of  romance  bids, 
but  in  spite  of  his  many  guests  of  the  fair  sex  only 
once  has  his  heart  fluttered,  skipped  a  note  or  two, 
and  then  regained  it's  pace. 

John  has  his  victories  and  defeats  with  the  Aca- 
demic department,  but  on  the  whole  he  manages 
to  keep  beaucoup  velvet. 

While  he  is  neither  leader  nor  follower  on  the 
athletic  field  it  will  be  a  pretty  hefty  wave  that 
changes  his  course. 
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John  Bryson  Patton,  Jr. 

Plainfield,  New  Jersey 

"Pat" 

'TT  THAT,  a  Nav  and  Juice  P — Work  this  morn- 
VV  ing!      Oh,  why  must  we  be  made  to  suffer 


so: 


One  might  judge  Pat  to  be  lazy;  however,  he  has 
only  slept  through  drill  once,  at  least  that  is  all  we 
know  about.  With  his  radio  brains  this  young  New 
Jersey  youth  has  made  the  room  fairly  hum  with 
artistic  buzzer  sounds  from  all  parts  of  the  civilized 
world,  though  as  yet  he  has  been  unable  to  solve 
the  mysterious  code  sent  at  Juice  recitations.  Little 
is  known  of  Jack's  romantic  life.  Smoke?  Well, 
not  entirely.  Red  Mike?  Not  confirmed.  There 
are  a  great  many  experiences  that  have  made  Pat 
quite  famous  with  the  D.  O.'s.  What  was  it? 
"And  this  midshipman  had  the  gall?" 
"Pardon  me,  gentlemen,  if  I  seem  to  disobey  the 
regulations." 


Class    Swimming    (J,    2,    /) 


Robert  Archibald  MacKerracher 
Waterbury,  Connecticut 
"Mac"  "Crash"  "M'Crashay" 

WHAT'S  the  Juice  today?"  and  our  esteemed 
classmate  is  in  our  midst  again.  This  dimin- 
utive young  man  hails  from  the  Puritan  State  of 
old  Connecticut  and  so  far  has  done  nothing  to 
justify  his  appearance  of  savviness.  Studious  but 
not  greasy,  Mac  bones  whenever  he  can  spare  time 
from  his  extensive  correspondence,  and  has  managed 
to  stay  in  about  the  middle  of  the  class.  It  is  strong- 
ly suspected  that  he  was  once  a  pianist,  but  as  he 
emphatically  denies  it  nothing  has  ever  been  con- 
clusively  proven    against   him. 

Throughout  his  four  years  among  us  Mac  has 
upheld  all  the  traditions  of  a  Red  Mike.  The  art  of 
Professor  Bell  has  no  charms  for  him.  His  only 
frivolities  are  the  moving  pictures  or  a  roughhouse. 

Speaking  of  athletics,  the  Sub  Squad  has  cramped 
Mac's  style.  Nevertheless,  his  efforts  in  track 
have  earned  him  a  place  on  the  table  for  four  years. 

"Why,  when  I  was  back  in  Crosby — " 

Sub  Squad  (4,  3,  2); 
Track  Squad  (4,  3,  2,  /). 


T>own  Three  Double  O 


R.  G.  Owsley Jllinois 

Our  class  president  Plebe  year  but  the  enemy,  ac,  got  him  and 
he  entered  Princeton.  In  spite  of  rumor,  he  is  single  and  is  now  a 
man  of  real  estate  in  Chicago,  with  4.0  stenographers  typing  for  him. 

J.  E.  Zortman Pennsylvania 

"  Savvy  Joe, "  he  never  missed  a  tree,  and  upon  one  he  perched  so 
high  that  it  broke  and  planted  him  in  the  civilian  world.  "Savvy" 
is  working  for  the  Pennsylvania  railroad,  preparatory  to  entering 
Bucknell  next  year. 

C.  L.  Kennett Montana 

"Charlie"  was  a  very  promising  member  of  the  boxing  squad 
until  he  had  to  resign  because  of  physical  trouble.  A  short  time  after 
his  resignation  his  many  friends  were  sorrowed  by  the  news  of  his 
death  following  an  operation. 

L.  N.  Woodward Kansas 

Lawrence  got  his  ground  work  in  sea  lawyering  at  the  Academy, 
and  is  now  getting  his  degree  at  Yale.  Plebe  year,  Lawrence  showed 
up  very  well  in  football,  and  would  have  probably  been  one  of  our 
letter  men  had  he  stuck. 


L.  F.  Rader 


"Skinny"  was  one  of  those  home  loving  lads  who  couldn't  see 
the  wandering  life  of  a  sailor.  Not  that  he  had  a  girl  in  sight,  but  he 
is  now  anticipating  the  "some  day"  home  by  studying  engineering. 

A.  E.  Gray Illi 

From  a  victim  of  the  little  red  book  to  an  instructor  in  Chemistry 
in  the  University  of  Illinois  is  quite  a  jump.  Then  just  to  keep  the 
cobwebs  away,  Gray  is  doing  graduate  work  at  the  same  place. 

H.  A.  Beli Louisiana 

Henry  unfortunately  contracted  a  heart  murmur  during  second 
class  year,  and  we  lost  his  smile.  It  was  this  same  smile  and  good 
nature  which  made  him  a  "good  Plebe"  and  the  pet  subject  of  many 
of  the  "hard  boys". 

R.  E.  Ellis Vermont 

Bob  took  permanent  shore  leave  at  the  beginning  of  second  class 
year  and  had  liked  Seattle  so  much  Youngster  Cruise  that  he  went 
west.  He  is  now  a  salesman  for  the  Standard  Oil  Company  in  that 
city  of  fair  damsels. 

C.  F.  Keegan Virginia 

Our  "cakie,"  "  Charlie"  can  now  be  seen  on  F  Street  in  Washington 
when  not  at  work  at  the  Southern  Railway  office.  While  here  he 
played  class  baseball,  but  lost  his  batting  eye  Second  Class  semi-anns. 

J.  T.  Lusignan Califor 

Troubles  with  the  academic  department  did  not  influence  "  Red" 
to  resign  for  he  was  one  of  our  "savvy"  men.  He  has  offered  his  grey 
matter  to  the  General  Electric  and  is  now  studying  "juice"  at  Boston 
Tech. 
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M.  W.  Pennybacker West  Virginia 

"Penny"  simply  thought  he  wouldn't  like  navy  life  so  departed 
for  M.  I.  T.,  where  many  a  good  navy  man  has  gone.  He  is  in  the 
Class  of  '23,  taking  the  electrical  cooperative  course  with  the  General 
Electric  Company. 

R.  M.  Alley Idaho 

A  medical  degree  from  the  University  of  West  Virginia  is  Ralph's 
present  objective  after  having  resigned  Youngster  year  on  account 
of  temporary  ear  trouble.  We  hear  that  he  is  getting  along  very  well 
in  his  course  and  are  wishing  him  fortune. 

W.  Van  Dusen Pennsylvania 

Bill  has  made  quite  a  success  at  Lafayette  where  he  is  now  study- 
ing mechanical  engineering.  He  is  a  D.  K.  E.,  on  the  wrestling  squad, 
Associate  Editor  of  the  year  book,  and  secretary  of  the  A.  S.  M.  E. 
Bill  savs  his  corner  stone  was  laid  here. 


W.  J.  Elliot 


Oh 


"Gooph"  dropped  in  on  us  from  '22,  and  then  dropped  out  again 
on  account  of  physical  trouble.  He  is  in  the  building  and  loan  game 
and  at  the  time  of  writing,  we  understand,  about  to  take  unto  himself 
a  bride. 

N.  Wolff New  York 

"Nat"  was  our  most  prominent  snake — it  was  true  the  women 
couldn't  resist  him.  As  equally  adept  at  athletics  as  on  the  ballroom 
floor,  he  was  mighty  popular  among  the  fellows,  but  he  forsook  male 
and  female  for  Buffalo. 

D.  W.  Partridge New  York 

"  Don"  is  the  daddy  of  the  class.  He  resigned  in  May  of  Plebe 
year  to  enter  into  holy  matrimony,  and  is  now  living  with  his  wife  and 
two  little  daughters  in  Montreal.  If  "Mick"  could  but  see  "Bird" 
now! 

C.  V.  Waggoner '. Iowa 

After  battering  opponents  about  for  two  years,  "Pug"  gave  up 
the  destruction  game  and  is  now  learning  to  repair  ills  to  the  body  at 
the  Medical  College  of  University  of  Chicago.  "  Pug"  was  an  irre- 
trievable loss  to  the  boxing  team. 

U.  T.  Bradley Kentucky 

"Brad"  has  made  his  "P"  at  Princeton  in  crew,  the  rudiments 
of  which  he  learned  at  the  Academy,  as  he  rowed  on  '23's  Plebe 
crew.     Bradley  is  a  Club  man  and  expects  to  graduate  this  year. 

J.  R.  Cutting Pennsylvania 

"Jimmy,"  famous  as  a  stringed  instrument  artist,  resigned  after 
Plebe  year  to  enter  Princeton.  He  is  a  Junior  now  and  very  admirably 
upholding  the  reputation  of  Naval  Academy  men  whether  they  be 
graduates  or  only  6nce-upon-a-time  Plebes. 


w 


A.  O.  Hudson 


New  York 


Al  has  not  forgotten  us  during  his  course  at  Brown  University  in 
financing,and  has  been  down  to  see  us  several  times  since  his  departure. 
He  is  now  working  with  his  father  in  the  Union  Home  Builders. 

A.  J.  Hannah Illinois 

"Alex"  left  us  early  to  go  to  Princeton.  Later,  we  were  all  shocked 
and  sorrowed  to  learn  of  his  death  while  there.  He  was  a  well  liked 
chap  here,  and  there  were  many  of  us  who  felt  the  loss  keenly. 

D.  Truss Indiana 

Damon  was  known  as  "Dynamite",  "T.  N.  T.",  and  other  high 
explosives  which  symbolized  his  quick  moving  body  and  mind.  Yet 
I  imagine  "T.  N.  T."  is  moving  lively  these  days  for  he  is  working 
for  the  railroad  and  railroads  wait  not. 
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E.  S.  Manby California 

The  restrictions  of  the  Naval  Academy  did  not  appeal  to  tem- 
pestuous "Red"  and  during  youngster  Sept.  leave  he  resigned 
to  roam  the  world.  "Red"  has  now  settled  in  bonny  California 
to  the  task  of  running  a  ranch. 

E.  H.  Logan Missouri 

Engineering  in  some  form  or  other  seems  to  call  most  of  those 
who  leave  us  and  civil  engineering  at  the  University  of  Missouri  has 
paged  and  located  Logan.  He  is  a  Junior  and  a  member  of  the  Delta 
Tau  Delta's. 


T.  L.  Hasbrouck 


Illi 
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"Teddy"  stroked  our  last  hundred  and  fifty  pound  crew  Plebe 
year,  but  after  Youngster  Cruise  on  the  KANSAS  decided  to  enter 
the  University  of  Illinois.  After  two  years  he  forsook  the  robes  of 
a   student   for  the   newspaper   game. 

R.  H.  Thompson Louisiana 

"Ray"  is  in  the  Pipe  Line  Department  of  the  Standard  Oil 
Company  and  spends  most  of  his  time  on  the  road  between  Oklahoma 
and  the  Gulf.  He  is  storing  knowledge  of  crude  oil  engines  for  future 
application. 

H.  Zeiger      California 

Henry  was  a  positive  character,  and  the  negative  electrons  ot 
Boston  Tech  so  exerted  their  binding  influences  upon  him  that  at 
the  beginning  of  second  class  year,  he  resigned  to  take  juice  at  the 
aforesaid  institution,  and  there  he  still  "be." 

H.  W.  Jones      Nezv  York 

The  Colorado  School  of  Mines  is  the  present  scene  of  his  out- 
bursts of  energy.  He  expects  to  be  a  civil  engineer,  as  that  work  in 
a  small  way  seems  to  approach   the  wanderings  of  a  Navy  man. 

M.  F.  Brimberry Georgia 

"Brim"  worried  and  fretted  for  some  four  years  propelling  his 
two  hundred  and  forty  pounds  up  and  down  Bancroft  Hall,  but 
finally  succumbed  to  the  weak  and  "sub"  squads.  We  hear  that 
he  is  now  on  the  verge  of  matrimony. 

M.  J.  Van  Leeween      Massachusetts 

"Van"  was  an  exception  to  his  state,  for  he  was  wooden.  Second 
class  semi-anns  proved  his  Niagara,  and  he  left  us.  Again  he  proved 
an  extraordinary  ex-midshipman,  as  we  find  him  now  a  prohibition 
agent  in  Maine. 

W.  J.  Price Iowa 

Will  stayed  with  us  through  Plebe  year  and  Youngster  Cruise, 
and  then  "jumped  ship"  to  study  his  first  love,  law,  at  the  Univer- 
sity of  Iowa.  He  is  president  of  the  Student  Council  and  Inter- 
fraternity  Conference  at  the  U. 

S.  C.  Field Tennessee 

We  were  all  sorry  to  see  eye  troubles  put  an  end  to  Sam's  Navy 
career.  Sam  possesses  an  unquenchable  sense  of  humor,  and  as 
salesman  for  a  large  manufacturer  in  Knoxville  he  is  now  over- 
coming unsuspecting  buyers  with  his  rhetoric. 

P.  Charles New  Mexico 

Charles  was  one  of  our  star  class  trackmen,  but  couldn't  quite 
finish  the  race  for  a  diploma,  the  second  class  semi-anns  proving  his 
barrier.      He   is   now   attending   the   University  of  New   Mexico. 

A.  W.  Schneider      Wisconsin 

Al  resigned  to  enter  the  University  of  Wisconsin  where  he  applied 
the  fundamentals  learned  here  by  making  the  Varsity  football  and 
track  team.  Now  studying  civil  engineering  and  thoroughly  enjoying 
the  life  of  a  cit  at  college. 
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D.  C.  Works Wisconsin 

The  profs  at  Cornell  are  introducing  "Don"  to  copper  mining, 
and  at  the  end  of  this  year,  he  expects  to  use  what  he  is  absorbing 
in  the  copper  mines  of  Chile.  Navy  gave  him  a  wanderlust  which  he 
must  satisfy. 

W.  E.  Love North  Carolina 

"Welove"  was  an  institution  of  the  third  battalion  until  he 
resigned  in  the  spring  of  '21.  Then  he  entered  business  with  his 
father  as  a  public  accountant  and  tax  auditor,  and  is  now  sojourning 
in  Charlotte,  North  Carolina. 


A.  P.  Truex      Missouri 

"True"  is  a  Phi  Gamma  Delta  man  at  William  Tewell  College 
and  enjoying  his  fraternity  life  though  he  says  he  misses  the  academy 
gang.  "True"  played  some  lacrosse  during  his  two  years  here  and 
made  a  world  of  friends. 


DONNELS,  A.  T. 


Nevada 


"Don"  promised  to  be  a  very  successful  crew  man  Plebe  year, 
but  gave  up  naval  life  after  shoveling  coal  on  the  KANSAS  Youngster 
year  for  hydroelectric  engineering  in  his  native  state.  Go  after  that 
waste  power,  Don! 


L.  W.  Pomeroy      Utah 

Pomeroy  is  at  present  with  the  Utah  Fuel  Company 
at    Sunnyside,    Utah,    in    the    accounting    department. 

S.  E.  Barron      Texas 

Everett  is  a  first  classman  at  the  Lmted  States  Coast 
Guard     Academy     at     New     London,     Connecticut. 

R.  L.  Grant,  Jr Arkansas 

Bob  is  making  quite  a  success  in  the  wholesale  cotton 
business  traveling  over  the  south. 

J.  A.  Fisher West  Virginia 

The  structural  civil  engineering  course  at  the  Univer- 
sity of  Michigan  is  employing  the  present  labors  of  "Al." 

F.  S.  Peddle New  Jersey 

"I  am  in  the  wool  brokerage  business  for  myself  in 
Philadelphia,     and     am     quite     successful." — Frank. 

M.  B.  Jewett Ohio 

Maurice  is  doing  metallurgical  and  inspection  work 
for  the  Brier  Hill  Steel  Company  of  Youngstown,  Ohio. 

D.  H.  Riely West  Virginia 

David  is  in  the  wholesale  electrical  fixture  business 
in    Baltimore    and    is    also    attending   Johns    Hopkins. 

J.  A.  Putnam Iowa 

"I  am  a  junior  forester  in  the  University  of  Michigan, 
and  thoroughly  satisfied  with  the  school  and  profession." 
— John. 

H.  L.  Perry Iowa 

"I  am  traveling  for  the  Pure  Ice  Company  of  Center- 
ville,  Iowa,  and  have  the  state  as  my  territory." — "Cy." 

C.  W.  Newman      Illinois 

Clarence  has  graduated  from  the  University  of  Illinois, 
and    is   now   attending   the   University   of  Chicago. 

P.  F.  Thompson Iowa 

Paul  has  left  the  University  of  Florida,  and  is  now  in 
a  bank  in  Forest  City,  Iowa. 

D.  W.  Pollard Minnesota 

"I  am  a  student  in  the  Medical  School  of  the  Univer- 
sity of  Minnesota,  Class  of '27". — "Don". 

W.  P.  Hauworth Illinois 

"At  present  I  am  connected  with  Gray,  Hunter  and 
Company,  Certified  Public  Accountants  of  Chicago." 
—"Bill." 


S.  Hough      West  Virginia 

Scotty  is  a  student  at  West  Virginia  University  and 
has  been  seen  here  representing  that  school  in  wrestling. 

J.  W.  Shipman,  Jr Texas 

Jimmy  is  a  senior  at  the  University  of  Texas,  but  says 
he  regrets  having  left  the  Naval  Academy. 

J.  R.  Woelfle Illinois 

"I  am  married,  have  a  baby  boy,  and  am  Assistant 
Cashier  in  the  Drover's  State  Bank  of  Vienna." — Woelfle. 

D.  A.  Parish Kentucky 

"  Pewee"  is  in  school  in  Kentucky  studying  pharmacy 
and  expects  to  complete  the  course  this  year. 

J.  L.  Sutlive Georgia 

John  has  departed  from  the  track  and  instead  of 
following  engineering,  is  now  City  Editor  of  the  Savannah 
Press. 

B.  P.  Obdyke,  2d      Pennsylvania 

The  class  was  very  much  shocked  to  learn  of  the  death 
of  Ben  due  to  drowning,  and  wants  to  express  its  sympathy 
to  his  family. 

G.  P.  Peed,  Jr Virginia 

"I  am  an  art  student,  studying  commercial  art  at  the 
New    York    School    of    Fine    and    Applied    Art" — Peed. 

W.  G.  McCrea Idaho 

"Walt"  is  an  enthusiastic  student  at  the  University 
of  Idaho  and  has  made  Kappa  Sigma. 

L.  H.  B.  Bacon Delaware 

Bacon  is  now  a  Junior  at  Jefferson  Medical  College 
and  finds  the  science  of  medicine  and  surgery  very  in- 
teresting. 

C.  M.  Perry Texas 

"T  am  pursuing  the  academic  will  o'  the  wisp  as  a 
student  at  the  LTniversity  of  Texas." — Perry. 

H.C.Will New  Mexico 

Will  is  a  sophomore  at  the  New  Mexico  Agricultural 
and  Mechanical  college  taking  a  mechanical  engineering 
course. 

W.  H.  Darden,  Jr Virginia 

"I  am  assistant  office  engineer  in  the  department  ot 
Construction  and  Maintenance  of  the  Virginia  State 
Highway  Commission." — Darden. 

H.  F.  Woodward Kentucky 

"I  am  going  to  school  in  Washington,  taking  my  last 
year  in   a  course  of  electrical  engineering." — Woodward. 
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G.  W.  O'Connor      .* Maine 

George  is   traveling  throughout   the   east   and   middle 
west  for  W.  Grant  and  Company,  training  to  be  a  manager. 

F.  J.  Le  Roy Connecticut 

"I  am  in  the  second  year  class  at  the  Law  School    at 
Georgetown,  and  hope  to  finish  next  year." — Le  Roy. 

S.  G.  Houghton Massachusetts 

"Whisky"    is   striving   hard   to   overcome   the    "  acs" 
at  Harvard,   and   on  the  side  is  on  the  Lampoon  Staff. 

C.  F.  Markoe New  York 

Markoe  has  been  following  the  sea  in  merchant  ships 
since  leaving,  and  is  now-  a  second  mate. 

M.  S.  Hanson Wisconsin 

"I  am  taking  civil  engineering  at  the  University  of 
Cincinnati,  and  just  want  to  say — Hello,  gang." — Hanson. 

O.  W.  Marvin      New  Hampshire 

Marvin  is  studying  law  and  hopes  to  be  admitted  to 
the  bar  and  practice  next  year. 

C.  Y.  Latimer      Tennessee 

Latimer    has    attended    the    University    of   Cincinnati 
and  is  now  assistant  to  a  building  contractor  in  Washing- 


F.  H.  Coburn New  York 

Frank  is  attending  Columbia,  and  on  the  side,  running 
an    orchestra    which    competes    with    Paul    Whitman. 

M.  M.  Miller Kansas 

"I  am  now  manager  of  my  father's  general  merchan- 
dise store  in  Quenemo,  Kansas." — Miller. 

A.  C.  Brewer Maine 

Al  has  taken  unto  himself  a  wife  as  a  diversion,  and 
labors  at  raising  potatoes  in  Maine. 

L.  H.  McCandless      Pennsylvania 

"Mac"  is  second  officer  on  the  "City  of  Honolulu" 
of   the    International    Marine    Company    of  New    York. 

F.  W.  Killian New  York 

Frank  has  a  position  with  the  U.  S.  Circuit  Court  of 
Appeals  in  New  York  and  is  studying  law  in  between 
times. 

S.  S.  Mann Illinois 

After  a  trip  to  the  Philippines,  Mann  is  at  San  Antonio, 
Texas,  at  flying  school,  preparatory  to  getting  his  com- 
mission. 

H.  J.  Cieszynski      Arkansas 

Henry  is  attending  Tufts'  Dental  College,  and  is 
thinking    of   reentering    the    navy    in    the    dental    corps. 
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May,  H.  S. 
Micou,  P.  H. 
Miller,  J.  J. 
Mitchell,  J.  A.  Jr. 
Moe,  S.  F. 
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Payne,  F.  B. 
Pellew,  L.  E.  Jr. 
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Stromwall,  H.  W. 
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I  am  prone  to  pen  a  poem 

To  the  lads — Lord,  don't  I  know  'em ! — 

Bound  to  blurt  a  blooming  ballad  or  a  rousing  roundelay; 
Moved  to  muster  something  rippling 
Like  the  stuff  that's  crooned  by  Kipling 

Who  indited  stanzas  treating  of  the  road  to  Mandalay. 

Yet  when  to  my  mind  the  traces 

Of  that  sea  of  sentient  faces 
Rise  again,  to  warm  the  cockles  of  my  inmost  heart  of  hearts, 

I've  a  feeling  weak  and  futile, 

Inefficient  and  inutile, 
Bursting  bubble-dreams  of  writing  into  fifty  million  parts! 


Hence  I  gravely  grin  and  greet  you, 

Pending  time  when  I  shall  meet  you 
In  your  Sunday  twilight  doings  or  just  any  sort  of  way. 

For  I'm  for  you  to  the  finish 

With  a  love  that  can't  diminish 
Though  they  cut  and  cut  the  navy  to  abolish  future  fray. 

One  lone  prophecy  I'm  making — 

Real  seer-stuff,  free  from  faking: 
Let  them  decimate  the  number  of  the  ships  and  of  the  men; 

Yet  when  you  boys  take  the  water, 

Craving  peace  but  set  for  slaughter, 
We  shall  have  that  "greater  navy"  back  upon  the  job  again. 

— Strickland  Gillilan. 


t 

Plebe    Tear 

f 

On  the  tenth  day  of  June  in  the 
year  nineteen  hundred  and  nineteen, 
the  sun  as  it  came  up  over  Kent  Island 
saw  twenty  or  thirty  strange  creatures 
in  the  neighborhood  of  the  Maryland 
Avenue  Gate.  Strange  they  were  in 
their  actions,  and  an  observer  would 
have  said  that  they  were  about  to  enter 
into  some  mysterious  experiment  from 
which  they  would  emerge  and  live — 
but  never  to  be  the  same  again.  The 
observer  would  have  been  right,  for 
this  group  of  lost  souls  constituted  the 
first  appearance  of  the  Class  of  Nine- 


teen Twenty-Three  as  it  came  forth 
on  that  June  morning  to  be  sworn  into 
the  Navy  and  to  be  sworn  at  for  life. 
And  to  that  meager,  eager  crowd  more 
were  added,  until  later  in  August  seven 
hundred  and  twenty  boys  had  been 
gathered  to  be  fed  as  raw  material 
into  the  machine  which  turns  out 
Naval  Officers. 

The  first  day  of  a  plebe  is  one  of  the 
bad  dreams  which  will  haunt  him  as  an 
admiral.  Clothes!  Clothes!  Clothes! 
And  when  they  are  at  last  piled  in  the 
center  of  the  room  there  seem  to  be 
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enough  not  only  for  a  family  of  five  but 

for  the  families  to  come,  yea,  even  unto 

the  third  and  fourth  generations.     But 

no,  they  are  all  for  one  man !     With 

resignation  written  large  on  his  face  as 

well  as  in  his   mind,   the 

new     plebe     begins      to 

stencil    and    mark    each 

article,  referring  carefully 

to  a  printed  sheet  which 

says  that  one  demerit  will 

be  given   for  each  piece 

not  properly  marked,  but 

which  neglects  to  say  just 

where  or  how  to  mark  them! 

But  the  day  is  over.  All  clothes  are 
marked.  Each  plebe  has  conscien- 
tiously thrown  away  his  tobacco  and 
wondered  how  the  burned  places  came 
to  be  on  the  table — as  if  anyone  would 


Strange  Creatures 


dare  to  smoke.  "Taps"  sounds  and 
a  tired  and  homesick  boy  crawls  in 
between  two  nice,  new,  stiffly  starched 
Q  sheets  spread  over  a  sec- 

tion of  some  old  corru- 
gated iron  roof,  to  com- 
pose himself — no,  not  to 
sleep,  but  to  wonder  what 
they  had  for  dinner  at 
home,  and  to  wish  that  a 
cheery  call  of  "good 
night"  would  come  sing- 
ing through  his  door  as  it 
did  of  old  when  he  lay 
curled  up  on  his  own  soft,  warm  bed. 
The  call  does  come,  but  not  as  he  had 
wished — for  suddenly  a  head  appears 
in  his  doorway  and  a  brand  new  ensign 
in  the  sweet,  pleasant  tone  peculiar  to 
one  who  is  a  recent  graduate,  inquires 
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Crawled  in  between  new  stiffly  starched  sheets 

politely  "all  in — you?"  The  plebe 
who  answered  "hell,  yes,  who  wouldn't 
be  after  a  day  like  this?"  was  forgiven, 
for  after  all — well,  it  was  a  decided 
change. 

Came  morning,  and  with  reveille 
was  born  hope,  which,  with  expecta- 
tion, made  the  days  fly.  June  and 
July  consisted  of  sweltering  days  of 
weird  adventures,  for  the  thrill  of  really 
being  a  midshipman  had  not  yet  worn 
off.  Then  August,  even  more  swelter- 
ing, when  the  adventures  became  rou- 
tine   work.     Infantry — scorching    sun 


Runs — to  make  them  big  and  strong 

and  gigantic  Springfields;  Seamanship 
—breathless  humidity  and  ton-weight 
oars;  Rifle  Range — dancing  heat  waves, 
dust,  and  the  stench  of  powder.  And 
then  at  the  day's  end — luxurious  relax- 
ation in  the  cool-hot  evenings,  looking 
out  over  a  bay  made  glorious  by  a  ris- 
ing moon,  while  exchanges  of  confi- 
dences bound  the  class  more  closely 
together,  until  unified  at  last  it  began 
to  feel  that  it  was  a  part  of  the  Navy. 
And  then — August  thirty-first!  On 
that  morning  when  the  regiment  of 
plebes  assembled  before  breakfast  for 
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one  of  the  three  or  four  mile  runs  which 
were  to  make  them  big  and  strong, 
they  found  that  during  the  night  six 
dark  gray  clouds  had  floated  up  the 
bay  and  overcast  the  horizon.  Have 
you  ever  seen  a  small  boy  after  having 
planned  and  planned  for  an  all  day 
picnic,  when  he  awakes  on  Saturday 
morning  to  find  rain?  If  you  have 
watched  his  expression,  or  better  still 
if  you  have  been  the  boy  yourself,  you 
will  understand  the  "gone"  feeling  in 
each  plebe  heart.  The  next  day  came 
a  hike.     While  the   plebes  were  gone 
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Clothes!    Clothes!    Clothes! 

the  upper  classmen  were  rushed  through 
the  Academy  and  when  the  plebes  re- 
turned they  were  gone.  But  behind 
them  they  left  a  trail  of  terror  which 
haunted  dreams  with  a  promise  of 
things   to   be. 

On  the  first  day  of  their  first  Aca- 
demic year  began  the  process  of  "snap- 
pin'  'em  out  of  it".  "Mister",  cold 
chills  run  up  and  down  the  back  of 
each  plebe  within  hearing,  "you  with 
the  non-reg  face,  come  here".     Some- 


You  with  the  non-reg  face,  come  here! 
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body's  little  boy  was  about  to  receive 
his  first  lesson  in  holding  his  temper 
and  keeping  quiet  while  he  was  held 
for  the  mistakes  of  the  world,  past, 
present,  and  future,  and  properly  rep- 
rimanded for  them.  The  process 
was  heartless  but  brief.  Within  a 
week  the  plebe  had  learned  that  he  is 
the  lowest  form  of  animal  life  in  the 
navy,  but  that  in  spite  of  his  inferior 
position  he  was  responsible  for  the 
answers  to  any  and  all  questions  that 
may  be  asked.  Just  once  he  replied 
"I  don't  know,  sir".  The  resulting 
action  was  too  swift 
to  follow  and  too  hor- 
rible to  describe. 
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The  resulting  action  . 

There  were  others,  also,  who  banded 
themselves  together  to  make  life  joy- 
less. The  Academic  departments  had 
provided  a  course  of  instruction  to  be 
covered  in  one  term  which  in  any  col- 
lege requires  at  least  one  year.  And 
such  useless  subjects  had  to  be  studied. 
English,  French,  Spanish,  not  a  thing 
about  ships  or  guns,  or  how  to  be  a 
sailor  as  had  been  expected;  for  it 
seems  that  before  one  can  take  his 
place  on  the  quarter  deck  one  must  not 
only  be  able  to  speak  perfect  profanity 
to  a  sailor,  but  English  to  a  politician, 
French  to  a  Haitian,  and  Spanish  to 

^       a  Mexican. 


One  thing, 
and  one 
thing  only, 
made  life 
liveable  af- 
ter the  first 
two  weeks. 
And    dope 

lrue  insignificance  hidden  under  the 

smart  blue  outfit  sprung  eter- 
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Dope  sprungs  eternal 

nal  at  this  time  of  year  in  such  re- 
marks as  "I  hear  that  French  does 
the  hundred  in  ten  flat  in  his  football 
gear",  or  "We  can't  lose.  We  have 
the  best  line  in  the  East."  That 
year  tales  of  pre-war  celebrations 
were  told  and  revived.  Clouds!  Rain! 
Mud !  In  the  open  stands  sat  the  regi- 
ment and  watched  Army  buried  in  the 
ooze  of  defeat  as  the  Navy  team  ran 
over,  under,  and  around  them.  Who 
minded  rain  or  mud?  "We  licked 
'em ! "  was  the  only  thought,  and  instead 
of  spirits  being  dampened  by  the  rain 
they  absorbed  it  and  grew,  until  that 
night  the  cele- 
bration, which 
covered  all  of 
Manhattan  Is- 
land and  parts 
of  Brooklyn, 
was  ind  eed  a 
classic,  for  the 
older  Navy  join- 
ed in  and,  to  the 
amazement  of 
all ,  did  not 
follow  the 
younger  lead — 
they  set  the  pace 
themselves. 

Since  expectation  maintains  life  so 
did  the  dreams  of  Christmas  leave  just 
a  month  away  sustain  morale  long 
enough  for  thirty  days  to  roll  by.  Four 
days  is  not  long  but  nearly  everyone 
got  home,  though  some  spent  most  of 
their  time  on  trains.  It  was  worth  it, 
for  after  six  months  of  plebe  life  who 
will  deny  that  home  with  the  love  that 
was  there,  and  her  home  with  the  love 
that  each  man  hoped  was  there,  were 
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The  civilian  life  all  had 
to  envv 
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not  worth,  even  for  a  few  hours,  four 
days  anywhere  else.  And  added  to 
that  how  important  one  felt  in  uniform 
at  home  among  one's  old  friends;  for 
back   in   Indiana   no  one   realized   the 


A  person  of  importance 

true  insignificance  hidden  under  the 
smart  blue  outfit. 

The  next  rung  on  the  ladder  of 
plebedom  was  not  so  pleasant  to  climb. 
In  the  middle  of  the  already  too  rough 
course  there  was  a  river  with  a  myriad 
of  unknown  dangers  which,  if  the  plebe 
weakened  in  crossing,  would  pull  him 
down  in  the  current  and  land  him  out- 
side the  wall — a  bilger.  Everyone 
bilged  the  semi-anns.  It  was  the  prop- 
er thing  to  do.  To  hear  each  man's 
tale  you  would  have  thought  that  not 
one  had  survived.  Contrary  to  ap- 
pearances St.  Valentine's  Day  brought 
only  about  eighty  valentines  in  the 
form  of  resignations  for  those  unsatis- 
factory, and  the  class  settled  down  for 
the  long  pull  ahead. 

From  February  to  June  was  a  long 
time!  New  work  failed  to  break  the 
monotony,  and  then  when  the  anns 
began  to  hold  hints  of  Spring,  work 
died  a  sudden  death,  and  the  days 
were  spent  only  in  dreaming  of  the 
"some  day"  when  each  plebe  sleeve, 
no  longer  a  plebe  sleeve,  would  be 
adorned  by  one  gold  stripe.  There 
was  no  leave  to  cheer  one,  just  one  or 
two  holidays,  tantalizing  tastes  of  life 
which  would  be  realized  were  the  daily 
fantasies  to  come  true.  The  long  pull! 
Some  fell  by  the  way  and  returned  to 
the  civilian  life  which  all  had  begun  to 
envy.  Those  who  remained  were  faced 
by  another  river  as  hard  to  cross  as  the 
previous  one,  but  met  this  time  with 
more  confidence.     And  with  the  Anns 


came  class  pins  and  hope,  each  man  like 
a  living  volcano  impatiently  awaiting 
the  day  of  eruption  when  the  badge  of 
plebedom  should  be  gone  and  he  would 
take  his  place  in  the  Navy  as  a  person 
of  consequence — a  man  with  rates. 

June  Week — both  too  long  and  too 
short.  Too  long  until  graduation,  and 
too  short  to  spend  all  the  time  necessary 
with  "her".  The  Army-Navy  game 
came  and  went,  with  the  Army  again 
cowed  by  the  goat.  Drills,  presenta- 
tions; drills,  hops;  drills,  drills.  At  last! 

Speeches —  diplomas —  graduation; 
but  what  cared  a  plebe  for  these  things, 
when  just  outside  the  Armory  was  a 
gravel  walk,  the  only  "Lover's  Lane", 
on  which  he  had  never  dared  to  set  his 
foot.  The  end !  As  he  saw  his  com- 
pany commander  receive  his  diploma 
the  volcano  came  near  to  boiling  over, 
for  first  hot  and  then  cold  chills  ran  up 
and  down  his  spine,  where  once  there 
had  been  a  plebe  brace.  A  Youngster 
he  was,  and,  for  the  next  twenty-four 
hours  so  near  to  a  god  that  it  was 
doubtful  if  he  would  have  traded  places 
with  all  Olympus. 

The  snake  dance  on  "The  Lane" 
to  the  tune  of  "'Taint  no  mo'  Plebes" 
was  the  volcanic  eruption  of  one  year's 
pent-up  vitality.  And  as  we  reluctant- 
ly left  the  lane  after  having  cheered 
everything  and  everyone,'  who  could 
begrudge  us  our  independent  airs  and 
our  self-satisfied  smiles.  In  each  brand 
new  youngster's  heart  was  the  feeling 


Our  self-satisfied  smi 


"I  have  climbed  the  first  hill.  I  am 
well  on  my  way  toward  the  peak  from 
which,  never  forgetting  this  day  of 
days,  I  can  look  proudly  down — an 
admiral." 
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Youngster    Tear 


Being  a  Youngster  is  a  snare  and  a  delusion 
most  any  way  you  take  it.  After  looking  for- 
ward to  it  for  eight  months  as  the  goal  of 
Heart's  Desire  with  that  one  diag  gleaming 
broader  and  brighter  than  an  admiral's  armful 
of  gold  there  are  many  jolts  and  quite  a  bit  of 
disillusionment  when  the  actuality  really  comes. 
To  the  plebe  a  youngster  is  a  pestilence,  to 
the  upper  classes  a  source  of  worry,  and  to  the 
youngster  himself  he  is  the  most  abused  and 
downtrodden  mortal  on  the  face  of  the  earth. 
His  whole  attitude  is  non-reg,  mentally;  while 
outwardly  he  lives  up  to  the  motto  "Get  away 
with  what  you  can."  Twenty-two  used  to 
say  that  we  had  a  bond  of  sympathy  in  com- 
mon with  them;  both  had  lived  a  year  under 
the  slogan,  "'Taint  a  youngster  rate!" 

It  is  only  natural  that  such  things  should  be, 
however,  when  the  circumstances  are  con- 
sidered. A  year  of  close  restriction  at  the 
academy;  a  summer  of  much  labor;  the  never- 
to-be-forgotten  youngster  leave  when  the  world 
and  all  that  therein  is  belongs  exclusively  to  the 
wearer  of  the  one  stripe;  all  of  them  lead  natu- 
rally to  the  final  product,  the  average  young- 
ster. It  is  small  wonder  that  the  first  of  the 
academic  year  finds  him  rating  just  under 
lieutenant-commander  with  a  disposition  more 
sensitive  than  an  opera 
singer's.  Ready  to  do 
anything  if  there  is  a 
chance,  however  slender, 
of  getting  away  with  it, 
he  is  exceedingly  incen- 
sed if  something  slips 
and  a  first  classman  in 
righteous  wrath  pitches 
into  him.  Happy-go- 
lucky,  thy  name  is 
Youngster! 

We  were  no  excep- 
tion to  the  rule,  in  fact 
we  went  a  little  the  other 
way  if  anything  and  went 
the  rule  a  few  better.  In 
the  due  course  of  time 
The  average  youngster  we  began   to  shake  down 


into  place  and  things  began  to  go  a  little 
smoother.  The  glamor  took  quite  a  while  to 
wear  off,  though.  To  be  able  to  shuffle  down 
the  corridor  with  blou  unbuttoned  and  hands 
in    belt,   to   get    a    Sir    from    the    plebes    and 


'Taint  a  youngster  rate 

realize  that  some  one  else  was  the  under  dog, 
to  drag  weekends  certain  that  the  general 
average  of  the  regiment's  fair  ones  was  pulled 
up  a  whole  tenth  thereby;  wonderful  feelings 
all,  and  it  was  months  before  they  lapsed  into 
the  commonplace. 

In  many  things  it  has  seemed  as  though  we 
were  just  a  class  ahead 
or  behind  where  we  ought 
to  be  to  gather  in  the 
berries.  Our  plebe  sum- 
mer was  spent  largely  un- 
der the  old  system,  while 
the  classes  following  got 
liberty  and  leaves  that 
we  never  knew.  Just  as 
soon  as  we  rated  drag- 
ging the  hour  hop  liberty 
disappeared  and  the  Sat- 
urday Night  Marathon 
took  its  place,  with  even 
three-quarters  of  an  hour 
hardly  enough  to  say  a 
satisfactory    good    night 

to  the  O.  A.  O.,  or  to  find 

Blou  unbuttoned, 
out    what    was    a    satis-  hands  in  belt 
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Saturday  Night  Marathon 

factory  good  night  to  the  one  you  didn't  know 
very  well.  As  youngsters  we  lost  our  Vies 
and  missed  out  on  the  second  class  2  P.  O. 
game  that  brought  extra  privilege  to  the  class 
ahead.  But  all  that  was  under  the  old  regime, 
— back  in  youngster  year. 

The  Academics  came  out  to  greet  us  with  all 
the  special  little  delights  prepared  for  midship- 
men of  the  third  class.    We  made  the  acquaint- 
ance   of   the   Skinny    department,    and    went 
through  hours  of  puzzled  boning  while  Sergeant 
Farad  and  Ampere  Pete  sprung  the  little  child 
of  their  hearts  on  us,  the  mimeographed  Skinny 
book.     We  couldn't  read  it  to  begin  with,  we 
couldn't  understand  it  when  we  did    read   it, 
and  we  were  expected  to  absorb  all  the  essen- 
tials of  the  entire   range  of  physics  from 
its  smeared  pages.  For  the  sake  of  future 
generations  let  us  fondly  hope  that  with 
that  volume  died  another  text  "prepared 
especially  for  the    use    of  midshipmen." 
With  Mech  Pro  came  the  usual  outburst 
of  clever  (?)  lines  in  the    Log    that  are 
attributed  yearly  to  the  youngster,  while 
Marine    and    Naval    Boilers     served     as 
unpleasant  reminder  of  the  Engine,  Aux- 
iliary,  Electrical,    and    Boiler    details    of 
the    cruise,    all   spent    absorbing   knowl- 
edge   of   the    bucket   and   shovel  in  the 
bunkers  of  the  Crab  Fleet.     But  the  last 
straw  that  broke   several   camels'   backs 
was    the   integration    sign    and    all   that 
went  with  it   under   the  evil   domination 
of  Halitosis  and  his   motley  crew.     Nav 
and  Ordnance  have  done  their  part  since, 
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Thermo  was  a  horror,  but  heaven  forbid 
that  we  have  to  take  the  first  plunge 
again  as  we  did  that  second  term  of 
youngster  year. 

The  year  had  its  high  spots  and  its  low 
ones  too,  but  in  the  course  of  time  they 
have  come  to  be  blended  into  each  other 
until  in  retrospect  there  is  little  else  that 
the  minds  eye  finds  to  specially  recall. 
The  great  Game  and  Christmas  leave 
came  and  went  as  Games  and  leaves  are 
wont  to  do.  There  must  have  been  some 
magic  in  the  Christmas  leave  though, 
for  there  were  more  hearts  lost  in  the 
short  space  of  its  four  days  than  the 
long  month  of  September  had  been  able 
to  chalk  up.  To  a  man  the  class  came 
back  in  love,  either  worse  than  ever  or 
again  or  for  the  first  time.  Even  when 
two  weeks  had  passed  by  there  was  still  a  ten- 
dency to  gather  in  mournful  knots  and  rem- 
inisce over  that  night  on  leave  when  she — , 
oh  just  the  same  old  story. 

Lent  came  and  finally  went,  the  blackest 
part  of  the  year  with  nothing  in  sight  and 
nothing  doing  at  the  Academy.  Even  the 
roller  skating,  now  but  a  memory^  with  the 
big  kick  at  seeing  your  Steam  Prof  deposit  him- 
self on  the  deck  did  not  prevent  the  depression 
that  always  runs  through  the  Regiment  until 
the  Easter  hop  proclaims  that  spring  has  come 
at  last. 

June  week  found  us  greatly  changed  from 
the  care  free  crowd  we  had  been  eight  months 


Mimeographed  Skinny  Book 
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before.  We  had  begun  to  realize  and  assume 
our  responsibilities.  We  were  about  to  become 
Second  Classmen,  with  our  second  cruise  just 
ahead.  We  were  at  last  topping  the  rise  and 
almost  at  the  summit  of  the  four  year  journey 
through  the  Academy.  At  last  we  were  Mid- 
shipmen, U.  S.  N.,  in  every  sense  of  the  word. 
The  brief  days  of  June  heat  and  happiness 
soon  passed.  The  Farewell  Ball  belied  its 
reputation  and  brought  too  chilly  a  night  for 
the  sea  wall  to  be  well  tenanted,  but  its  mean- 
ing was  the  same,  and  the  next  day  we  shoved 
off  bag  and  baggage,  leaving  behind  kisses, 
damp  handkerchiefs,  sighs,  smiles, — and  Young- 
ster Year. 


Leaving  behind 
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Second    Class    T^ear 


Mahomet  to  his  mountain;  Napoleon  to  his 
Helena;  Pavlowa  to  her  dance;  Midshipmen 
to  their  Academy. 

Annapolis  in  the  lazy  heat  of  late  September. 
Maryland  Avenue  dozing  in  a  motionless  cloud 
of  dust-covered  leaves.  Lethargic  sleepiness 
broken  suddenly  by  a  patter  of  scurrying  feet, 
the  banging  of  worn  suitcases  against  weary 
legs — the  old  familiar  breathless  dash  through 
the  old  familiar  gates  across  the  well-known 
yard,  resplendent  now  in  the  full  flush  of  late 
summer  verdure — the  final  sprint  to  the  Batt. 
office — a  frantic  search  for  an  elusive  name. 

"Big  leave,  Boy?" 

"You  bet — gettin'  better  every  year!" 

"Well,  see  you  later,  Adios." 


at  the  prospects  of  leave  for  the  Penn  State 
Game — and  beneath  it  all  we  asked  ourselves 
what  the  meaning  of  it  all  was.  We  plunged 
disinterestedly  into  the  academic  swim,  striv- 
ing manfully  to  exhibit  the  proper  amount  of 
interest  in  all  things  "especially  prepared  for 
midshipmen",  and  turned  with  huge  sighs  of 
relief  to  the  week-ends  of  football  games,  hops, 
and  Batt.  Shows.  All  unexpectedly  came 
November  11th,  whereon  we  a'ban- 
()|  doned  toothbrushes  and  clean  col- 
lars all  along  the  frenzied 
route  to  the  outlying  hamlet 
of  our  choice,  be  it  Baltimore, 
Philadelphia  or  Washington. 
The  next  noon  found  a  slight- 
ly exhausted  but  vociferous 
handful  of  us  (queer  how 
few  of  us  there  are  in  the 
first  and  second  classes  when 


Old  Familiar  Dash 


And  so  we  took  up  the  routine  of  our  choos- 
ing. A  routine  which  was  not  quite  so  irk- 
some as  we  had  expected,  thanks  to  the  wave 
of  expectant  curiosity  which  engulfed  us  as 
soon  as  we  realized  that  the  New  Order  of 
Things  was  in  power.  The  New  Regime — 
what  would  it  do — what  was  its  policy  to  be? 
We  looked  at  the  length  of  the  "entertainment 
program" — we  gaped  and  whooped  with  glee 


compared  to  the  ranks  of  plebes  and  youngsters) 
making  an  overly  damp  welkin  ring  to  the 
accompaniment  of  a  real  gob  band.  And  after 
the  defeat,  far  from  downhearted  over  the 
undefeatable  spirit  of  Our  Team,  we  entrained 
for  the  only  home  we  know  between  October 
and  May.  A  short  interlude  of  books  and 
drills,  and  the  Thanksgiving  Hop  was  on  us — 
a  day  of  scurrying  around  Maryland  in  auto- 
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Smoke  Filled  Cars 
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mobiles — another  day  of  cheer  practice,  march- 
ing, and  glove-washing — and  we  awoke  to  a 
starlit  sky  and  a  carefree  march  through  un- 
willingly   awakened    Annapolis. 

Hours  of  enforced  but  cheerfully  endured 
idleness  in  smoke-filled  cars,  and  we  were 
herded  on  to  the  ferrys  to  gape  again  at  the 
shipping  and  sky-line  of  a  rainy  New  York. 
The  rest  is  to  all  of  us  a  confused  riot  of  hectic 
recollections — a  slippery,  skidding  march 
through  an  open-mouthed  populace,  between 
the  stiff  saluting  ranks  of  our  friendly  enemies 
— mud,  music,  stiff  braces,  and  seas  of  people 
— the  uncovered  stands  of  plebe  year — the 
teams — and  a  haze  of  cough-drops  and  thrills 
which  did  not  end  with 
the  final  whistle.  A 
frantic  rush  to  find  the 
Drag — a  jammed  ele- 
vated, and  the  begin- 
ning of  another  but  no 
less  perfect  haze  which 
was  not  of  cough-drops. 
Home  again — to  a 
month  of  frenzied 
studying.  Hair  was 
combed,  shoes  were 
shined,  and  Navy  lines 
unlimbered  as  never 
before  in  the  awful  ef- 
fort to  attain  the  cov- 
eted 2.6  which  was  the 
key  to  another  chance 
at  life,  liberty,  and  the 
pursuit  of  happiness. 
Dragged  Most  Pukhritudi-  Eventually  Der  Tag 
nous  Maidens  ,  i  i  ° 

dawned,  and  we  re- 
versed the  hectic  race  of  three  months  pre- 
vious, full  of  hopes  and  plans  for  Christmas 
leave.  That  leave,  like  all  other  leaves, 
beggars  description — to  those  who  have  had 
them  there   is   no   need 


Buried  English 


of  words,  and  to  those 
who  haven't,  words  are 
inadequate. 

All  too  soon  we  re- 
turned— tired  and 
sleepy  little  boys  who 
had  had  their  cake  and 
eaten  it,  too.  And  the 
consequence  of  that  re- 
markable feat  kept  our 
minds  far  afield,  in  the 
exalted  places  where 
Juice  and  Steam  are 
not,  and  powder  and  lip 
sticks    reign     supreme. 
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Small  Vociferous  Hand  Jul 

Several  of  us,  on  the  crest  of  the  wave  of  happi- 
ness, defied  the  Semi-Anns.,  and  ordered  our 
Class  Rings — and  forthwith  were  plunged  into 
the  depths  of  a  month  of  study  such  as  only 
January  and  May  can  bring  to  midshipmen. 
One  respite — we  buried  Eng- 
lish in  a  manner  that  gave 
joy  to  our  hearts  and  drew 
forth  the  official  censure  of 
them  on  Olympus.  Somehow 
we  staggered  through  the 
Semi-Anns,  to  emerge 
Math-less  and  without 
English,  but  otherwise  \ 
generally    intact. 

The  second  term  start- 
ed in  a  kaleidoscopic  jum- 
ble of  Ordnance,  Nav,  and 
hop-less  Saturdays,  but  we 
bore  them  all  cheerfully,  and 
found  the  Washington's 
Birthday  hop  and  leave  in 
store  for  us,  closely  followed 
by  the  acme  of  hilarity — the 
Gymkhana.  Gymkhanas  are 
always  good,  but  that  one, 
being  our  own,  indubitably 
took  the  cake  for  complete 
success.  The  memory  of  it 
lasted  well  into  Lent,  which 
gave  us  no  roller  skating, 
but  did  grant  us  the  even 
more  desirable  privilege  of 
afternoon  informals  and  Navy  League  bazaars. 

When  the  last  pile  of  snow  hidden  deep  in 
the  shadows  behind  the  main  entrance  had 
melted,  we,  as  others  before  us  have  since  Noah 
was  a  plebe,  turned  joyfully  from  indoor  sports 
to  baseball,  crew  and  Spring;  excuses  for 
wasted  study  hours  increased  enormously, 
as  did  the  number  of  out-going  letters,  most 
of  which  bore  the  tell-tale  prefix  "Miss" — 
and  when  the  Easter  Hop  arrived,  we  arrayed 
ourselves  in  all  our  raiment  and  dragged  most 
pulchritudinous  maidens,  and  danced  by  moon- 
light inside  and  froze  by  starlight  outside — 
and  came  down  to  earth  with  a  dull  thud  the 
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Unmistakable  Christenings 


following  Tuesday  when  the  May-pole  went 
up.  Yet  even  the  dread  horrors  of  the  aca- 
demics could  not  phase  the  spring  fever  which 
ruled  us,  and  we  spent  the  spring  between  love- 
sickness  and  brawls  over  the  soon-to-come  Ring 
Dance. 

Eventually  we  slid  into  the  accustomed  daze 
preparatory  to  the  Anns.,  and  yet  we  could  not 
quite   gain   the   complete   oblivion    of  former 
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Melted  Collars,  Cool  Looking  Femme 

years;  thoughts  of  a  not-too-pleasant  cruise, 
of  the  joys  and  woes  of  First-class  life,  of  the 
Ring  Dance,  of  our  last  undergraduate  June 
Ball,  would  not  be  downed  by  such  trifles  as 
direct  currents  or  dead  reckonings.  The  only 
memorable  incident  of  those  Anns,  is  not  of  the 
Anns. — yet  who  will  forget  that  last  Dago 
exam.,  which  we  galloped  through  with  ruth- 
less abandon  to  sit  and  fidget  and  put  on  our 
rings,  only  to  take  them  off"  and  stare  fondly  at 
their  every  detail?  And  then — somehow  we 
descended  the  Luce  Hall  Stairs  and  maneu- 
vered the  double  doors  and  rushed  for  the  sea- 
wall, and  then  remembered  and  walked  de- 
jectedly up  to  Mem.  Hall  to  receive  the  Supe's 
last  admonitory  words  as  we  shoved  off"  for 
First  Class  Year.  A  short  twenty  minutes 
with  only  the  recollections  of  "no  fagging" 
— and  away  we  tore,  this  time  unrestrained,  to 
the  seawall  and  a  hilarious  two  hours  of  un- 
mistakable christenings. 


Then  June  Week,  drills,  games,  leaves, 
drills,  hops — such  a  rapid  succession!  Heat- 
melted  collars,  cool-looking  femmes — more 
heat — and  the  Ring  Dance  became  a  reality. 
Not  one,  no  matter  from  what  class  he  is, 
can  gainsay  the  fact  that  we  certainly  did  put 
over  the  peppiest  hop  in  the  history  of  the 
Naval  Academy — it  will  live  forever  in  the 
minds  of  all  those  present.  And  the  next 
day  came  graduation — through  which  we  and 
the  plebes  sat  with  widely  varying  emotions. 
But  from  our  exalted  state  of  First  Class,  we 
could  afford  to  be  beneficent — and  forgave 
them  their  gilded  luxury  in  a  burst  of  generous 
pride.  The  June  Ball  came  close  on  the  heels 
of  Graduation — a  happy-go-lucky  affair,  tinc- 
tured a  bit  with  the  sobering  realization  that 
it  was  our  last  as  midshipmen — and  at  two 
a.  m.,  we  crawled  to  our  rooms  and  started  to 
pack. 

Mahomet  to  his  moun- 
tain; Tagore  to  his  India; 
Noah     to     his    Ark; 
Midshipmen   to  their 
Summer  Cruise.  ^s$r\\/ 
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The  Perfect  Hop  of  History 
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"Exalted  State  of  First  Class' 


"And  Started  to  Pack.'" 
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''Formations  Less  Like  Mob  See 


FIRST  CLASS  YEAR 

FROM  the  time  we  first  saw  the  Crab  Fleet 
anchored  ofF  Greenbury  Point  on  that 
memorable  morning  in  August,  1919,  and  had 
our  first  taste  of  what  life  in  Bankrupt  Hall 
really  is  like  when  the  upper  classes  piled 
ashore  for  leave,  from  that  time  until  the 
actuality  was  on  us,  we  entertained  many  a 
rosy  dream  of  what  it  would  be  like  to  be  First 
Classman.  Cock  of  the  Roost,  King  Coal  on  a 
Clean  Shovel,  Lord  of  Creation;  all  these 
combined  with  the  Sultan  of  Turkey  and  the 
Grand  Kleagle  had  nothing  on  the  First 
Classman, — when  we  were  looking  up  at  him. 
But  after  we  got  there,  it  suddenly  seemed  as 
though  being  a  first  classman  wasn't  so  very 
different  from  being  a  youngster,  or  a  second 
classman  after  all.  A  tremendous  lot  of  the 
First  Class  rates  we  had  heard  so  much  about 
failed  to  materialize.  The  Ancient  Regime 
had  plainly  disappeared,  and  with  it  such 
conveniences  as  having  the  fourstriper  yell 
"Squads  Right"  out  the  window  at  morning 
roll  call  and  taking  breakfast  in  bed  brought 
up  by  a  plebe.  It  was  plainly  a  case  of  "them 
days  is  gone  forever",  so  we  simply  recognized 
it  and  thanked  heaven  that  we  did  not  have 
D.  O's  for  squad  leaders  yet. 

After  the  first  week  of  shaking  down;  always 
a  miserable  one  in  which  the  hang-over  from 
leave  has  to  be  overcome  and  many  read- 
justments made;  things  settled  down  nicely 
and  the  academic  machinery  began  to  move 
with  greater  smoothness  than  we  had  ever 
known.  There  was  generally  a  more  reg 
attitude  throughout  the  regiment.  The 
mustering  P.  O's  hair  did  not  get  visibly  gray- 
er every  day,  and  formations  looked  less  like  a 
mob  scene.  Then  too  there  were  some  small 
compensations  that  helped  matters  out.      The 


fortunate  ones  used  the  galley 
exit  from  the  mess  hall  to  avoid 
the  ten  minute  wait  while  the 
staff  table  lingered  over  their 
dessert;  those  of  wavering  reli- 
gious tendencies  tried  all  the 
church  parties  in  turn  until  they 
found  the  preacher  with  the  best 
sleeping  voice;  and  the  bridge 
hounds  held  their  sessions  com- 
paratively unmolested. 

The  new  systems  of  duty  and 
stripers  just  inaugurated  worked 
out  as  a  benefit  after  we  once 
got  used  to  them..  A  change 
of  class  administration  seemed 
to  bring  some  improvements 
along  the  line  of  a  less  degree 
of  resemblance  between  class 
meetings  and  a  convention  of 
the  Sisters  of  I  Will  Arise.  Altogether  things 
seemed  to  be  going  very  well  and  all  hands 
were  congratulating  themselves  on  the  suc- 
cessful beginning  of  a  good  year. 

In  the  midst  of  this  Happy  Valley  the  bomb- 
shell burst  and  we  suddenly  found  ourselves 
struggling  with  a  dragon  in  the  form  of  sundry 
odd  courts  martial,  apparent  eternal  damnation 
to  the  service,  and  the  sword  of  Damocles  all 
wrapped  up  in  individual  packages.  At  least 
that  was  how  it  looked  to  us  for  a  while  and 
our  feelings  sank  like  a  plummet  from  the 
middle  altitude  to  the  profoundest  depths. 
One  awful  week  which  was  terminated  by  the 
Pennsylvania  game  marked  the  crisis.  From 
then  on  faiths  began  to  be  restored  and  a 
healthy  enthusiasm  replaced  morbid  forebod- 
ings. The  effects  were  a  long  time  in  wearing 
off  however,  and  it  was  not  until  after  the 
semi-anns  that  the  question  "Stayin'  in?" 
was  largely  answered  by  "Darn  right"  instead 
of  "Hell  no!" 


"That  Same  Feeling  of  Youngster  Year" 
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Events  moved  swiftly  from  then  until  the 
Army  Game.  After  that  adventure  there  is 
not  a  man,  no  matter  with  what  carefree 
abandon  he  breaks  mirrors  and  puts  up  um- 
brellas in  the  house,  but  will  acknowledge  that 
Philadelphia  and  our  end  of  the  Navy  will 
not  mix  well.  Not  only  the  game  itself  but  our 
subsequent  difficulties  seem  to  bear  out  the 
superstition.  Except  for  a  bad  fifteen  minutes 
while  the  Greylegs  pulled  off  their  celebration, 
we  have  not  been  able  to  bring  ourselves  to 
feel  very  badly  about  that  game.  It  was 
anybody's  battle  and  we  have  our  own  con- 
victions as  to  what  the  score  really  ought  to  be. 
However,  it  was  no  fun  to  watch  an  Army 
snake  dance,  even  if  it  did  not  look  like  a  very 
joyous  affair,  and  all  of  us  would  have  by  far 
preferred  an  unbroken  series  of  victories. 
Philadelphia  is  no  place  for  an  Army-Navy 
game  as  later  events  proved,  and  although 
we  managed  to  celebrate  the  occasion  fittingly 
it  was  some  weeks  before  we  heard  the  last  of  it. 

The  month  between  the  game  and  Christmas 
is  a  blank  in  the  memories  of  all  but  the 
members  of  the  P.  A.  list  who  tried  everything 
up  to  and  including  a  Ouija  Board  to  determine 
the  probability  of  getting  leave.  In  the  end  the 
restricted  number  was  mercifully  small  and 
we  hied  us  away  to  forget  what  a  turbine  or 
an  alternator  looked  like  for  ten  blessed  days. 
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"Cock  of  the  Roost'" 
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"The  Greylegs  Celebrate' 


There  followed  another  period  of  the  after- 
leave  hop,  short  this  time  for  the  semi-anns 
were  looming  too  close,  and  also  because  most 
of  the  class  were  over  the  stage  of  returning 
from  leave  so  love  sick  that  they  could  do 
nothing  but  write  letters  and  dream.  They 
were  either  far  gone  and  used  to  it  or  confirmed 
red  mikes. 

Our  old  friend  the  flu  made  review  month 
sort  of  a  catch-as-catch-can  proposition  for 
many  and  "created  grave  doubts"  in  the  minds 
of  many  as  to  the  outcome  of  the  period  of 
trial.  Somehow  we  staggered  through  with 
few  casualties  and  found  ourselves  entering 
on  the  last  turn  of  our  course — one  more  river. 

Just  about  that  time  the  strange  meta- 
morphosis began.  Even  the  most  happy-go- 
lucky  began  to  realize  that  his  days  of  round- 
and-round  with  the  officers  were  nearly  over 
and  that  soon  he  would  be  one  of  those  incom- 
prehensible beings  himself.  No  one  can  tell 
when  the  change  began  in  himself,  it  simply 
grew  until  we  realized  that  we  had  ceased 
being  three-quarter  officers  and  were  now 
seven-eights.  Ordering  uniforms  helped  to 
further  the  idea  while  it  reduced  our  pocket 
books,  until  we  really  began  to  appreciate  the 
extraordinary  change  in  so  many  ideas  that 
comes  with  the  donning  of  the  half-inch  stripe. 
The  new  pay  bill  that  would  have  meant  so 
much    to    us    roused    hopes    in    the    hearts    of 
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everyone,  particularly  the  love 
lorn  whose  visions  of  June  wedd- 
ings brightened  considerably. 
But  it  followed  in  the  path  of  so 
many  of  our  bright  visions  and 
left  us  with  only  the  dead  body 
to  mourn  over. 

The  winter  as  a  whole  proved 
less  tedious  than  those  we  had 
experienced  before.  There  was 
more  entertainment  of  a  week- 
end, even  if  we  did  have  to 
forego  the  keen  pleasure  of  seeing 
one's  special  pet  prof  go  on  his 
ear  in  the  Armory.  The  Masquer- 
aders  outdid  themselves  and  put 
on  a  show  that  surprised  us  all. 
The  Log  dramatic  critic  hit  it 
exactly  when  he  said  that  the 
lack  of  laughter  during  the  love 
scene  was  highest  praise.  We 
quite  forgot  that  the  fair  maiden 
normally  wore  the  same  sort  of 
clothes  that  we  did. 

There  was  one  more  jolt  in 
store  for  some  of  us.  It  came 
without  a  whisper  of  forewarn- 
ing in  the  form  of  a  Navy 
Department  order  requiring  three 
years  service  after  graduation. 
Those  who  had  already  decided 
on  a  naval  career  chuckled,  but 
it  was  not  so  funny  to  the  ones 
who  had  expected  to  follow  in 
the  footsteps  of  many  of  '22  and  try  battle 
with  the  cold,  cold  world.  Most  of  us,  however, 
decided  that  our  diploma  was  too  valuable  an 
asset  and  went  out  to  order  our  uniforms.  A 
few    resignations    were     tendered,     but     were 
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returned  with  such  consistency 
that  it  seemed  as  though  the 
only  sure  way  out  were  to  in- 
troduce a  wife  to  the  D.  O. 

A  slight  change  in  plans  brought 
the  permanent  detail  of  stripers 
a  month  earlier  than  had  been 
expected.  A  new  method  of  assign- 
ing the  coveted  stripes  was  tried, 
based  entirely  on  the  revised 
grease  mark  system.  The  results 
showed  that  grease  was  still 
grease  even  if  it  were  marked 
1,  2,  3,  4,  5  and  the  silence  of 
wonderment  around  the  bulletin 
boards  where  the  final  detail  was 
posted  was  eloquent.  After  aston- 
ishment subsided  there  was  some- 
thing to  be  said  for  it.  The 
stripers  had  their  stripes,  and  the 
I  P.  O's  had  the  satisfaction  of 
knowing  that  a  large  part  of  the 
best  men  of  the  class  were  num- 
bered among  them. 

Easter  leave  brought  a  blessed 
respite  for  four  days.  We  re- 
turned with  the  end  almost  in 
sight  and  the  worst  of  our  deci- 
sions made.  We  know  what  ships 
we  were  to  go  to  and  what  leave 
to  expect.  The  June  brides  to  be 
were  buying  their  trousseaus  assured  that  all 
was  well  while  their  mids  put  in  a  last  two 
months  at  trying  to  bone  in  spite  of  the  united 
efforts  of  the  band,  spring  weather  and  calm 
evenings  to  defeat  their  purpose. 


"D.  O's  for  Squad  Leaders" 


'Trying  on  New  Uniforms" 
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Standing,  Left  To  Right:  R.  S.  Berkey,  H.  D.  Clarke,  W.  C.  Calhoun,  F.  S.  Crosley,  W.  M.  Fechteler,  R.  E. 
Keating,  B.  F.  Perry,  R.  G.  Tobin,  A.  B.  Clark,  H.  R.  Dye. 

Seated:  R.  O.  Davis,  W.  N.  Richardson,  Jr.,  G.  B.  Hoey,  E.  B.  Washburn,  Tr-,  H.  E.  Shoemaker,  J.  D.  Maloney, 
W.  C.  Wickam,  0.  L.  Dovvnes,  R.  A.  Dyer. 

EXECUTIVE 

COMMANDER  THOMAS  R.  KURTZ,  Head  of  Department 

NAV  may  come  and  Dago  may  go  but  Exec  goes  on  forever.  On  entering,  it 
was  the  first  department  we  came  in  contact  with,  in  the  shape  of  a  newly 
made  but  awe-inspiring  ensign;  and  in  leaving  it  is  the  last  department  to  relin- 
quish us  with  "bless  you,  my  child"  and  documentary  evidence  of  the  special  trust 
and  confidence  placed  in  us  by  the  President.  All  through  the  four,  or  more,  years 
of  our  existence  as  midshipmen,  the  watchful  eye  of  the  Executive  Department  is 
over  us,  and  while  it  may  cause  us  to  appear  with  undue  frequency  in  the  morning 
society  notes,  still  it  is  all  for  the  good  of  our  souls.  The  Commandant  and  his 
familiar  spirits  are  like  women,  "we  love  'em  and  we  hate  'em,  but  we  can't  get  along 
without  'em."  It  is  only  once  in  a  while  that  a  D.  O.  appears  to  midshipmen  as 
anything  but  an  evil  genius,  and  when  he  does,  the  realization  that  he  is  human 
after  all  comes  as  rather  a  surprise.  Only  a  man  philosophic  beyond  the  average 
can  put  himself  in  the  shoes  of  an  harassed  D.  O.  and  realize  what  fool  things  we 
midshipmen  try  to  get  away  with.  And  yet,  when  we  get  ragged  every  one  of  us 
raises  a  mighty  growl  about  the  D.  O.,  never  thinking  that  he  did  the  same  thing, 
got  caught,  and  felt  the  same  way  when  he  wore  diagonal  stripes. 

Pounding  Juice  into  wooden  heads  is  fruit  compared  to  trying  to  point  out  the 
error  of  his  ways  to  a  midshipman  who  is  convinced  the  error  is  on  the  other  side. 
D.  O.'s  are  only  human  and  like  others  of  the  kind  are  liable  to  mistakes,  but  after 
all  there  are  not  many  things  completely  wrong  which  survive  the  red  tape  road 
between  company  officer  and  commandant.  It  won't  be  very  long  before  the  aspect 
of  our  whole  course  will  change,  and  among  the  funniest  things  will  appear  those 
paps  for  the  unauthorized  use  and  sleeping  in. 
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First  Row,  Left  To  Right:    0.  Holtman,  G.  C.  Kriner,  S.  D.  Truesdell,  L.  R.  Vail,  V.  H.  Kyllberg. 

Second  Row:  L.  H.  Thebaud,  R.  Dees,  C.  A.  Baker,  W.  P.  Davis,  C.  D.  Leffler,  M.  Y.  Cohen. 

Seated:    C.  McCalley,  W.  E.  Clarke,  C.  C.  Solle  (Head  Of  Department),  L.  S.  Stewart,  C.  H.  Maddox. 


SEAMANSHIP 


COMMANDER  CHARLES  C.  SOULE,  Head  of  Department 

SEAMANSHIP  is  by  far  the  most  cramped,  and  in  one  way  ineffectual,  course 
at  the  Academy.  It  is  not  the  fault  of  the  Department  itself,  for  noble  efforts 
have  been  made  to  accommodate  a  rapidly  expanding  subject  to  a  fixed  amount  of 
time.  The  trouble  lies  in  a  general  arrangement  which  assigns  one  short  year  to  a 
subject  which  should  by  every  right  cover  all  four  years  of  the  course.  Consider- 
ing the  ground  covered  it  is  a  wonder  that  we  ever  pass  an  examination  at  all.  The 
word  seamanship  includes  perhaps  a  third  of  the  subjects  studied.  But  we  struggle 
along,  thanking  the  powers   that   be   for  the  omission  of  the  traditional  blinker. 

Seamanship  also  includes  a  series  of  drills  designed  to  teach  us  a  little  about 
the  practical  end  of  the  subject,  being  principally  the  weight  of  a  cutter  oar,  and 
how  not  to  wind  the  sail  boats  out  of  their  moorings.  It  is  all  entertaining  enough, 
especially  when  somebody  holds  on  to  the  sheet  too  long  and  finds  himself  sitting 
on  the  water  instead  of  on  the  deck.  Sub-chasers  proved  a  rather  welcome  diversion 
and  furnished  considerable  excitement  one  afternoon  when  one  caught  fire  and 
burned  out  the  whole  inside. 

The  class  in  general  appreciates  the  difficulties  under  which  the  Seamanship 
department  works  to  a  greater  extent  than  perhaps  the  department  itself  realizes. 
Also,  looking  at  it  from  the  other  end,  the  officers  of  the  department  as  a  whole 
realize  that  our  powers  of  absorption  are  being  hard  pressed,  and  make  correspond- 
ing allowances.  For  this  reason  we  will  leave  with  a  general  idea  of  what  they  have 
tried  to  teach  us,  and  at  least  a  knowledge  of  where  to  look  for  the  answer  to  any 
problem  we  may  encounter  aboard  ship. 
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Top  Row,  Left  To  Right:    S.  W.  Kirtland,  L.  D.  McCormick,  D.  M.  Steece,  W.  W.  Meek,  F.  R.  Thomas,  A.  T. 
Clay,  E.  H.  Connor. 

Second  Row:    R.  E.  Rodgers,  H.  L.  Maples,  H.  P.  Burnett,  H.  F.  Floyd,  W.  0.  Henry,  M.  B.  Arnold. 
Seated:    A.  M.  R.  Allen,  P.  L.  Wilson,  J.  Downes  (Head  Of  Department),  E.  A.  Lofquist,  F.  T.  Berry. 


NAVIGATION 


COMMANDER  JOHN  DOWNES,  Head  of  Department 


NAVIGATION  is  perhaps  the  most  "practical"  subject  we  cover  at  the  naval 
academy.  To  be  sure,  the  subject  is  really  covered  in  three  months;  from 
then  on  we  are  treated  to  an  intense  and  prolonged  review,  but  the  fact  remains 
that  what  is  done  in  the  classroom  is  exactly  what  is  done  in  the  chart  house,  so 
that  it  well  behooves  the  wooden  in  Nav  to  bone  up. 

A  feature  of  Nav  is  the  weekly  exam.  They  try  to  conceal  them  under  the  name 
of  P-works,  but  those  who  take  them  know  better.  The  department  takes  an  unfair 
advantage  in  having  them  on  the  top  deck  of  Maury  Hall.  By  the  time  a  man 
carries  a  load  of  books,  drawing  instruments,  and  notebooks,  aggregating  in  the 
neighborhood  of  twenty  pounds,  across  to  the  academic  group  and  up  three  flights 
of  stairs  he  is  pretty  well  exhausted  before  he  ever  begins.  A  look  at  the  paper  adds 
shock  to  exhaustion,  so  that  the  victim  labors  in  a  sort  of  mental  haze  and  physical 
stupor  which  accounts  for  many  a  mistake. 

One  special  feature  of  Nav  is  the  summer  argument  between  the  first  class  and 
the  noon  flag  hoist.  Somehow  the  two  never  seem  to  agree — at  first.  But  when 
charts  have  to  be  made  out  of  P-work  note  book  paper,  sights  taken  with  a  doubtful 
sextant,  and  worked  squatting  in  a  corner  with  Bowditch  on  lap,  almanac  on  deck, 
pencil  making  frantic  efforts  to  escape,  and  many  people  stumbling  over  out- 
stretched feet,  it  is  small  wonder  that  the  letters  of  commendation  are  few.  How- 
ever, it  makes  for  concentration  which  will  perhaps  be  appreciated  later.  Certainly 
Navigation   is   nothing   if  not    practical. 
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Standing,  Left  To  Right:  E.  S.  Earnhardt,  W.  L.  Wright,  A.  S.  Wotherspoon,  D.  Spencer,  T.  G.  Peyton,  F. 
Jordan,  T.  R.  Cooley,  H.  E.  MacLellan,  S.  H.  Hurt,  M.  L.  Lewis,  G.  P.  Lamont. 

Seated:  M.  W.  Callahan,  H.  J.  Nelson,  W.  E.  Doyle,  A.  D.  Denney,  C.  S.  McWhorter,  E.  G.  Small,  L.  H. 
McDonald,  G.  S.  Arvin,  J.  J.  Mahoney. 

ORDNANCE    AND    GUNNERY 

COMMANDER  WILBUR  R.  VAN  AUKEN,  Head  of  Department 

ORDNANCE  was  a  little  treat  reserved  for  us  until  the  middle  of  Second  Class 
year.  We  made  a  swap  of  Math  for  Ordnance  and  found  ourselves  out  of  the 
frying  pan  into  the  fire.  Math  was  just  Math,  but  Ordnance  was  Math  and  other 
things  too.  Because  of  a  dearth  of  home  talent  the  department  enlisted  the  aid  of 
the  Seamanship  profs  against  us.  Knowing  little  more  about  the  "elastic  stretch 
of  gum"  than  we,  they  were  forced  to  act  more  or  less  as  referees  in  the  famous  navy 
game  of  "Try  and  Get  It."  We  did  get  it  after  brain  cudgellings  that  left  our  heads 
sore,  but  even  now  the  sight  of  a  delta  or  the  mysterious  symbol  "woof"  produces  a 
sickening  sensation  of  helplessness. 

Ordnance  is  one  of  the  departments  in  which  agility  in  thumbing  a  log  book  is  a 
first  essential.  It  takes  a  good  guesser  to  arrive  at  the  proper  method  of  finding  how 
to  blow  up  a  gun;  but  when  he  has  arrived  his  intuition  avails  him  naught  if  he 
can't  make  Aunty  Log  and  Cousine  Alpha  perform  precisely  as  they  had  for  the 
author  of  the  gouge.  The  theory  is  that  "it's  all  in  the  book,  all  you  have  to  do  is 
work  it  accurately,"  but  like  all  theories  it  has  its  flaws  from  our  point  of  view  at 
least.  No  matter  what  the  work  for  the  month  has  been  in  the  section  rooms,  the 
exam  is  sure  to  produce  some  total  strangers.  However,  with  the  frills  trimmed 
away,  Ordnance  is  one  of  the  most  useful  departments,  our  future  considered. 
Heaven  help  the  ensign  who  faces  a  Ford  board  in  the  plotting  room  of  a  ship  if  he 
hasn't  had  some  Small  instruction  first.  And  after  all  what's  a  battleship  good  for 
if  it  isn't  to  carry  a  load  of  guns  around? 
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Top  Row,  Left  To  Right:  S.  H.  Brown,  Jr.,  W.  Gearing,  T.  C.  Slingluff,  W.  M.  Reifel,  W.  A.  Corn,  M.  J. 
Walker,  H.  E.  Paddock,  F.  G.  Richards,  C.  P.  Bolgiano,  A.  T.  Emerson,  Berger. 

Second  Row:  C.  G.  Richardson,  T.  L.  Schumacher,  P.  Marshall,  J.  E.  Boak,  H.  B.  Broadfoot,  R.  F.  Hans,  L.  P. 
Bischoff,  W.  E.  Farrell,  D.  Kavanaugh,  Jr. 

Third  Row:  G.  W.  Clark,  A.  R.  Early,  R.  J.  Jondreau,  H.  V.  LaBombard,  W.  E.  Miller,  G.  C.  Manning,  H.  G. 
Eldridge,    G.    Beneze,  A.  D.  Struble. 

Seated:  C.  E.  Lewis,  R.  C.  Smith,  Jr.,  Van  Valkenburg,  P.  J.  Peyton,  J.  S.  Woods,  H.  G.  S.  Wallace  (Head  Of 
Department),  T.  W.  Johnson,  G.  N.  Reeves,  Jr.,  R.  S.  Fay. 

MARINE  ENGINEERING  AND   NAVAL   CONSTRUCTION 

COMMANDER  HENRY  G.  S.  WALLACE,  Head  of  Department 

STEAM  caught  us  young  and  treated  us  rough.  At  the  very  beginning  of  things. 
Even  before  Plebe  summer  was  over  we  began  our  first  discoveries  as  to  the  smear- 
ing qualities  of  wet  india  ink,  and  all  through  that  year  even  into  half  of  youngster 
year  we  stood  on  aching  legs  while  the  wily  tetrahedron  flatly  refused  to  intersect 
with  the  stubborn  pentaprism.  Sketches  of  plaster  models  indistinguishable  in 
their  crudeness,  measurements  of  holes  we  couldn't  reach,  curves  that  tried  even 
the  flexibility  of  a  reg  collar  in  conforming  to  them,  all  became  familiar  spirits. 

Steam  is  a  versatile  department.  Its  official  title,  too  long  to  say  in  one  breath, 
includes  much  in  its  scope,  but  not  so  much  as  the  section  room.  However,  no  one 
can  deny  but  that  he  has  at  least  a  hazy  idea  of  how  the  stuff  works  after  four  years 
of  persistent  departmental  effort. 

The  worst  that  can  be  said  of  the  department  is  that  they  have  a  little  habit  of 
soothing  the  frenzied  student  in  the  section  room  and  socking  him  in  the  exam  from 
some  totally  unexpected  angle. 

The  cruise  is  supposed  to  furnish  practical  instruction  in  the  various  branches 
of  Steam  as  convincingly  outlined  in  the  cruise  schedule  of  instruction  under  the 
various  ten-day  detail  headings  of  Engines,  Auxiliaries,  Electrical,  and  Boilers. 
Practically,  it  all  amounts  to  a  prolonged  P-work  in  the  last,  so  that  while  details 
of  Steam  may  be  missed,  a  thorough  knowledge  of  how  to  keep  the  needle  at  275  is 
firmly  instilled.    Boilers  we  do  know  something  about. 
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Top  Row,  Left  To  Right:  A.  E.  King,  Jr.,  G.  B.  Keester,  D.  G.  Howard,  E.  J.  Engelke,  G.  D.  Robinson,  J.  R. 
Allen,  D.  A.  McElduff,  W.  J.  Lorenz. 

Second  Row:  J.  D.  Moore,  H.  J.  Ray,  J.  C.  Grey,  C.  L.  Best,  C.  Braine,  Jr.,  A.  Barnett,  H.  V.  Wiley,  E.  W. 
Thompson. 

Third  Row:    C.  S.  Alden,  C.  F.  Rosendahl,  Vanderkloot,  R.  S.  Parr,  W.  A.  Hicks,  C.  C.  Vickrey,  J.  A.  Murphy. 

Seated:  H.  B.  Hird,  R.  F.  Frellsen,  G.  S.  Bryan,  H.  D.  Cooke  (Head  Of  Department),  P.  J.  Dashiell,  J.  Parker, 
Jr.,  F.  W.  Rockwell. 

ELECTRICAL  ENGINEERING  AND  PHYSICS 

COMMANDER  HENRY  D.  COOK,  Head  of  Department 

1IKE  Babes  in  the  Wood  we  ventured  into  the  Wilderness  of  Skinny  and  Juice 
j  at  the  beginning  of  Youngster  year.  Poor  little  innocents,  we  had  heard  much 
of  ergs  and  joules,  some  of  us  had  even  read  the  chase  of  the  coulomb,  but  none  of  us 
had  ever  dreamed  in  our  wildest  nightmare  of  the  awful  maze  into  which  we  entered. 
After  a. term  of  trying  to  eliminate  ourselves  by  chemical  means  in  the  lab  we  were 
confronted  with  the  Horror  of  Horrors,  that  mimeographed  Physics  book.  It 
couldn't  be  read,  in  the  first  place,  and  it  couldn't  be  understood  when  it  had  been 
deciphered.  How  anyone  stayed  sat  is  an  open  question.  The  famous  "Fish-Eye 
Camera  Picture"  is  still  a  standing  joke. 

After  a  year  of  being  in  a  permanent  hop  from  the  moment  we  entered  the 
building  until  the  moment  we  left,  the  transition  from  Skinny  to  Juice  was  hardly 
any  change.  The  sweet  sounds  of  dit-da-dit-dit  still  greeted  our  bright  morning 
faces  and  Bullhard  Volumes  I  and  II  were  nothing  after  our  Physics  "book".  We 
did  manage  to  absorb  a  little  juice  in  between  times,  enough  to  know  that  when  the 
circuit  breaker  blows  red  hot  something  is  wrong.  The  P-works  kept  us  guessing. 
After  the  book  said  so  it  was  annoying  not  to  be  able  to  get  anywhere  near  the  same 
result.  It  always  took  about  two  days  to  recover  faith  in  electricity  after  one  of 
those  P-works.  Radio  pleased  the  Bed-time  Story  and  Time  Signal  hounds  until 
they  found  that  the  book  didn't  tell  you  anything  much.  After  all  it  was  the  same 
case  as  our  first  chemistry  had  been. 

But  in  the  end  we  emerged  with  a  few  ideas  well  bedded  in  our  Harveyized 
craniums,  and  those  who  hit  the  electric-drives  will  offer  praise  to  the  great  god  Odin 
therefor. 
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First  Row,  Left  To  Right:    P.  E.  Hemke,  J.  Tyler,  J.  A.  Bullard,  L.  S.  Dederick,  L.  M.  Kells,  M.  A.  Eason,  J. 
Scarborough,  A.  Kiernan,  E.  S.  Mayer. 

Second  Row:    W.  A.  Conrad,  G.  R.  Clements,  C.  A.  Shook,  J.  N.  Galloway,  H.  H.  Gaver,  A.  Dillingham. 
Third  Row:    W.  F.  Shenton,  L.  T.  Wilson,  R.  C.  Lamb,  H.  E.  Jenks,  G.  A.  Bingley,  H.  M.  Roberts,  Jr. 
Seated:    P.  Capron,  H.  L.  Rice,  D.  M.  Garrison  (Head  Of  Department),  C.  L.  Leiper,  J.  B.  Eppes. 


MATHEMATICS 

CAPTAIN  DANIEL  M.  GARRISON,  Head  of  Department 

MATH  began  for  us  like  a  great  big  Leader  taking  a  Little  Boy  by  the  hand 
and  leading  him  out  into  the  mysteries  of  the  multiplication  tables. 
It  was  nice  and  gentle,  and  except  for  one  or  two  officers,  the  prof  knew  something 
if  you  could  prevail  upon  them  to  put  out  the  information.  We  coasted  along 
through  Algebra  and  Solid  and  Trig  with  comparative  ease.  After  all  it  was  about 
what  the  last  year  of  High  School  had  to  offer  with  a  few  variations  in  the  way  of 
Texts  Specially  Prepared  for  Midshipmen. 

When  Youngster  year  came  we  began  to  realize  that  teacher  was  gone  and  a 
business  like  green  volume  entitled  Differential  and  Integral  Calculus  was  in  his 
place  which  stood  by  with  the  little  red  book.  Fast  and  furious  flew  the  chalk,  it 
wasn't  a  recitation  unless  your  throat  was  dry  and  your  shoulders  white  with  dust. 
The  outcome  of  the  struggle  was  rather  in  favor  of  the  department.  With  a  weapon 
like  Calc  what  chance  had  we  poor  wooden  midshipmen?  The  casualties  were 
many  after  semi-anns.  Stereo  proved  fruit  for  those  with  imaginative  minds  and 
an  unending  picture  puzzle  for  all  the  rest.  But  the  great  stroke  came  at  the  last. 
Mechanics  sounded  easy.  We  all  could  run  a  monkey  wrench.  But  those  stress, 
them  strain,  that  couples!  Combined  with  the  gentle  art  of  ouija-boarding  with 
a  slip  stick  it  was  a  demon  term,  and  we  buried  the  tall  thin  gentleman  with  the  big 
nose  and  Adam's  Apple,  without  the  slightest  sorrow.  It  was  one  subject  gone, 
and  what  a  subject! 
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Back  Row,  Left  To  Right:  Foster,  R.  B.,  Pease,  R.S.,  Pratt,  J.W.,  Sturdy,  H.  F.,  Merrick,  R.  S.,  Darden,  W.  A., 
Myers,  F.  I.,  Lewis,  C.  L. 

Second  Row:  Gignilliat,  G.  W.  Jr.,  McKay,  A.  A.,  Doty,  W.  K.,  McCormick,  H.,  Gunn,  S.  A.,  Norris,  W.  B., 
Fortna,  C.  B.,  Aldrich,  E.  A. 

Seated:    Fenton,  H.J.,  Alden,  C.S.,  C.  Alphonso  Smith  (Head  Of  Department),  Stevens,  W.O.,  Westcott,  A.F. 

ENGLISH 

PROFESSOR  C.  ALPHONSO  SMITH,  Head  of  Department 

OUR  introduction  to  the  Department  of  English  was  a  pleasant  one,  taking  as 
it  did  the  form  of  an  address  by  our  well-beloved  Professor  Smith.  If  the 
entire  course  consisted  solely  in  listening  to  him  explaining  in  a  manner  compre- 
hensible even  to  the  mind  of  a  midshipman  how  simple  such  things  as  Montaigne's 
essays  really  are,  we  could  not  complain — but  unfortunately  it  does  not.  The  real 
battle  started  with  the  "Composition  of  Naval  Officers",  followed  closely  by 
"Swipes  from  Great  Literature"  and  "What  Literature  Did  to  Me."  We  admit  it 
is  literature,  but  the  dose  was  rather  hard  to  swallow.  To  this  day  there  is  not  a 
man  in  the  class  but  will  smile  when  you  mention  "Sweetness  and  Light".  It 
seemed  to  us  that  the  emphasis  rested  on  the  last  word  of  the  title. 

All  of  Youngster  year  we  pursued  the  flying  enemy  through  the  great  naval 
battle  of  history.  Poor  Nelson,  rest  his  soul,  we  followed  through  three  battles 
and  a  couple  of  love  affairs,  the  latter  probably  claiming  the  greater  share  of  our 
attention. 

Then  came  the  alarming  discovery  that  our  own  revered  Admiral  Mahan  was  a 
back  number,  a  mere  dabbler  in  the  great  truths  of  strategy.  He  would  never 
have  made  even  a  bad  third  to  the  great  and  powerful  minds  of  the  English  Depart- 
ment, which  see  through  the  intricacies  of  any  situation  at  a  glance. 

As  the  day  of  the  decease  of  English  drew  near  there  was  much  furbishing  up  of 
gold  lace,  bath  robe  cords,  spectacles,  and  stray  alarm  clocks.  Mutterings  from  the 
depths  were  heard,  but  like  him  who  lives  at  the  foot  of  a  volcano  we  gave  no  heed. 
Our  ceremonial  robes  for  the  dear  departed  were  indeed  gorgeous.  The  Siamese 
navy  would  have  expired  from  envy  had  they  beheld  us.  There  was  not  a  waver  in 
a  single  hair  part,  not  a  brow  but  was  furrowed  with  sorrow.  But  the  ghost  walked, 
and  proved  itself  to  be  made  of  more  than  thin  air.  The  final  result  was  a  hopless 
month  and  a  certain  soreness  that  disappeared  but  slowly. 
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Top  Row,  Left  To  Right:  J.  M.  Purdie,  C.  J.  V.  Arjona,  C.  V.  Ray,  A.  P.  Meyer,  0.  W.  Allen,  J.  K.  Ditchy, 
F.  B.  Mitchell,  H.  H.  O'Neill,  H.  Bluestone. 

Second  Row:    C.  V.  Fowler,  H.  Loss,  L.  Herrera,  C.  G.  B.  Laguardia,  D.  Jordan,  M.  A.  Vaccariello,  H.  B. 
Winchell,  J.   Kopke,   P.  A.   Lajoye. 

Seated:  M.  A.  Colton,  W.  E.  Olivet,  P.  E.  Voinot,  M.  Milne  (Head  Of  Department),  A.  Fernandez,  J.  Martel, 
L.  L.  R.  Fournon. 

MODERN  LANGUAGES 

COMMANDER  MACGILLIVRAY  MILNE,  Head  of  Department 

THE  subject  of  Dago  has  two  important  subdivisions;  namely,  Spig  and  Frog. 
Even  in  the  days  of  our  new-ness  we  felt  the  effects  of  the  great  division,  for  on 
entering  we  were  bidden  to  choose,  and  the  sheep  were  separated  from  the  goats, 
the  Spigs  from  the  Frogs.  Which  were  the  goats  is  a  question  never  settled,  for 
both  sides  have  hotly  contended  that  their  particular  form  of  lingual  torment  was 
the  most  obnoxious. 

Dago  looks  innocent  enough  on  the  surface,  quite  funny  at  times,  in  fact,  but  the 
humor  was  reversed  when  numerous  classmates  found  themselves  out  in  the  cold, 
dark  world  with  nothing  but  a  few  Spanish  idioms  as  the  cause  of  it  all. 

Anyone  who  should  suggest  having  Dago  P-works  would  be  hooted  down  in  an 
instant,  but  the  same  hooters  have  put  in  some  painful  hours  trying  to  convince 
some  dark  eyed  senorita  that  the  garden  is  much  nicer  than  the  ball  room,  or  in 
holding  a  heated  debate  with  the  cochero  of  a  carmelita  on  the  subject  of  foreign 
exchange.  The  Frogs  got  in  their  innings  at  Martinique  and  in  Lisbon,  where  they 
ought  to  speak  Spanish,  but  won't  if  they  can  help  it.  The  preponderance  of  effort 
lies  with  the  Spigs,  however,  and  "dime  un  cigarillo"  is  a  familiar  phrase  in  Bancroft 
Hall. 

It  was  with  much  joy  among  the  wooden  that  the  news  of  the  burial  of  Dago  at 
the  end  of  Second  Class  year  was  received.  First  class  Dago  never  amounted  to 
anything  but  a  bi-weekly  nuisance,  but  we  were  glad  to  be  rid  of  it.  The  last 
"recitation"  of  the  course  found  us  at  the  receiving  end  of  the  reciting.  The  Head 
of  the  Department  decided  to  tell  us  what  we  had  been  trying  to  do,  and  was 
successful  to  such  a  degree  that  we  left  the  Auditorium  with  a  kindly  feeling  toward 
the  Department  in  general  and  its  head  in  particular.  "All's  well  that  ends  well" 
is  very  true. 
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First  Row:    S.  O.  Claytor,  W.  Rehrauer,  A.  L.  Burleigh,  A.  B.  Kalen,  S.  W.  Douglass. 

Second  Row:    E.  B.  Taylor,  J.  T.  Stringer,  F.  A.  Hughes,  F.  E.  Ferguson,  Jr.,  W.  P.  Mull,  Jr. 

Third  Row:   S.  C.  Williams,  R.  Hayden,  D.  N.  Carpenter  (Head  Of  Department),  H.  R.  Hermesch,  R.  S.  Spencer. 


HYGIENE 

CAPTAIN  DUDLEY  N.  CARPENTER,  Head  of  Department 

HYGIENE  is  perhaps  the  briefest  and  most  painless  course  in  the  curriculum, 
consisting  as  it  does  of  some  fourteen  odd  lectures  on  Friday  nights,  half  of 
which  are  movies.  However,  there  is  a  catch  in  everything,  and  the  joker  in  the 
Bones  lies  in  the  semi-ann  in  hygiene,  which  terminates  our  crossing  of  the  next  to 
the  last  river. 

The  staff  of  the  Bones  department  is  a  small  one,  consisting  of  Doctor  Taylor 
as  head  and  chief  lecturer,  being  assisted  only  by  Skelly  and  Dummy,  who  mutely 
demonstrate  some  of  the  fundamentals  of  human  construction. 

The  movies  are  quite  an  attraction.  We  feel  quite  intimate  with  Messrs. 
Amoeba  and  Streptococcus,  having  witnessed  their  family  life  spread  across  ten 
feet  of  screen.  To  be  sure,  some  of  the  animated  cartoons  were  not  quite  up  to  the 
mark.  One  evening  we  thought  we  would  go  crazy  if  any  more  C's  and  O's  and  H's 
and  triangles  chased  themselves  around  in  our  field  of  vision.  One  special  feature 
film  was  long  anticipated  and  received  with  great  enthusiasm.  The  impression  it 
made  was  quite  marked  and  has  lasted  for  a  remarkable  length  of  time. 

All  told,  we  learned  what  our  heads  were  supposed  to  hold;  the  difference 
between  heart  action  and  a  duplex  air  pump;  what  to  do  in  case  of  fainting,  hammer 
toes,  pneumonia,  dizziness,  and  falling  hair;  and  why  bootleg  likker  gives  one 
colley- wobbles.  Taken  as  a  whole,  the  course  wasn't  bad  at  all,  and  a  little  frantic 
last  minute  reading  of  the  book  served  to  give  us  enough  assorted  information  to  get 
by  the  exam.    If  only  they  were  all  like  that! 
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CULLEN,  C.  E. 

Cunningham,  E.  A. 

CURRAN,  L.  C. 

Cutler,  S.  Y. 
Dahlgren,  J.  F. 
Dalton,  L.  W. 
Dancy,  J.  R. 
Daniel,  H.  C. 
Daniel,  J.  C. 
Dantzler,  T.  T. 
Darlington,  J.  J. 
Dartsch,  F.  A.  L. 
Dascomb,  E.  B. 
Davies,  J.  T. 
Davis,  F.  R. 
Davis,  W.  V.,  Jr. 
Day,  D.  T.,  Jr. 
Day,  L.  W. 
Deam,  F.  E. 
Demarest,    H.    R. 
Deutermann,  W.  V. 
Devens,  W.  G. 
DeWolf,  M.  M. 
Dey,  W.  C. 
Deyo,  J.  E. 
Dickie,  A.  B. 
Dills,  E.  N. 
Doan,  H.  C. 
Dockweiler,  E.  V. 
Doggett,  B.  L. 
Domer,  W.  S. 


Drexler,  H.  C. 
Dugan,  H.  J. 
Duke,  I.  T. 
Dunn,  P.  H.  H. 
Durham,  R.  L. 
Duvall,  W.  H. 
Dyer,  T.  H. 
Earl,  K. 
Eckberg,  W.  T. 
Edgar,  H.  B. 
Edwards,  L.  B. 
Ekstrom,  C.  E. 
Elliott,  A.  B. 
Ellis,  E.  M. 
Ellis,  N.  W. 
Engeman,  J.  T.,  Jr. 
Erdmann,  W.  L. 
Ericsson,  H.  M. 
Esmond,  R.  W. 
Evans,  C.  McA. 
Evens,  G.  W.,  Jr. 
Evans,  W.  A.,  Jr. 
Fairbairn,  D.  W. 
Falge,  F.  M. 
Farrell,  J.  A.,  Jr. 
Ferguson,  J.  W.,  Jr. 
Ferriter,  C.  A. 
Fike,  C.  L. 
Fines,  C.  A. 
Fish,  H.  C. 
Fisher,  W.  G. 


Fleming,  J.  E. 
Fletcher,  F.  M. 
Floed,  H.  C. 
Flynn,  J.  M. 
Folger,  C.  H.  F. 
Forsyth,  J.  N. 
Fowler,  J.  W. 
Fox,  S.  B. 
France,  W.  C. 
Francis,  D.  L. 
Frank,  L.  P. 
Fraser,  T.  E. 
Frazier,  J.  B.,  Jr. 
Freels,  A.  J. 
Freeman,  S.  Jr. 
French,  F.  J. 
French,  W.  H. 
Furth,  F.  R. 
Gallagher,  E.  F. 
Gamet,  W.  N. 
Ganahl,  R.  G. 
Garcia,  H.  F. 
Gardner,  F.  H. 
Garvin,  J.  H. 
Gates,  H.  K. 
Gerry,  L.  J. 
Gibbons,  J.  H.,  Jr. 
Glass,  B.  W. 
Gminder,  E.  E. 
Goldthwaite,  R. 
Goodall,  H.  W. 


Gore,  T.,  Jr. 
Gouin,  M.  E.  A. 
Graesser,  W.  M. 
Graf,  P. 

Granbery,  G.  M. 
Grandfield,  F.  J. 
Gregor,  0.  F. 
Griese,  A.  A. 
Griffith,  T.  R.,  Jr. 
Gwinn,  L.  H. 
Hake,  G.  E. 
Hall,  H.  W. 
Handly,  A. 
Hangs,  J.  F. 
Harmon,  A.  B. 
Harris,  D. 
Harris,  J.  C. 
Harrison,  H.  H. 
Hartman,  F.  C,  Jr. 
Hartwig,  G.  R. 
Harvey,  W.  W. 
Hatcher,  R.  S. 
Hawkinson,  L.  H. 
Hayes,  J.  A. 
Hayes,  J.  D. 
Hayes,  W.  S. 
Hayter,  H.  M. 
Heddens,  F.  M. 
Hedding,  T.  J. 
Heine,  M.  C. 
Heisser,  A.  R. 
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Herlihy,  J.  L. 

Magly,  A.  V. 

Quale,  A.  M. 

Stott,  G.  W. 

Herring,  L.  R. 

Mallory.  F.,  Jr. 

Quinn,  B.  D. 

Stout,  R.  F. 

Herrington,  L.  B.,  Jr. 

Mansfield,  W.  N. 

Ragan,  T.  C. 

Strohecker,  F.  A. 

Hickey,  W.  A. 

Marsh,  J.  A. 

Ramsey,  D.  J. 

Stuart,  C.  J. 

Hill,  S.  W. 

Marshall,  T.  C. 

Randolph,  A.  K. 

Stuart,  W.  J. 

Hoffman,  C.  M.  E. 

Martin,  D.  J. 

Randolph,  A.  P. 

Sullivan,  J.  E. 

Hogg,  J.  T. 

Martin,  H.  J. 

Rasbach,  J.  B. 

SUTLIFF,  R.  C. 

HOGLE,  J.  B. 

Mathews,  B.  0. 

Rawlins,  E.  W. 

Swart,  R.  L.,  Jr. 

HOLBROOK,  J.  A. 

Matteucci,  G.  A. 

Read,  H.  T. 

Sweeney,  J.  M. 

:J  , 

Holler,  W.  W.^ 

McAfee,  R.  D. 

Reith,  G.,  Jr. 

Sylvester,  H.  MacT. 

Holtzclaw,  J.  S. 

McCaleb,  W.  R. 

Reither,  R.  W. 

Tammany,  W.  P. 

Hook,  F.  M. 

McCallum,  D.  J. 

Replinger,  C.  F. 

Taylor,  E.  J.,  Jr. 

Hooper,  A.  M. 

McDaniel,  R.  T. 

Rhamstine,  J.  R. 

Taylor,  J.  I.,  Jr. 

Hopkins,  H.  V. 

McDonald,  C.  C. 

Rhea,  F.  L. 

Teller,  M.  S. 

Hopping,  H.  L. 

McDonald,  C.  E. 

Rhoades,  W.  R. 

Temple,  H.  B. 

Horne,  D.  F. 

McDonough,  J.  F. 

Rice,  L.  K. 

Templeton,  T.  H. 

Horsch,  A.  C. 

McDowell,  N.  L. 

Richards,  W.  L. 

Thew,  J.  P. 
Thomas,  L.  H. 

Hough,  C.  S. 

McFadden,  A.  G.  W. 

Richter,  H.  E. 

Howard,  H.  P.,  Jr. 

McIlhenny,  W.  W.,  Jr. 

Ricketts,  J.  B.,  Tr- 

Thomas,  R.  H  . 

Howland,  G.  F. 

McIntosh,  J.  H. 

Riggs,  P.  H. 

Thompson,  A.  L. 

Hubbard,  C.  N. 

McKee,  I.C. 

Ritchie,  T.  C. 

Thompson,  W.  B. 

Huckins,  T.  A. 

McLaughlin, -A.  E. 

Roane,  V.  R. 

Tichenor,  M.  J. 
Tiemroth,  H.  H. 

HUDNALL,  J.  H.  N. 

McLean,  D.  F. 

Roberts,  N.  K. 

Hull,  L.  C. 

McLean,  E.  R.,  Jr. 

Robillard,  G.  N. 

Tonkin,  C.  T.,  Jr. 

Hunt,  A.  T. 

McLean,  H.  B. 

Robinson,  H.  R. 

.Topper,  J.  R. 
Towner,  G.  C. 

Hunter,  E.  N.  W. 

McLeod,  R.  D.,  Jr. 

Rode,  H.  C,  Jr. 

Hurst,  A.  M. 

McPeake,  L.  J. 

Roedel,  L. 

Townsend,  A.  M. 

Hyatt,  J.  K. 

Meints,  C.  G. 

Rook,  E.  C. 

Tracy,  0.  V. 

Hyde,  J.  D. 

Mellon,  W.  L. 

Rooney,  J.  B. 

Turner,  T.  A.,  Jr. 

Hyman,  W.  M. 

Mercer,  P.  V. 

Rose,  R.  E.,  Jr. 

Verge,  W.  E. 

Ilsemann,  F.  J. 

MlCHELET,  W.  G. 

Roths,  M.  H. 

Vieweg,  W.  V.  R. 

Irish,  E.  W. 

Miller,  H.  B. 

Rucker,  C.  G. 

Vos,  R.  A. 

Jaudon,  L.  B. 

Mills,  M.  A.,  Jr. 

Ruffolo,  L.  J. 

VOSSELLER,  A.  B. 

Johnson,  J.  F. 

Mills,  R.  E. 

Ruhsenberger,  J.  R. 

Waid,  R.  T. 

Johnson,  L.  W. 
Johnson,  R.  F.  J.,  Jr. 
Johnson,  R.  H.  G. 

Minter,  R.  0. 
Mitchell,  W.  J. 
Montgomery,  G.  C. 

Rutt,  B.  L. 
Sall,  H. 
Sanders,  S.,  Jr. 

Walbridge,  V. 
Waldron,  J.  C. 
Walker   D  S 

Jones,  H.  A. 

Moore,  E.  McF. 

Sanford,  J.  R.,  Jr. 

Waller,' G.'W.  D.,  Jr. 
Waller,  R.  R. 
Walsh,  A.  J. 
Warburton,  A.  L. 
Warren,  J.  T. 
Watts,  E. 
Weaver,  P.  L.  F. 
Webb,  R.  C,  Jr. 
Weeden,  W.  W.,  Jr. 
Weir,  A. 

Kanakanui,  W.  A. 
Kappele,  W.  R. 
Kearns,  M.  I. 
Kelly,  S.  G. 
Kennaday,  J.  M. 

Moore,  W.  T. 
Morgan,  A.  M. 
Morrill,  J.  H. 
Morrow,  S.  H. 
Moss,  R.  S. 

Sawyer,  M.  A. 
Sayre,  R.  E. 
Sayres,  C. 

SCHEIBELER,  J.  J. 

Schenck,  C.  A.,  Jr. 

Kent,  H.  G. 
Kerrick,  A.  H. 
Keyer,  R.  A.,  Jr. 
King,  G.  C. 

Murphy,  E.  M. 
Napier,  T.  D. 
Neale,  E.  T. 
Nesser,  C.  J. 

Schreiner,  M. 
Scott,  W.  W. 
Seaward,  E.  T. 
Seay,  E.  A. 

King,  S. 

Newman,  G. 

Sessions,  F.  E.,  Jr. 

Welsh,  D.  E. 

Kirkland,  T.  J.,  Jr. 
Kissam,  G.  D. 

Nichol,  B.  B. 
Norcross,  M.  A. 

Shanklin,  E.  W. 
Shannon,  J.  T. 

Wheeler,  H.  B. 
Whitehead,  E.  W. 

Kline,  A.  R. 

Norman,  0.  L. 

Sharp,  L.  D.,  Jr. 

Wight,  D.  D. 

Kraft,  W.  E. 

Nuesse,  L.  W. 

Sheldon, H.  P. 

Wilkin,  W.  D. 

Kreiser,  A.  W.,  Jr. 

Nunn,  I.  H. 

Shepherd,  C.  E. 

Wilkins,  C.  W. 

Krook,  A.  T. 
Laidlaw,  J.  S. 
Lamberth,  H.  R. 
Landstreet,  J.  C. 
Lankenau, W.  E. 
Larson,  R. W. 
Latimer,  S.  E. 

Oden,  S.  F. 
Oexle,  C.  W. 
Ogle,  G.  B. 
Opie,  J.N.  3d. 
Ostertag,  W.  R. 
Oswald,  A.  H. 
Page,  H.  G. 

Shiebler,  P.  A. 
Shively,  J.  C. 
Short,  W.  B. 
Shropshire,  R.  F. 
Shultz,  T.  J. 
Shumaker,  C.  S. 
Siegrist,  P.  W. 

Wilkinson,  E.  R. 
Williams,  A.  L.,  Jr. 
Williams,  G.  A. 
Williams,  Jack  B. 
Williams,  R.  D. 
Williams,  S.  A. 
Willis,  D.  G. 

Layne,  F.  C. 

Pahl,  J.  R. 

Siegrist,  W.  W. 

Wilson,  H.  K. 

Layton,  E.  T. 

Palmer,  E.  A.,  Jr. 

Simmonds,  N.  B. 

Wilson,  R.  E. 

Lazell,  J.  D. 
Leach,  W.  D.,  Jr. 
Lee,  C.  L. 

Parker,  E.  C. 
Patten,  W.  L. 
Patterson,  G.  W.,  Jr. 

Simmons,  W.  F. 
Simonton,  R.  M. 
Sinclair,  G.  A. 

Winecoff,  C.  L. 
Winslow,  C.  McR.,  Jr. 

WlTMER,  E.  L. 

Legg,  C.  A. 

Penny,  R.  J. 

Singer,  S.  J. 

rj 

Leman,  A.  L.,  Jr. 

Perkins,  A.  N. 

Sisson,  T.  U.,  Jr. 

WOLOWSKY,  J.  E. 

rv 

Leslie,  H.  K. 

Perry,  R.  E. 

Smith,  H.  P. 

Wood,  A.  C. 

1  rj 

Leverett,  A.  B. 

Petersen,  W.  F. 

Smith,  J.  W. 

Wood,  C.  C. 

Lewis,  J.  N.,  Jr. 

Peterson,  G.  Edmund 

Smith,  P.  K. 

Wood,  J.  L. 

Lillard,  J.  S. 

Peterson,  G.  Edward 

Southerland,  T.  C. 

Woodward,  J.  J. 

Lindsay,  G.  M. 

Phelps,  W. 

Southworth,  H  .  B. 

Woodyard,  E.  L. 

Linholm,  A.  R. 

Phillips,  G.  L. 

Spahn,  J.  E. 

Worthington,  J.  M. 

Linthicum,  T.  C. 

Phillips,  N. 

Speer,  J.  G. 

Wray,  H.  W. 

Lishness,  R.  W. 
Lloyd,  D.  J. 

Phillips,  R.  D. 
Playter,  R.  E. 

Spencer,  R. 
Steenberg,  G.  H. 

Wright,  J.  M.  P. 
Wymond,  J.  E. 
Yeomans,  E.  E. 

-J 

Lockhart,  R.  G. 

Pottle,  J.  H.,  Jr. 

Stephens,  E.  W. 

Longfellow,  W.  J. 

Poupeney, D.  B. 

Stevens,  H.  P.,  Jr. 

r-l 

Lovejoy,  J.  D. 

Pratt,  C.  J. 

Stoddard,  G.  M. 

Young,  E.  W. 

rl 

MacDonald,  F.  W. 

Price,  C.  H. 

Stone,  W.  P. 

Young,  R.  C,  Jr. 

.MacLean,  S.  K. 

Purple,  W.  C. 

Stormes,  M  .  C. 

Zelenka,  B.  T. 
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HERE  is  found  in  France  an 
organization,  unique  in  the  charac- 
ter of  its  members  and  in  its  traditions, 
called  the  Foreign  Legion, — that  heroic 
regiment  composed  of  men  from  every 
walk  of  life,  nobles  and  nobodies,  minis- 
ters and  millionaires. 

Any  one  who  had  the  opportunity  to 
look  down  upon  the  class  of  1924,  and 
watch  it  grow  almost  overnight  into 
the  second  largest  that  ever  entered, 
then  watch  it  slowly  shrink  as  the  dif- 
ferent hazards  of  Academy  life  took 
their  toll,  must  have  been  struck  with 
the  analogy  between  the  aforemen- 
tioned body  of  men  and  the  class  of 
1924. 

Called  from  every  walk  of  life,  from 
the  rock-ribbed  coast  of  Maine  to  the 
sun-parched  mesas  of  Arizona,  we  were 
to  be  duly  sworn  in,  and  who  can  forget 
the  thrill  of  that  moment  when  we 
became  "officers  and  gentlemen  in  a 
qualified  sense?" 

Plebe  summer  started  with  its  usual 

heat,   drills,   "shots"   and  newly-made 

"D.  O.'s"  who,  perhaps  more  than  any 
one  else,  will  appreciate  the  analogy  between  the  two  organizations.  According  to  several  outspoken 
ensigns,  we  were  indeed  the  riff-raff  of  the  earth.  Be  that  as  it  may,  we  showed  the  early  inoculation 
of  plenty  of  the  good  old  Navy  spirit  when  the  news  was  flashed  over  that  Navy  had  won  the  cham- 
pionship of  the  world  in  rowing.  A  few  didn't  know  a  crew  shell  from  an  egg-shell  and  thought  a 
"sweep"  to  be  just  what  it  implied;  but  we  yelled  and  snake-danced  and  enjoyed  ourselves  withal. 
Plebe  summer  continued  to  simmer  and  bits  of  news  commenced  to  trickle  in.  Headlines: 
'  'Middies'  Enjoy  Hula  Dances  in  Honolulu."  "  'Middies'  Entertained  in  Seattle."  '  'Middies'  See 
Hollywood  from  the  Inside."  How  we  envied  the  fortunate  ones  and,  as  the  time  for  their  return 
drew  near,  how  we  shivered  in  mortal  dread. 

Cans't  remember  the  night  long  watches  in  the  new  wings  ?  Columbus'  lookout  never  had  a  thing 
on  the  little  plebe  who  joyfully  turned  us  all  out,  on  the  third  night  of  watching,  to  see  those  little 
lights  gleaming  far  out  on  the  Bay. 

Then  dawn,  and  a  sea-weary  mob,  dashing  against  the  sea  wall,  overflowing  into  the  Yard  and 
slowly  trickling  out  the  gates,  headed  north,  east,  south  and  west.  In  fancy  we  jumped  ahead  a 
year  and  imagined  ourselves  landing  after  a  three-months'  cruise  around  the  world  with  the  Crab 
Fleet. 

The  upper  classes  were  gone  but  not  forgotten  and  too  soon,  much  too  soon,  were  they  back  again. 
Moving  day  for  us,  with  service  too  large,  service  too  small,  service  that  fit  most  any  way  at  all. 
New  faces,  new  tables  and  new  customs — 

"Mr.  Gillucky,  your  fork  is  not  an  ornament;   use  it  occasionally.    Also,  what  is  the  d — sert? — 
Chocolate   eclairs?  !  ! —     Ye   gods   and   little   dolphins,   get 
under  and  stay  under!" 

For  the  first  few  days,  we  went  around  in  quite  a  bit  of  a 
hop,  but  things  gradually  cleared  and  commenced  to  take  on 
familiar  shapes.  A  little,  red-covered  book  forced  itself  un- 
pleasantly upon  our  notice,  along  with  divers  other  things. 

But  just  when  we  were  learning  enough  to  bother  our 
"spoons"  and  to  fake  stoopfalls,  a  large  spike  was  tossed  into 
the  machinery  and  "moving  day"  again.  After  moving  our 
own  effects,  a  willing  (?)  hand  was  lent  to  the  others. 

"Here,   Mister,  take  these  up  to  3464  and   after  that, 
move  my  roommate's  gear.     He's  in  the  hospital." 
"Aye,  aye,  sir."     (Cheerfully.) 

Life  drifted  sweetly  on  for  a  while,  'cause  "plebes"  were 
2  p.  o.'s  and  stripers  too.  But  a  general  sigh  of  relief  went 
up  when   "Old   Home  Week"  was  announced,   and  we  all  ^^^-s«\  ^«cOTn«.«.v^>\^l 
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The  Foreign  Legion 

moved  back  in  time  to  give  a  united  4-N  for  the  team  before  they  shoved  off  for  the  Polo  Grounds. 
Who  has  forgotten  or  ever  wdl  forget  an  Army  game?     A  few,  a  very  few,  might  have  spent 
that  evening  in  New  York  visiting  the  Aquarium  and  the  Public  Library,  but  the  majority  set  about 
collecting  choice  titbits  of  experience  to  enliven  their  "Memoirs".     Some  of  them  were  "choice"! 

"Home"  again,  with  a  firm  conviction  to  make  Pete  McKee  President  of  these  United  States. 
We  compromised,  however,  and  made  him  our  own;   and  he  was  much  too  good  to  lose. 

Athletics  and  the  semi-anns  next  engaged  our  attention.  Some  made  good  in  athletics  and  not 
in  the  semi-anns,  others,  vice  versa.  Those  that  bilged  left  us  with  a  good-bye  and  a  feeling  that 
even  their  six  short  months  had  not  been  wasted. 

Those  long  dreary  months  until  June  Week  dragged  slowly  past  and  we  awoke  one  night  to 
hear  the  soothing  sound  of  running  water  trickling  out  of  a  fourth  deck  shower  and  a  rough  voice 
command,  "Hop  in  and  be  washed  of  your  sins,  you  vice-ridden  plebe!"  We  hopped,  we  washed 
and  we  cursed.  But  at  last  the  day  of  days  arrived, — views  of  Harding,  views  of  femmes,  views  of 
heaven  so  soon  to  be.  One  last  command,  "  Brace  up ! "  Then  a  wild  dash  for  Lover's  Lane,  freedom, 
emancipation,  call  it  what  you  will!  The  slaves  of  old  had  nothing  on  us.  A  4-N  for  everybody 
and  "Tain't  no  mo'  plebes!" 

Just  a  day  to  rate  the  world  and  we  shoved  off  for  our  first  cruise.  Many  of  us  had  never  set 
foot  aboard  a  battle-wagon  and  couldn't  tell  a  side-boy  from  a  slice-bar.  Above  decks  wasn't  so 
bad,  but  can  you  remember  trying  to  re-locate  the  scuttle-butt  and  finally,  by  carefully  following 
directions,  ending  up  in  the  steering  engine  room?  One  could  easily  appreciate  the  subtle  meaning 
of  the  phrase,  "lost  at  sea". 

By  the  time  we  reached  Norway's  fjords,  we  had  everything  solved  and  knew  just  where  the 
best  caulking  places  were. 

Norway  was  superb,  Portugal  was  wonderful,  Gibraltar  was  good,  while  Guantanamo  was,  and 
always  will  be,  just  Guantanamo.     Still,  it  gave  us  a  chance  to  claim  that  we  had  been  to  Cuba. 
Leaving  Guantanamo,  we  made  the  usual  rough  trip  up  the  coast  and  one  day  dropped  the  old  mud- 
hook    just    where    we    had 
picked  it  up  three  months' 
previous.       Now    was    our 
chance  to  make  our  dreams 
of  the  year  before  come  true, 
and   each   one  of  us   in  his 
own  way  did  his  best. 

Cans't  remember  that 
feeling  of  worldly  sophistica- 
tion, that  inimitable  s avoir 
jaire  with  which  you  boarded 
your  Pullman  and  handed 
the  shiny  B.  B.  and  B.  bag 
with  all  it's  foreign  labels  to 
the  waiting  porter?  Them 
were  the  happy  days!  To 
lounge  around  the  old  home- 


Porl    Running  Light — Bright  Light,  Sir 


Perfect  Behavior 
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How  Long  is  Ignorance  Bliss? 

stead  and  regale  the  natives  with  some  of  the 
aforementioned  choice  bits  of  personal  experi- 
ence! 

We  lived  for  the  present,  but  September 
sped  by  and  left  us  again  just  where  we  had 
started,  but  with  a  whole  year  to  look  back 
upon  and  a  new  shiny  stripe  upon  which  to 
gaze.  As  Youngsters,  we  felt  generally  that 
upon  our  shoulders  rested  the  future  of  the 
Navy,  and  many  were  the  mistakes  we  made 
and  many  were  the  rows  ere  that  idea  was 
banished.  At  times,  we  thought  the  Navy  was 
headed  for  hell  and,  at  other  times,  we  knew  it 
was,  but  to  our  surprise  and  relief  it  managed 
to  survive  and  function  as  usual. 

Youngster  year  served  to  bring  us  a  little 
more  clearly  and  a  trifle  more  favorably  into 
the  spotlight.  "Little  Steve"  blazed  his  way 
to  a  niche  in  the  Hall  of  Fame  and  '24  did  its 
share  to  keep  the  wheels  going  round. 

The  "riled  youngster"  situation  gradually 
settled  and  cleared,  we  lost  some  more  from 
"The  Legion"  but  those  left  were  only  bound 
together  with  a  more  unified  spirit. 

June  Week  and  Second  Class  cruise  to  the 
West  Indies  are  old  stories  to  us,  but  stories  we 
shall  never  tire  of  hearing.  A  little  more  re- 
sponsibility and  a  little   more  liberty,   for  we 


"Eyes  Right"- 


were  Second  Classmen.  The  additional  gold 
stripe  didn't  carry  with  it  the  same  thrill  as  the 
first  but  'twas  nevertheless  just  as  greatly 
appreciated. 

September  flew  by  again,  but,  being  old  hands 
at  the  game,  we  knew  how  to  make  the  very 
most  of  it.  Every  minute  was  made  to  yield 
something,  and  "caulking  periods"  were  rele- 
gated to  the  future. 

Second  Class  year  proved  early  to  be  a  year 
for  adaptability.  You  either  accepted  new 
conditions  and  made  the  best  of  them,  or  suf- 
fered. Luckily,  most  of  us  proved  to  be  regular 
chameleons  when  it  came  to  changing  ourselves 
to  conform  with  new  conditions. 

New  subjects  that  savored  of  the  "Service" 
impressed  upon  us  that  at  last  we  were  studying 
to  be  naval  officers.  The  why  and  the  where- 
fore of  lots  of  things  became  more  clear.  We 
discovered  as  Second  Class  year  went  by,  that 
we  were,  in  a  small  way,  part  of  the  "Service", 
and  felt  in  our  hearts  a  little  proud  to  be  a  part. 

^  Election  of  a  new  class  president  for  the  com- 
ing  year   next   occupied   our   minds.      "Pete" 


The  Brutes  {According  to  the   Newspapers) 

decided  that  he  had  borne  the  cares  of  state  too 
long  and  did  not  enter  into  the  campaign.  Mills 
and  Harris  were  the  logical  candidates,  but  the 
former  won  by  a  good  majority.  As  the  year 
went  by  and  different  difficulties  arose,  we 
realized  that  our  choice  had  been  wise.  Even 
Uncle  Henry  complimented  us  on  the  ability 
we  had  of  picking  good  presidents. 

The  conglomerate  mixture  that  was  likened 
to  the  "Foreign  Legion"  simmered  and  settled 
under  the  refining  influences  of  Academy  life 
and  after  three  years  we  feel  willing  and  able 
to  carry  on  when  '23  bids  us  a  farewell  and 
says,  "Twenty-Four,  take  charge." 

May  we  profit  by  their  mistakes,  and  forget, 
as  they  did,  petty,  selfish  aims  "for  the  good  of 
the  Service." 
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Abercrombie,  M.  B.,  Jr. 
Adams,  R.  L. 
Agnew,  W.  W.,  Jr. 
Ahlgren,  G.  O. 
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Allen,  R.  F. 
Allen,  R.  N. 
Allgood,  D.  M. 
Amundson,  J.  A. 


Anderson,  C.  H.,  Jr 
Appleby,  H.  B. 
Austin,  C.  E. 
Babcock,  H.  H. 


Bacon,  B.  E.,  Jr. 
Badger,  A.  J. 
Bailey,  C.  M. 
Bailey,  M.  H. 


Baines,  G.  W. 
Banks,  J.  O.,  Jr. 
Barnhart,  P.  C. 
Bataga,  E.  M. 
Beard,  D.  C. 
Beck,  E.  L. 
Beecher,  W.  G.,  Jr. 
Beers,  W.  H.,  Jr. 
Behan,  A.  C. 
Beiser,  C.  R. 
Bell,  H.  B.,  Jr. 
Benson,  W.  H. 
Benson,  W.  L. 
Benz,  A.  J. 
Bevan,  C.  D.,  Jr. 
Biggs,  F.  D. 
Biggs,  G.  P. 
Billing,  F.  C. 
Birmingham,  W. 
Blackwell,  C.  L. 
Blakeslee,  H.  W. 
Blanchard,  J.  D. 
Blurton,  C.  H. 

BoLSTAD,  B.  L. 

Bond,  C.  A. 
Bradbury,  W.  M. 
Brant,  E.  V. 
Brash,  F.  C.  C. 
Brennan,  J.  W. 
Brian,  H.  T. 
Briggs,  C. 
Brink,  F.  H. 


Brittain,  M.  C. 
Broadbent,  J.  H. 
Broadley,  C.  V. 
Brown,  J.  B. 
Brown,  J.  G. 
Brown,  T.  M. 

BUERKLE,  E.  C. 

Burhans,  C.  H. 
Burkhead,  L.  H. 
Burling,  D.  O. 
Burrowes,  T.,  Jr. 
Burton,  J.  D.,  Jr. 
Bush,  D.  A. 
Caldwell,  R.  S. 
Carpenter,  D.  N. 
Carrington,  J.  H. 
Cash,  J.  B. 
Champlin,  J.  S. 
Charles,  R.  W. 
Charlson,  J.  A.,  Jr. 
Chillingworth,  C.  F.,  Jr. 
Chitwood,  J.  S. 
Christensen,  W.  N. 
Clark,  J.  R. 
Clark,  P.  M. 
Clark,  R.  S. 
Cleland,  J.  B.,  Jr. 
Clyde,  P.  M. 
Colborn,  W.  B. 
Coleman,  R.  I. 
Collins,  C.  J. 
Combs,  B.  C. 


Compton,  P.  D. 
Cooper,  J.  E. 
Copping,  B.  S. 
Cowie,  T.  R. 
Cox,  G.  Mc  C. 
Creasor,  P.  S. 
Criddle,  C.  R. 
Crommelin,  H. 
Cronin,  R.  E. 
Crosley,  P.  C. 
Crowley,  E.  D. 
Crudup,  J.  B. 
Culbert,  W. 
Culver,  I.  G. 
Dahlke,  H.  O. 
Daniel,  T.  S. 
Davidson,  W.  B. 
Davis,  E.  J. 
Davis,  R.  Jr. 
Dawson,  K.  V. 
Day,  DeV.  L. 
Day,  J.  S. 
Dearth,  H.  F. 
Delaney,  J.  F.,  Jr. 
De  Shazo,  J.  P. 
Dillavou,  C.  A. 
Dotzler,  T.  R. 
Dowden,  J.  P. 
Dreier,  D.  C. 
Drury,  M.  J. 

DUFEK,  G.  J. 

Duncan,  R.  J. 


Dunlap,  M.  G. 
Durnell,  F.  L. 
Dyer,  J.  R. 
Dyer,  R.  L. 
Eaton,  W.  A. 
Edmundson,  E.  H. 
Eggers,  F.  B. 
Eller,  E.  M. 
Elliott,  R.  E. 
Farrell,  A.  D.  J. 
Fee,  G.  E. 
Fenno,  F.  W.,  Jr. 
Ferguson,  H.  L.,  Jr. 
Ferguson,  J.  A. 
Field,  B.  H. 
Fitzgerald,  J.  E. 
FitzGerald,  P.  H. 
Florance,  J.  E. 
Foos,  R.  P. 
Ford,  W.  C. 
Foss,  W.  I.,  Jr. 
Fountain,  F.  F. 
Fowler,  G.  B. 
Fowler,  T.  F. 
French,  J.  F.  H. 
Funk,  E.  W. 
Gaines,  R.  K. 
Gallery,  W.  0. 
Gardner,  R.  N. 
Gebhart,  T.  D. 
Gellhorn,  G.,  Jr. 
Gibbs,  R.  H. 
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Gibson,  P.  F.,  Jr. 
Giese,  A.  A. 
Gill,  C.  B 
Gill,  G.  C. 
Gingras,  R.  H. 
Goetz,  C.  M. 

GOLDENSON,  D. 
GOODNEY,  W.  K. 

Goodwin,  E.  S.  L. 
Goodwin,  J.  F. 
Gordinier,  V.  F. 
Goudeau,  L.  C. 

GOULETT,  W.  B. 

Graham,  W.  W.,  Jr. 
Graubart,  A.  H. 
Greenlee,  D.  G.,  Jr. 
Gregerson,  C.  E. 
Griep,  E.  F. 
Griffin,  J.  H. 
Grimes,  C.  G. 
Grove,  R.  L. 
Gunther,  L.  E. 
Guthrie,  R.  A. 
Haddad,  E.  F. 
Haley,  F.  G. 
Hamilton,  R.  M. 
Hammock,  J.  C. 
Hammond,  S.  A.,  Jr. 
Hank,  W.  E. 
Hanlon,  P.  J. 
Hanna,  J.  R. 
Harcourt,  S.  H. 
Harlow,  J.  B. 
Harper,  T.  B. 
Harris,  A.  E. 
Harris,  H.  D. 
Hart,  J.  N. 
Hartzell,  P.  A. 
Haugen,  C.  E. 
Haviland,  J.  W.,  3d. 
Headden,  W.  R. 
Hede,  A. 

Henderson,  H.  H. 
Heneberger,  H.  B. 

HlCKEY,  T.  J. 

Hicks,  J.  M., 
Hirst,  G.  C,  Jr. 
Hoag,  L.  F. 
Hobbs,  I.  E. 

HoFFNER,  C.  C. 

Hogaboom,  R.  E. 
Hord,  P.  W. 

HOURIHAN,  J.  J. 

House,  J.  C. 
Howard,  W.  B.,  Jr. 
Howard,  W.  S.,  Jr. 
Howe,  H.  W. 
Howeth,  L.  S. 
Howlett,  K.  S.,  Jr. 
Hubbard,  H.  E. 
Hughes,  J.  G.,  Jr. 
Hull,  D.  R. 
Hurd,  K.  C. 
Hurt,  D.  A. 
Ivey,  J.  C. 
Jackson,  A.,  Jr. 
Jarrell,  A.  £. 
Jensen,  C.  M. 
Johns,  J.  G. 
Johnson,  R.  C. 
Johnson,  T.  W.,  Jr. 
Johnson,  V.  E. 
Johnson,  W.  W. 
Jones,  F.  A. 
Jordan,  J.  B. 
Karns,  F.  D.,  Jr. 
Kelley,  B.  D. 
Kf.rshnkr,  G.  F. 
Kiel,  P.  J. 


Kimes,  T.  J. 

KlMZEY,  R.  P. 

King,  G.  J. 

King,  S.  H. 

Kirten,  W.,  Jr. 

Kivette,  F.  N. 

Knowles,  J.  P. 

Kramer,  A.  D. 

Krieg,  W.  B. 

Laffan,  J.  J. 

Lambrecht,  J.  0. 

Landers,  J.  J. 

Landers,  W.  N. 

Lane,  J.  A. 

Lankford,  C.  K. 

Lanston,  A.  G. 

Larkin,  R.  A. 

Larson,  H.  0. 

Latrobe,  W.  C. 

Lawrence,  J.  R. 

Leahey,  G.  A.,  Jr. 

Lee,  E.  S. 

Leggett,  A.  B. 

Le  Hardy,  L.  M. 

Leicht,  J. 
Lent,  W.  A. 
Lester,  T. 
Lewis,  J.  H. 
Lind,  W.  G.  H. 
Lion,  P.  M.,  Jr. 
Locke,  P.  G. 
Long,  J.  H. 
Long,  V.  D. 
Loomis,  B.  B. 
Loomis,  F.  K. 
Loos,  W.  M. 
Love,  H.  H. 
Lovelace,  W.  F.,  Jr. 
Lowery,  S.  J. 
Ludewig,  J.  W. 
Luke,  A.  A. 
Luke,  R.  H. 
Lyon,  H.  N. 
Lyon,  P.  H. 
Lyons,  R.  R. 
MacIntyre,  A. 
MacKinnon,  R.  M. 
Madsen,  H.  V.  B. 
Mahoney,  G.  F. 
Malone,  C.  F. 
Mann,  E.  E. 
Markham,  L.  M.,  Jr. 
Marshall,  H.  N. 
Marshall,  W.  J. 
Mason,  R. 
Mathis,  D. 
Matson,  R.  H. 
May,  B.,  2d. 
Mayer,  W.  S.,  Jr. 
McAdam,  S.  T.,  Jr. 

McAuLIFFE,  C.  L. 

McCall,  F.  B. 
McDaniel,  C.  DeM 
McFall,  E.  A. 
McFarlane,  R.  N. 
McGeoy,  T.  J. 
McGirr,  W.  P. 
McGlasson,  G. 
McGown,  M.  Y.,  Jr. 
McGraw,  T.  M. 
McKinney,  C.  S. 
McMurtrey,  T.  B. 
McNairy,  R.  M. 
McNally,  J.  A. 
McNulta,  H.,  Jr. 
McShane,  J.  J. 
Melgaard,  J.  L. 
Melintz,  P.  R. 
Mensing,  R.  J.  K. 


Messmer,  W.  L. 
Miller,  C.  F. 
Miller,  H.  F. 
Miller,  James.  M. 
Miller,  John  M. 
Miller,  Lermond  H. 
Millott,  A.  T. 
Mitchell,  H. 
Mitchell,  R.  F.,  Jr. 
Moeller,  W.  F. 
Moore,  A.  E. 
Moore,  A.  S. 
Moore,  C.  H. 
Moore,  J.  G. 
Morrison,  C.  H.  B. 
Morrison,  J.  K..  Jr. 
Moseley,  S.  P. 

MOWATT,  W.  P. 

Mumma,  M.  C.,  Jr. 
Munroe,  F.  A.,  Jr. 
Murphy,  J.  W.,  Tr. 
Muth,  E.  G. 
Naquin,  O.  F. 
Nellis,  R.  E. 
Nevins,  J.  H.,  Jr. 
New,  W.  A. 
Newton,  E.  P.,  Jr. 
Newton,  W.  S. 
Nickerson,  R.  B. 
Nonweiler,  K.  H. 
Norman,  R.  G. 
Norris,  E.  A. 
O'Brien,  W.  J. 
Ogden,  S.  N. 
O'Hara,  J.  B. 
O'Keefe,  G.  F. 
O'Neil,  C.  H. 
Orville,  H.  T. 
Overstreet,  G.  J. 
Overstreet,  J-  W.,  Jr. 
Owers,  F.  D. 
Page,  W.  A. 
Palmer,  R.  C. 
Parke,  D.  D. 
Parker,  E.  N. 
Parker,  T.  C. 
Parks,  L.  S. 
Paro,  E.  E. 
Paul,  A.  C. 
Pease,  A.  C. 
Pefly,  A.  R. 
Pellman,  S.  F. 
Peterson,  D.  A. 
Peterson,  M.  R. 
Petross,  L.  C. 
Phelan,  G.  R. 
Pickens,  H.  H. 
Pickton,  W.  H. 

POORE,  J.   B. 

Porter,  W.  F. 
Pound,  H.  C. 
Powell,  M.  A. 
Printup,  C.  A. 
Purmort,  G.  L. 
Purvis,  R.  S.,  Jr. 
Putnam,  W.  H. 
Pyne,  S.  N. 
Query,  J.  V.,  Jr. 
Quinn,  A.  R. 
Rahiser,  M.  S. 
Rainer,  G.  B. 
Randolph,  R.  B. 
Ranson,  R.  R. 
Ray,  C.  C. 
Reamy,  T.  G. 
Reeves,  I.  S.  K.,  Jr. 
Reith,  E.  V. 
Reppy,  J.  D. 
Reynolds,  C.  D. 


Rhodes,  W.  K. 
Rice,  H.  P. 
Richardson,  E.  C. 
Ritter,  P.  O. 
Roberts,  D.  G. 
Roberts,  L.  W. 
Robertson,  J.  B.,  Jr. 
Robinson,  J.  M. 
Rorschach,  A.  L. 
Rosenberg,  M. 
Ross,  D.  A. 
Ryan,  C.  M. 
Sampson,  W.  B. 
Sarrasin,  W.  J. 
Schell,  R.  H.  E. 
Schieke,  H.  E. 
Schleif,  E.  L. 

SCHONLAND,  H.  E, 

Schrefer,  C.  J. 

SCHUETZ,  C.  C. 
SCHULTZ,  W.  C. 

Scott,  J.  M. 
Scruggs,  J.  M. 
Seabury,  C.  C. 
Sears,  N.  W. 
Sentman,  R.  A. 
Shahan,  W.  H. 
Shelton,  A.  A. 
Shewell,  C.  T. 
Sides  J.  H. 
Sigel,  C.  H. 

SlHLER,  W. 

Silsbee,  C.  S. 
Sima,  F.  F. 
Simms,  H.  A. 
Simpson,  S.  D. 
Sims,  G.  L. 
Singer,  W.  T. 
Slaven,  F.  W. 
Sledge,  A. 
Sleeth,  E.  E. 
Smith,  C.  C. 
Smith,  C.  L. 
Smith,  D.  E. 
Smith,  H.  F. 
Smith,  J.  M. 
Smith,  J.  S.,  Jr. 
Smith,  L.R. 
Smith,  Rodman  D. 
Smith,  Royal  S. 
Smith,  Russell  S. 
Smith,  S.  P. 
Snedeker,  J. 
Sowell,  J.  C. 
Spiller,  J.  H. 
Stanley,  W.  H.,  Jr. 
Steele,  J.  W. 
Stephens,  J.  M. 
Stickney,  F.  R. 
Stillman,  J.  H. 
Stolz,  F.  R. 
Stone,  H.  L. 
Straub,  W.  C. 
Strong,  W.H. 
Stryker,  J.  W. 
Stubbs,  D. 
Sturcken, W.  A. 
Sugent,  L.  F. 
Sullivan,  C.  M. 
Sullivan,  E.  D. 
Swinburne,  E.  R. 
Syvester,  M.  D. 
Tarbox,  G.  E.,  Jr. 
Taylor,  E.  B. 
Taylor,  J.  D.,  3d. 
Terry,  W.  E. 
Thomas,  F.  J. 
Thomas,  T.  C. 
Thompson,  A.  B. 


308 


Thompson,  W.  K. 
Thomson,  H.  P. 
Thomson,  R.  S. 
Thorington,  A.  C. 
Thornton,  R.  T.,  Jr. 
Tibbitts,  P.  P. 

TlMBERLAKE,  F.  S. 

Todd,  G.  L. 
Tolman,  C.  E.,  Jr. 
Tonseth,  T.  H. 
Tracy,  A.  H. 
Trainer,  H.  G. 
Triebe,  E.  J. 
Truesdell,  W.  H. 
Trumble,  E.  J. 
Truxall,  C.  W 
Tucker,  D.  P. 


Tullsen,  W. 

Turner,  R.  H. 

Turney,  W.  L. 

Tuzo,  P.  B.,  Jr. 

Tweedy,  E. 

Tyree,  D.  M. 

Uhlig,  F.  J. 

Vanasse,  R.  B. 

Van  Metre,  M. 

van  Nagell,  J.  R. 

Varian,  D.  C. 

Veeder,  W.  S. 

Voce,  R.  G. 

von  Kleeck,  E.  St.  C,  Jr. 

Wagner,  H. 

Walker,  E.  K. 

Wallace,  L. 


Wanglin,  B.  C,  Jr. 
Warder,  F.  B. 
Waterman,  H.  C. 
Waters,  H.  T. 
Weeks,  C.  S. 
Wellings,  J.  H. 
West,  M.  J. 
Weston,  L.  T. 
Wheelock,  A.  W. 
White,  P. 
White,  T.  C. 
Wickizer,  V.  D. 
Williams,  F.  P. 
Williams,  K. 
Williamson,  S.  R. 

WlLLINGHAM,  J.  H., 


H. 


Jr. 


Wilson,  G.  A.,  3d. 
Wilson,  J.  E. 
Wishart,  C.  A. 
Wogan,  R.  S. 
Wolcott,  T. 
Wood,  H.,  Jr. 
Woodbridge,  B. 
Wright,  B.  W. 
Wright,  F.  B. 
Wright,  G.  C. 
Wright,  W.  L. 
Wyly,  L.  B. 
York,  A.  T. 
Young,  C.  H. 
Zitzewitz,  E.  K 
Zuber,  A. 


Voungsters 


When  you  see  one  of  those  Naval  Academy  inmates  with  his  left  arm  swung  out 
in  full  view,  his  left  shoulder  slightly  lowered  from  the  increased  weight  of  that  one 
diag,  you  can  mark  him  as  one  of  the  carefree;  he's  a  Youngster.  Salty!  Why,  he 
imagines  himself  covered  with  brine  from  several  trips  around  the  Horn.  He  tries 
to  add  to  this  imaginary  brininess  by  adorning  himself  with  all  the  nonreg  articles 
obtainable;  he  is  without  responsibility,  so  he  just  naturally  takes  the  plebes  into 
custody,  sometimes  to  his  own  regret  but  mostly  to  the  Plebe's.  He  sustains  none 
of  the  weight  of  ye  goode  olde  Bancroft  Hall.  His,  is  only  to  secure  another  diag 
and  be  happy. 

With  this  felicitous  attitude  he  began  the  academic  year.  At  first  it  was  to  his 
disgust  that  he  found  that  the  once  looked  on  as  a  carefree  life  of  a  Youngster  did 
not  hold  within  its  realm  all  the  wondrous  privileges  of  existence  that  Plebe  year 
had  taught  him  to  imagine.  He  looks  back  upon  his  own  Plebe  year,  so  different 
from  this  Plebe  year,  and  naturally  says,  "Now,  when  I  was  a  Plebe — ■ — ■!"  He 
always  begins  the  academic  year  with  that  which  is  considered  by  many  as  a  handi- 
cap, the  sweet  memories  of  his  romances  which  are  many  and  varied.  He  has 
either  fallen  for  the  winsomeness  of  some  fair  damsel  in  Panama  or  Halifax  and  im- 
mediately begins  forming  plans  to  spend  his  Christmas  leave  in  Halifax,  or  tries  to 
figure  the  chance  and  probability  of  a  cruise  to  Panama  next  year.  Few,  if  any, 
do  not  succumb  to  the  charms  of  some  flapper  either  on  the  cruise  or  on  Sep  leave. 
The  latter  being  the  most  irritating  of  the  species,  for  no  radiator  bull  fest  is  com- 
pleted without  the  whole  gang  learning  the  charming  characteristics  of  a  certain 
Helen  of  Troy  that  only  a  Youngster  can  imagine. 

Consequently,  when  he  encounters  the  foul-mouthed  dragon,  Skinny,  which 
envelops  him  with  its  chemical  fires,  and  the  dreaded  ogre,  Calculus,  he  applies 
Skinny  to  the  famous  quotation,  "It  is  beyond  the  scope  of  this  text,"  and  begins  to 
integrate  some  fair  femme  between  the  definite  integrals  of  life  and  love.  No  won- 
der he  immediately  becomes  a  snake,  because  of  his  previous  Red  Mike  year.  It 
is  his  one  motive  to  show  the  other  upper  classes  that  they  don't  drag  all  the  good- 
looking  femmes. 

Faint  recollections  of  the  cruise,  a  night  at  Kelly's,  or  Northwest  Arm  saturates 
his  mind,  and  he  immediately  wishes  to  spread  the  dope  about  a  midwinter  cruise 
on  account  of  the  heat,  especially  if  he  was  on  the  black  gang  while  in  the  tropics. 
He  is  the  original  dope  hound,  not  meaning  the  kind  of  dope  retrieving  the  meaning 
of  anything. 
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If  some  fair  femme  has  not  distracted  his  mind  from  the  straight  and  narrow 
path  of  academics,  he  begins  to  plan  how  to  press  the  joy  of  a  whole  year  in  one 
night  and  this  he  generally  does  on  the  eve  following  the  Army-Navy  game.  That 
night  is  one  of  the  biggest  in  his  entire  career  as  a  Youngster.  He  generally  does 
everything  from  relieving  the  traffic  cop — to  proclaiming  himself  one  of  the  grand- 
est opera  singers  on  the  circuit. 

Then  he  has  only  three  weeks  to  come  from  the  influence  of  that  night  with  all 
its  cocktails  and  bewitching  femmes  and  to  plan  a  happy  Christmas  leave  with  his 
folks  and  the  O.  A.  O.  At  the  same  time  he  begins  to  work  for  that  2.6  that  will 
prevent  his  name  from  appearing  on  the  Christmas  tree.  This  tree  does  not  bear 
the  fruits  of  Christmas  leave,  nor  velvet  for  the  semi-anns. 

Distracted  by  femmes,  joyrides,  parties,  everything  known  to  a  Youngster  on 
his  Christmas  leave,  he  returns  as  a  paroled  prisoner  to  withstand  his  third  reckon- 
ing with  the  academic  department.  If  he  has  succeeded  in  erasing  all  the  Stars 
opposite  his  name  upon  the  M.  C.'s  desk  of  these  departments,  or  if  he  has  kept 
them  from  sending  the  trees  to  press  with  his  name  on  them,  he  may  not  succumb 
to  their  treachery. 

Between  all  these  joy-bringing  happenings,  he  has  besides  the  academic  care,  a 
few  tete-a-tetes  with  the  two  most  charming  yard  engines  of  the  Academy,  Obedi- 
ence and  Fidelity.  The  former  has  such  alluring  charms  that  she  even  leads  you 
to  do  everything  that  you  are  told,  while  the  latter  leads  you  to  trust  the  most  be- 
guiling. The  sooner  he  learns  that  too  lengthy  flirtations  with  these  two  crabs 
entitles  him  to  a  week-end  cruise  on  the  Reina  and  the  privilege  (if  it  may  be  called 
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that)  of  being  a  charter  member  of  the  Positive  Action  squad,  the  better  for  his 

personal  comfort. 

Four  days,  he  vows  he  will  sleep  every  one  of  them,  but  when  Easter  rolls  around 

he  may  sleep  from  nine  to  ten  in  the 
morning,  but  we  doubt  it.  Again,  he 
tries  to  live  a  lifetime  in  four  days.  Wash- 
ington, Baltimore,  New  York,  Philadel- 
phia are  not  unknown  of  the  places  that 


he  invariably  seeks  this  pleasure.  At  this  time  the  effect  of  Spring  is  wonderful, 
again  he  finds  a  passing  fancy  and  then — Oh!  if  radiators  could  tell  tales  many 
fair  femmes  would  blush  at  the  flattery. 

Then  comes  the  final  drive,  the  anns;  with  two  months  for  velvet,  but  old  King 
Spring-Fever  attacks  the  victims  and  drives  them  into  the  Just-Get-By-World. 
This  fourth  reckoning  with  the  academic  department  pays  for  liberties  in  foreign  lands. 

A  Youngster  comes  onto  the  final  great  privilege  that  has  been  denied  him  in 
the  past.  This  is  dragging  for  a  whole  week.  Elinor  Glyn  writes,  "  Seven  perfect 
days  make  a  heavenly  week."  What  could  be  more  heavenly  than  seven  perfect 
days  to  coo  into  her  ear  everything  from  living  on  an  Ensign's  pay  to  adorning  the 
Supe's  residence!     Why  not?     He  rates  his  miniature  now.     Tempis  fugit. 

After  all,  this  year  with  its  hardships,  its  pleasures,  has  made  us  feel  as  we  are  a 
component  part  a  cog  in  a  great  machine.  That  upon  us  as  well  as  the  ranking 
Admiral  lies  the  responsibility  of  the  efficiency  of  the  Service.  As  it  begins  to 
become  the  past,  it  makes  us  look  upon  it  with  tender  feelings.  We  mourn  the  loss 
of  members  of  our  class  by  resignations  and  by  the  call  of  the  Almighty. 

It  has  been  a  pleasure  to  be  under  the  guiding  influence  of  '23  and  we  look  for- 
ward to  the  time  when  we  shall  be  junior  brothers  in  the  Service  with  them. 
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Abel,  A.  D. 
Abele,  M.  L. 
Adair,  Charles 
Adams,  C.  B. 
Adams,  M.  S. 
Addison,  E.  S. 
Agnew,  D.  M. 
Aichel,  A.  M. 
Aitkens,  L.  J.  S. 
Alba,  B.  M. 
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Albertson,  D.  G. 
Alexander,  D.  W. 
Allen,  W.  G. 
Alverson,  T.  T. 
Anderson,  W.  L. 
Anderson,  W.  W.,  Jr. 
Armentrout,  E.  W.,  Jr. 
Armstrong,  J.  M.  B.  R. 
Armstrong,  R.  G. 
Ashton,  E.  J. 


Ashton,  R.  K. 
Asserson,  W.  C,  Jr. 
Atkeson,  J.  C. 
Aylward,  T.  C.,  Jr. 
Baker,  G.  D. 
Baker,  R.  D.  C. 
Ballman,  H.  E. 
Banks,  N.  K. 
Barker,  N.  C. 
Barron,  B.  B. 


-   Barry,  D. 
Bell,  John  R. 
Benjamin,  A. 
Benner,  K.  W. 
Bergeron,  H.  J. 
Bernet,  A.  E.,  Jr. 
Bernstein,  H.  E. 
Bidwell,  E.  F. 
Biederman,  K.  J. 
Bierer,  B.B.,  Jr. 
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Bird,  J.  L. 
Birtwell,  D.  T.,  Jr. 
Black,  F.  L. 
Black,  H.  D. 
Black,  J.  F. 
Blinn,  W.  C. 
Boaz,  R.  McF. 
Boileau,  A.  R. 

BoLLING,  T.  D. 

Bond,  B.  B. 
Boorse,  H.  A. 
Boughton,  E.  J.,  3d. 
Boyle,  C.  L. 
Brady,  U.  S.,  Jr. 
Brady,  W.  M. 
Branneman,  L. 
Brewer,  J.  T. 
Briner,  C.  E. 
Bristor,  W.  B. 
Brooks,  L.  W. 
Broussard,  C. 
Brown,  B.  F. 
Brown,  D.  C. 
Brown,  F.  B. 
Brown,  J.  W. 
Brown,  R.  E.,  Jr. 
Brownie,  J.  R. 
Brownfield,  J.  H. 
Brumfield,  J.  S. 
Bruton,  H.  C. 


Buchanan,  C.  A. 
Burchett,  V.  B. 
Burke,  S.  F. 
Burnside,  J.  L.,  Jr. 
Burr,  R.  S. 
Busck,  V.  K. 
Busey,  F.  L. 
Bushnell,  W. 
Butler,  A.  H. 
Bptler,  C.  C. 
Butler,  F.  T. 
Byrne,  J.  F. 
Caldwell,  E.  S. 
Callaghan,  W.  C. 
Callahan,  J.  W. 
Camp,  F.  C. 
Campbell,  D.  G. 
Campbell,  G. 
Campbell,  G.  W. 
Campbell,  N.  R. 
Caplinger,  R.  T. 
Carlson,  S.  A. 
Carmody,  F.  X.,  Jr. 
Carney,  K.  B. 
Carpenter,  C.  L. 
Carpenter,  W.  H. 
Carroll,  C.  R. 
Carter,  J.  W. 
Case,  W.  S. 
Cavenagh,  R.  W. 


Cease,  L.  W. 
Cecil,  A.  B. 
Chapel,  C.  E. 
Chichester,  W.  0.  W. 
Chittenden,  J.  W. 
Chrismon,  J.  A. 
Claiborne,  H.  deB. 
Clark,  M.  W. 
Clark,  W.  S. 
Clarke,  R.  S. 
Clay,  M.  W. 
Clement,  C.  L. 
Cobb,  W.  F. 
Cochran,  J.  B. 
Cockell,  W.  A. 
Coleman,  D.  B. 
Coleman,  V.  S. 
Coll,  J.  0.  R. 
Collins,  R.C. 
Colyer,  L.,  Jr. 
Conley,  T.  F.,  Jr. 
Cooke,  J.  C. 
Cooper,  W.  G. 
Corbin,  C.  T. 
Corn,  R.  E. 
Cornell,  K.  H. 
Cornwell,  R.  W. 
Cox,  G.  A. 
Craig,  K. 
Crandell,  D.  A. 


Crane,  J.  J. 
Crawford,  M.  S. 
Crider,  L.  A. 
Crissman,  G.  G. 
Crombe,  C.  E. 
Crosser,  B.  R. 
Crowley,  A.  F. 
Curran,  P.  M. 
Curtis,  H.  F. 
Custer,  B.  S. 
Daix,  J.  R. 
Davis,  E.  S. 
Davisson,  F.  A. 
Day,  C.  N. 
Dean,  J.  L. 
De  La  Barre,  R.  E. 
Densmore,  S.  W. 
Devlin,  J.  0.,  Jr. 
DeWolff,  R.  R. 
Dickey,  W.  E. 
Dickinson,  B.  W. 
Dietrich,  H.  T. 
Dodson,  E.  N.,  Jr. 
Dolan,  W.  A.,  Jr. 
Donahue,  F.  J. 
Dorrell,  C.  V. 
Dow,  L.  J. 
Drew,  E.  J. 
Drew,  M.  E. 
Duckett,  0.  B.,  Jr. 
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Dudley,  P.  L. 

Greene,  H.  W. 

Kenny,  W.  T. 

Miller,  T.  R. 

DUERFELDT,  C.  H. 

Greenslade,  J.  F. 

King,  L.  M. 

Miller,  W.,  Jr. 

Duke,  J.  M. 

Greenwald,  J.  A.,  Jr. 

Klimas,  B.  E. 

Miller,  W.  H. 

Dunlap,  S.  B. 

Grenfell,  E.  W. 

Kline,  W.  F. 

Miller,  W.  J. 

Dunn,  C.  C. 

Greytak,  J.  J. 

Kobey,  T.  H. 

Mills,  D.  L. 

Dunn,  J.  A. 

Griggs,  G.  E. 

Koonce,  A.  C. 

Mills,  E.  P. 

Dyer,  Walter  L. 

Grinager,  K.  P. 

Kunz,  C.  A. 

Milton,  H.  V. 

Dyer,  William  L. 

Groff,  R.  H. 

La  Force,  A.  H. 

Moneysmith,  G.  A. 

Dyson,  H.  J. 

Grover,  P.  M. 

Lahn,  J.  A. 

Montagriff,  B.  P. 

Eakens,  J.  C. 

Gsell,  H.  H. 

Lamb,  R.  S. 

Moore,  M.  E. 

Eaton,  S.  W. 

Gulick,  R.  M. 

Lambert,  R.  D. 

Moore,  R.  R. 

Ebert,  H. 

GULLETT,  W.  M. 

Lane,  J.  M. 

Morgan,  P.  S.,  Jr. 

Eddy,  W.  C. 

Gunderson,  G.  B. 

Langley,  T.  R. 

MORONY,  J.  J. 

Edwards,  H.  L. 

Gurney,  M.  B. 

Larson,  C.  0. 

Morrison,  J.  A. 

Elliott,  C.  P.,  Jr. 

Habel,  N.  J. 

Latimer,  J.  L.,  Jr. 

Moses,  C.  W. 

Elliott,  E.  W. 

Hackett,  T.  E.,  Jr. 

Leahy,  W.  H. 

Moses  G.  W.,  Jr. 

Elliott,  T.  P. 

Haerlin,  F.  L.,  Jr. 

Lee,  F.,  2d. 

Moss,  J.  A. 

Ellis,  R.  B. 

Hains,  H. 

Lee,  F.  C. 

Mounts,  P.,  Jr. 

Ellison,  J.  H. 

Hall,  E.  B. 

Leeper,  J.  E. 

Moureau,  R.  H. 

Engeman,  G.  H. 

Halloran,  T.  F. 

Leigh,  T.  K. 

Mourer,  P.  W. 

Ennis,  F.  W. 

Haman,  C.  W. 

Lentz,  A.  W. 

Mumma,  A.  G. 
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Ericson,  R.  C. 
Ervin,  F.  J. 

Hamberger,  DeW.  C.  E. 

Leonard,  E. 

Mundorff,  G.  T. 

Hamrick,  R.  N. 

Leslie,  M.  F. 

Musser,  R.  C. 

Eskilson,  E.  T. 

Hands,  E.  B.,  Jr. 

Levensky,  S.  E. 

Myers,  W.  G. 

Estep,  G.  M. 

Hardesty,  C.  J.,  Jr. 

Lewis,  H.  S. 

Nelson,  H 

EVENSON,  M.  P. 

Harrell,  J.  W. 

Lichty,  M.  G. 

Newman,  J.  F.,  Jr. 

Eves,  E.  T. 

Harrison,  C.  H. 

Linaweaver,  W.  E. 

Nichls,  S.  G. 

Evitt,  S.  L. 

Hart,  C.  B. 

Lindsey,  W.  C. 

Niekum,  P.,  Jr. 

Farnsworth,  J.  G. 

Haskin,  J.  R.,  Jr. 

Linsley,  J.  R.,  Jr. 

Oakholt,  A.  S. 

Farrell,  E.  T. 

Havard,  V.,  Jr. 

Linsley,  R.  H. 

O'Beirne,  F. 

Farrington,  F.  R. 

Hayes,  W.  M. 

Littig,  J.  S. 

Oberholtzer,  W.  E.,  Jr. 

Farrow,  H. 

Heavilin,  J.  S. 

Little,  W.  A. 

O'Connell,  J.  E. 

Fischer,  N.  G. 

Heflin,  J.  A. 

Livdahl,  0.  L. 

O'Daniel,  0.  K. 

Fisher,  E.  D. 

Helfrich,  N.  A. 

Loader,  N. 

Offutt,  A. 

Fitzgerald,  D.  J. 

Helmick,  G.  B. 

Lofberg,  G.  B. 

Ogden,  D.  M. 

Fitzsimmons,  J.  P. 

Henderson,  L.  R. 

Logan,  D. 

Olsen,  E.  K. 

Flaherty,  E.  S. 

Hicks,  H.  L. 

Long,  A.  C. 

Orr,  J. 

Fleming,  M.  K.,  Jr. 

Hill,  0.  H. 

Long,  C.  G. 

O'Shea,  J.,  Jr. 

Flippin,  R.  N. 

HlLLIARD,  L.  H. 

Lovell,  R. 

Paradise,  M.  E. 

Floyd,  W.  0. 

Hodgskin,  H.  T.,  Jr. 

Lovett,  B.  B.  C. 

Parish,  H.  0. 

Fogg,  G.  W. 

Holeman,  N.  G. 

Lowe,  E.  K. 

Parr,  M.  C. 

Foltz,  G.  W. 

HOLLENBECK,  R.  H. 

Lowrey,  B.  G. 

Parry,  N.  M. 

Foks,  A.  L. 

Hollingsworth,  W.  R. 

Lowther,  R.  D. 

Paschal,  J.  B. 
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Forest,  F.  X. 

Holt,  N.  L. 

Lugibihl,  E.  L. 

Patterson,  R.  E. 

Forsberg,  C.  J. 

HONAKER,  W.  W. 

Lyman,  C.  H.,  3d. 

Pearsall,  R.,  Jr. 

Foster,  J.  G.,  Jr. 

Horne,  C.  F.,  Jr. 

Mabley,  L.  C. 

Pederson,  0. 

Foster,  J.  H.,  Jr. 

Houck,  J.  H.,  Jr. 

Macdonald,  C.  T. 

Perdue,  W.  E. 

Fox,  D.  H. 

Houston,  T.  A. 

Mackle,  F.,  Jr. 

Perrill,  H.  K. 

Fox,  J.  B. 

Howard,  K.  P. 

MacMillan,  D.  C. 

Perry,  E.  R. 

Fradd,  J.  E. 

Howell,  I.  H. 

Maddox,  C.  B. 

Phares,  J.  L. 

Fratzke,  W.  E. 

Hubert-Jones,  A.  L. 

Mallach,  J.  F. 

Piper,  E.  S. 

Fravel,  H.  A. 

Hudgens,  C.  M. 

Martin,  L.  H. 

Pirie,  R.  B. 

Frederick,  T.  R. 

Hufty,  M.  A. 

Mason,  J.  A. 

Poehlmann,  K.  F. 

French,  L.  E. 

Hughes,  R.  D. 

Matthews,  L.  M. 

POHL.  H.  J. 

Frost,  L.  H. 

Hull,  J.  L. 

May,  E.  F. 

Polk,  H.  J. 

Fryer,  L.  H. 

Hutchins,  C.  B. 

McCaffree,  B.  C. 

Potter,  S.  F. 

Fuller,  W.  W. 

Hutchinson,  E.  S. 

McClaughry,  J.  G. 

Pottle,  H.  H.,  Jr. 

Fullinwider,  R. 

Jackson,  C. 

McClelland,  J.  J. 

Potts,  W.  H. 

Gallaher,  J.  F. 

Jackson,  E.  H. 

McClure,  J.  S. 

Pratt,  C.  F.,  Jr. 

Gannon,  T.  R. 

Jacobs,  T.  D. 

McClusky,  C.  W.,  Jr. 

Preddy,  J.  G. 

Gano,  R.  A. 

Jeanes,  P.  K. 

McCorkle,  F.  D. 

Price,  G.  J. 

Garcia,  E.  E. 

Jochum, W. 

McDill,  A.  S. 

Prifold,  G.,  Jr. 

Gates,  B.  M. 

Johnson,  D.  C. 

McGovern,  J.  E. 

Prime,  N.  S. 

Gerth,  W.  A. 

Johnson,  R.  R. 

McGregor,  D. 

Prins,  W.  C.  E. 

Gilchrist,  M.  D. 

Johnston,  A.  W. 

McGregor,  W.  H. 

Pryor,  F.  D. 

Gilmore,  H.  W. 

Johnston,  H.  D. 

McGuire,  G.  G. 

Pryor,  W.  L.,  Jr. 

Gladding,  D.  V. 

Jones,  C.  B. 

McKee,  S.J. 

Pyzick,  F.  P. 

Gladding,  W.  E. 

Jones,  W.  T. 

McKillip,  J.  C.  S. 

Quinn,  C.  H. 

Click,  J.  A. 

Jordahl,  R.  N. 

McLean,  G.  A. 

Ragsdale,  E.  M. 

Golden,  J.  M. 

Jordan,  T.  B. 

McLean,  J.  B. 

Ramsey,  C.  W. 

Goldman,  R.  B. 

Joyce,  A.  R. 

McMillan,  D.  G. 

Ranson,  J.  W. 

Gordon,  H.  W.,  Jr. 

Joyner,  A.  S.,  Jr. 

McQuillen,  F.  J. 

Raugh,  J.  P. 

Gotjen,  J.  H.,  Jr. 

Kaiser,  B.  F.,  Jr. 

Meade,  R.  H. 

Redfield,  M. 

Graf,  F.  A. 

Kampine,  L.  L. 

Metzger,  C.  F. 

Reed,  G.  L.,  Jr. 

Graff,  J.  S. 

Karpe,  E.  S. 

Metzler,  C.  P. 

Regan,  E.  L. 

Graham,  C.  B. 

Katz,  B. 

Miller,  D.  B. 

Reich,  H. 

Granger,  J.  R. 

Keady,  L.  E. 

Miller,  Lewis,  H. 

Reybold,  J.  K. 

Gram,  E. 

Kelley,  E.  F. 

Miller,  L.  0. 

Reynolds,  L.  K. 

Graybill,  M.  W. 

Kemper,  A.  M. 

Miller,  L.  R. 

Rhodes,  J.  L.,  Jr. 

Greenacre,  A.  J. 

Kendrick,  M.  S. 

Miller,  R.  B. 

Rice,  S.  E.,  3d. 
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RlCKERTTS,  R.  W. 

Rimer,  T.  W. 
Ripley,  H.  F. 
Rippey,  0.  T. 
Ritchie,  E.  C. 
Roach,  E.  L.  D.,  2d. 
Robertson,  F.  W. 
Robnett,  V.  P. 
Rodee,  W.  F. 
Rodgers,  J.  H. 
Rohweder,  C.  R. 
Romoser,  W.  K. 
Ross,  H.  J. 
Rozendal,  H.  D. 
Rudulph,  Z.  T. 
Rule,  A.  R.,  Jr. 
Russell,  B.  V.  M. 
Russell,  J.  S. 
Ruth,  E.  A.,  Jr. 
Rutledge,  W.  W. 
SaLzman,  E.  H. 
Sands,  T.  B. 
Sarratt,  E.  O.,  Jr. 
Sarsfield,  E.  S. 

SCHADE,  G.  E. 

Schaede,  F.  B. 

SCHANZE,  E.  S. 
SCRYMGEOUR,  H.  D. 

Seay,  W.  A. 
Seckendorff,  M.  G. 
Sellers,  A.  M. 
Shanahan,  H.  M. 
Shane,  G.  L. 
Shane,  L.,  Jr. 
Shapiro,  I.  D. 
Shapley,  A. 
Shaw,  H.  W. 
Shaw,  W.  R. 
Shepard,  S.  A. 
Shillingford,  J.  T. 
Shoemaker,  J. 


Shofner,  J.  N. 
Signer,  C.  E. 
Silard,  C.  D. 
Simpson,  E.  A. 
Simpson,  J.  H. 
Singleton,  C.T.,  Jr. 
Smedberg,  W.  R.,  3d. 
Smith,  Ralph  D. 
Smith,  S.  L. 
Smoot,  0.  P.,  Jr. 
Smyth,  J.  B. 
Snedeker,  E.  W. 
Spencer,  C.  D. 
Sprenger, W.  C. 
Stafford, H.  D. 
Stahl,  W.  C. 
Stanford,  A.  G. 
Steel,  H.  P. 
Stefanac,  J.  B. 
Steltemeier,  R.  W. 
Stelter,  F.  C.,  Jr. 
Stewart,  C.  R. 
Stewart,  W.  H.,  Jr. 
Stiegler,  O. 
Still,  E.  H. 
Still,  R.  B.,  Jr. 
Stirling,  Y.,  3d. 
Stout,  H.  F. 
Strain,  C.  L. 
Strange,  H.  E. 
Stratton,  R.  B. 
Stroop,  P.  D. 
Strother,  J.  A. 
Stuart,  J.  M. 
Stuart,  L.  H. 
Sullivan,  D.  J. 
Summers,  C.  G.,  3d. 
Sunde,  F.  M. 
Sweeney,  D.  J. 
Sweeney,  J.  D. 


Sweetser,  W.  M. 
Sylvester,  J. 
Symes,  R.  T. 
Taecker,  C.  H. 
Taff,  C.  O. 
Taylor,  F.  N.,  Jr. 
Taylor,  J.  B. 
Taylor  J.  McN. 
Taylor,  W.  C. 
Tedder,  F.  L. 
Terrill,  M.  W. 
Terry,  R.  B. 
Thomas,  J.  B. 
Thomas,  0.  P.,  Jr. 
Thompson,  B.  W. 
Thompson,  J.  C. 
Tipton,  A.  C. 
Tobelman,  P.  H. 
Todd,  B.  W. 
Tompkins,  B-  F. 
Trafton  S.,  Jr. 
Truax,  W.  D.  B. 
Truslow,  A.  R.,  Jr. 
Tucker,  S.  M. 
Turek,  W. 
Vangeli,  M.  G. 
Vodila,  L.  L. 
Voit,  E.  F. 
Vreeland,  J.  H. 
Wadbrook,  C.  G. 
Wagner,  C.  T. 
Wakeman,  C.  E. 
Waldron,  E.  M. 
Wales,  W.  W. 
Walker,  J.  P. 
Walsh,  J.  F. 
Walshe,  F.  S.,  Jr. 
Ward,  J.  H. 
Ward,  S.  C. 
Warren,  D.  C. 


Watson,  P.  W. 
Watson,  W.  A. 
Weaver,  G.  C. 
Weaver,  N.  E. 
Webster,  H.  P. 
Weimer,  E.  L.  B. 
Weis,  G.  H. 
Wells,  J.  K. 
Wells,  M.  P.,  Jr. 
Westbrook,  R.  E. 
Wev,  B.  N. 
Whelan,  T.  M. 
Whipple,  W.  J.,  2d. 
White,  W. 
Whiteside,  W.  J. 
Whiteside,  W.  S. 
Whiting,  C.  J. 
Whitlock,  L.  A. 
Whitson,  G.  M.,  Jr. 
Wiles,  G.  W. 
Wilfong,  J.  L. 
Wilgus,  A.  S. 
Wilkes,  A.  H. 
Williams,  Joseph  B. 

WlLLINGHAM,  S.  D. 

Wilson,  Beverly  E. 
Winfrey,  J.  A. 
Wise,  E.  C. 
Withers,  H.  J. 
Wolfe,  J.  L. 
Wolverton,  T.  M. 
Woodbury,  J.  L. 
Wornham,  T.  A. 
Wright,  H.  P.,  Jr. 
Wright,  W.  A. 
Wyckoff,  P.  A. 
Young,  J.  S.  E.,  Jr. 
Zemlicka,  R. 
Zirkle,  E.  B. 
Zurmuehlen,  G.  D. 


Class    History 


The  echoes  of  June  Week  had  scarce  died  away  when,  about  the  middle  of  June, 
there  assembled  outside  the  gate  a  weird  aggregation  of  cits  from  all  parts  of  the 
country, — the  men  who  were  destined  to  become  the  Class  of  '26.  Nor  had  we 
long  to  wait,  for  that  some  day  we  performed  our  initiatory  rites,  signed  numerous 
dotted  lines,  were  examined  in  sundry  parts  by  divers  doctors,  drew  our  outfits, 
and  after  the  first  sleepless  night  on  a  reg  mattress,  emerged  in  our  natty  white 
works  to  give  the  Navy  and  each  other  the  once  over. 

At  first,  everyone  appeared  lost  and  was  full  of  meekness  and  questions,  but 
under  the  able  tuition  of  numerous  D.  O.'s,  this  soon  wore  off,  and  we  learned  many 
things.  A  regimental  organization  was  instituted  with  former  Boy  Scouts  and  High 
School  Kaydets — as  stripers — and  we  settled  down  to  have  the  time  of  our  lives. 

Plebe  Summer  had  hardly  gotten  under  way  when  we  got  our  first  taste  of  that 
indefinable,  intangible,  yet  very  real  thing — Navy  Spirit.  When  the  crew  won 
their  race  at  Poughkeepsie  we  naturally  wanted  to  celebrate,  Navy  fashion,  so  get- 
ting dope  from  our  D.  O.'s  we  gave  our  first  four-N,  and  performed  our  first  snake 
dance  over  to  hear  the  Supe  say  a  few  words  on  the  occasion. 

In  the  main  part,  though,  our  days  were  routine — we  doped  out  the  less  intricate 
parts  of  infantry,  ordnance,  and  seamanship  drills  and  got  on  speaking  terms  with 
the  more  prominent  things  in  the  Academy  life,  including  extra  duty  and  the  pap 
sheet.  Some  qualified  in  marksmanship  on  the  range  (some  used  their  pencils) 
and  some  became  qualified  boathandlers  and  explored  all  the  creeks  nearby. 
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in  a  grand  sham  battle  all  over  the  golf 
course — our  Plebe  Summer  came  to  an 
end. 

Ac  year,  and  our  first  real  contact 
with  boning,  soon  rolled  on,  and  after 
numerous  afternoon  cheering  practises 
we  journeyed  to  Philly  to  experience  for 
the  first  time  the  great  thrill  of  an  Army- 
Navy  game.  Despite  the  outcome  most 
of  us  enjoyed  the  next  few  hours.  Then 
soon  came  ten  days'  Christmas  leave,,  and 


We  Were  Examined  by  Divers  Doctors 

Our  nights  were  far  different,  for  then 
met  and  flourished  many  strange  and 
deadly  societies  (The  Mid-Night  Raiders) 
which  made  life  and  sleep  hard  for  the  D. 
O.'s. 

In  fact,  the  disturbance  became  so 
great  that  when  the  entire  Second  Batt 
were  ignobly  ejected  from  their  downy 
couches  at  3  A.  M.,  by  the  roughneck 
Fourth,  night  watches  were  instituted  and 
many  of  us  lost  sleep  as  midnight  M.  C.'s. 


THC   ©ATTUC  Of  THE  GOLF  LINKS 


The  Second  Batt  Was  Ignobly  Ejected 

nearly  all  stepped  out  to  give  the  folks  a 
treat.  On  this  leave,  we  first  really 
realized  the  full  advantages  of  our  posi- 
tion, and  we  all  returned  with  a  keener 
conception  of  our  privileges  and  respon- 
sibilities. A  month  of  boning,  and  then 
came  the  semi-anns,  where  despite  Tecum- 
seh,  rabbits-feet,  boning  and  horseshoes 
we  lost  and  some  180  of  us  left  our  midst 
by  request,  leaving  the  remainder  to 
wonder  and  struggle  on  to  the  anns  and 
beyond. 


Time  passed  like  a  dream  and  before 
we  knew  it,  Labor  Day  rolled  around 
bringing  a  day's  leave  to  the  First  Batt., 
which  had  won  most  points  in  athletics, 
and  to  the  songbirds  of  the  Second  Batt 
whose  melodious  rendition  of  "Anchors 
Aweigh"  easily  convinced  the  judges 
that  the  Academy  would  be  better  off 
without  them,  if  only  for  a  day. 

September  came,  with  our  first  taste 
of  Steam  and  Dago,  and  soon — after  a 
last  glorious  month  of  fun,  culminating 
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Home  for  Christmas  Inspection 
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The  Presentation  of  the  Colors 

We  have  often  wondered  whether  it  is  the  midshipmen  or  the  girls  who  look  forward  to  June 
Week  most.  The  former  live  a  fervent  life,  with  hops,  drills,  dress  parades,  and  mad  dashings  from 
one  formation  to  the  next.  The  latter  admire,  and  exclaim,  and  look  sweet,  cool,  and  pretty.  But 
they  also  dance  themselves  to  exhaustion  every  night,  and  live  in  many  cases  most  uncomfortably 
in  town.  On  the  whole,  however,  it  is  a  period  of  pleasure  and  amusement  for  every  one,  especially 
for  the  fond  parents  whose  sons  are  graduating  or  moving  up  a  notch  on  the  very  long  ladder. 

No  matter  how  warm  the  weather,  there  is  always  a  spell  of  romance  hanging  over  the  Yard. 
The  band  plays  evenings  to  a  clustering  audience  of  mids,  girls,  and  parents.  There  is  usually  a 
moon,  exerting  even  more  than  the  usual  effect  upon  young  hearts.  Shadows  are  kindly  and  welcom- 
ing. Class  pins  and  miniatures  are  much  in  evidence,  and  the  Chaplain  launches  several  mat- 
rimonial craft  the  afternoon  of  graduation  day. 

Starting  with  the  baptism  of  the  second  class  and  the  acquisition  of  their  class  rings,  events 
follow  thick  and  fast.  "No  More  Rivers"  for  the  first  class,  the  Snake  Dance,  the  cheers  for  "those 
we  leave  behind  us",  and — the  first  classmen's  private  bath  in  the  salty  Severn.  Then  exhibition 
drills,  nightly  hops,  and  the  dress  parades,  very  beautiful  to  look  upon,  but  most  uncomfortable  to 
participate  in. 

The  end  of  the  whirl  is,  of  course,  graduation,  preceded  last  year  by  the  '23  ring  dance  and  the 
'22  German.  That  ring  dance  deserves  many  more  words  of  praise  than  space  allows  here.  Its 
decorations  were  marvelous,  its  music  unutterably  seductive — in  other  words,  a  "knockout," 
thanks  to  George  Castera  and  his  committee. 

Then  graduation,  the  June  Ball — the  usual  mass  of  color  and  people — and  the  inevitable  anti- 
climax of  the  departure  for  the  cruise,  punctuated  by  tears  and  misgivings  and  cheers  "for  those  we 
leave  behind  us." 


'Taint  No  Mo'  Plche. 
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'23   Takes  the  Plunge 


Scene  of  Strife  and  Carnage 


The  Sport  of     Kings;  Watching  the  Other  Fellow  Work 
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'23's  (and  George  Casteras)  Ring  Dance 


'22's  Cradualio 


shells  be  hard  or  soft,  whether  they 
carry  claws  or  twelve  inch  guns, 
whether  they  be  christened  with 
hootch  and  slid  off  the  ways  to  the 
sound  of  whistles  and  the  blare  of 
oratory,  or  are  born  in  the  mind, 
true  specimens  of  the  genus  Cancer, 
they  make  their  way  to  the  sea  and 
are  henceforth  crabs.  Once  a  crab, 
always  a  crab,  from  generation  to 
generation,  and  evermore.  We  sailed 
down  to  the  sea  in  crabs.  The  "Mis- 
ery" and  the  "Whiskey"  were  no 
more,  but  the  "No  Hope"  rose  to 
glory. 

We  went  to  sea,  and  the  sea  rose 
up  to  meet  us.  The  heavens  poured 
forth  their  blessings,  and  with  a 
liquid  greeting  another  aggregation 
of  gentleman  sailors  were  introduced 
to  the  ways  of  the  Navy.  Seven 
days  of  rain,  broken  infrequently  by 
the  burning  rays  of  the  sun — seven 
days  of  stifling  heat  below  decks — 
seven  days  of  coal,  fire,  and  clinkers 

-and  we  hove  in  sight  of  land.  Illu- 
sions were  dispelled,  sea  legs  were 
found,  the  ways  of  the  Navy  were 
learned. 
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All  six  ships  arrived  safely,  and 
Panama  stood  by  for  inspection. 
It  was  surely  a  remarkable  city  with 
its  turbulent,  carefree  ways.  It 
honored  us  with  a  bull-fight — gory, 
but  without  thrills.  We  bought  sill 
and  headaches.  The  Y.  M.  C.  A., 
Casey's,  and  the  government  restau- 
rants made  a  wonderful  impression. 
We  had  hardly  become  reconciled  to 
a  full  grown  meal  for  /forty  cents 
when  we  once  more  cast  off  the  lines 
and  set  out  for  parts  unknown. 

Eighteen  days  on  a  Crab !  Eight- 
een days  toward  the  western  hor- 
izon, up  before  sunrise  and  up  after 
sunset,  and  the  sun  beat  us  to  it 
every  day.  Rain  squalls  came  down 
upon  us  at  inopportune  moments; 
the  boilers  demanded  more  coal;  the 
sea  leaked  through  the  evaps  into 
the  scuttlebutt;  the  ice  machines 
demanded  steam  and  produced  no 
ice; —  and  yet  the  miles  crept  slowly 
by.  At  last  dim  cloudlike  shadows 
loomed  out  of  the  sunset,  and  th 
next  morning  the  rough  outlines 
of  Diamond  Head  shone  forth  to 
guide  us  in. 

The  reception  was  complete.  The 
city  was  alive  to  our  coming— leis 
of  red  and  yellow  flowers  were  drop- 
ped out  of  the  sky  from  Army  and 
Navv  planes,  and  the  people  received 


n 


r 


I; 


I 


/ 


is  with  open  arms.  Such  was  our 
introduction  to  Honolulu.  Hawai- 
ian hospitality  is  a  thing  we  can 
never  forget.  We  were  taken  to  the 
Pali,  to  the  Punch  Bowl,  to  Halewa, 
to  Maunalua.  We  were  told  the 
old  stories  of  the  South  Sea  Isles, 
and  in  exchange  we  told  what  we 
knew  of  the  familiar  places  and  things 
back  in  the  States.  We  danced  to 
the  wonderful  music  of  Hawaiian 
orchestras,  and  we  all  went  swimming. 
Waikiki  became  a  fascinating  real- 
ity, even  though  we  did  find  the 
coral  reefs  under  the  surf.     We  were 

eted,  petted,  and  spoiled,  and  when 
last  we  had  regretfully  to  leave, 


we    learned    the    true    meaning    of 
Aloha  Oe. 

For  nine  long,  cold  days  we  sailed 
jrvto  the  northeast,  and  when  at 
last  we  steamed  to  our  anchorage 
ground  in  Elliot  Bay  every  one 
breathed  a  sigh  of  relief  at  seeing 
civilization  once  more.  First  im- 
pressions were  not  reassuring.  Vi- 
sions of  Joe  Gish  parading  down  the 
main  drag  of  this  big,  thriving,  but 
strange  metropolis,  possessed  of  eight 
American  dollars,  a  preponderous 
appetite,  and  an  inquiring  disposi- 
tion didn't  produce  thrills  of  anticipa- 
tion.    While  we  were  still  wonder- 
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ing  how  we  were  to  make  a  blow-out 
last  for  eight  days  with  the  financial 
resources  at  hand,  the  city  itself  took 
a  hand  and  settled  the  question. 
Stretching  out  a  great,  businesslike 
hand  she  grabbed  us  up.  The  Cham- 
ber of  Commerce  invited  us  to  take 
efuge  under  its  wings  and  promptly 
raffled  us  off  among  various  homes. 
Auto  rides,  femmes,  suppers,  hops, 
and  unreserved  kindnesses  were  liter- 
ally thmst  upon  us  by  our  new-made 
friends,  and  it  is  not  too  much  to 
say  that  the  Seattle  entertainment 
was  the  high  water  mark  of  the  cruise. 

One  beautiful  morning  we  had  to 
leave.  A  general  air  of  preoccupa- 
tion was  apparent  to  the  close  ob- 
server. Yon  gentleman  sailor  oh  the 
life  lines,  for  instance,  mentally  far 
away  up  on  the  bluff  in  that  beauti- 
ful park,  with— 

Suddenly  a  jarring  Owem 

"All  right,  Joe,  time  to  gf 
your  steaming  clothes.  WTO 

Two  or  three  days  of  steaming, 
and  we  passed  through  the  Golden 
Gate  into  the  cold,  damp  morning 
fog  of  Frisco.  Bleak,  barren,  wind- 
swept bluffs  held  the  attention  of 
the  voyageurs  as  a  grimy,  sleepy 
black  gang  egged  the  squadron  on  - 
to  its  destination.  Finally  at  anchor 
/e   viewed    the    city  with    interest. 

I] 
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jecture  as  we  might,  we  could  find 

10    visible    proof    of    startling    and 

unique  experiences    in   store.     Once 


3t 


ashore,  we  went  our  separate  ways 
in  quest  of  adventure  and  entertain- 
ment.    Relatives    became    much    in 

vidence,  and  it  is  rumored  that 
many  law-abiding  Californians,  myth- 
ical and  otherwise,  suddenly  be- 
came possessed  of  midshipmen  sons 
and  brothers  in  order  that  ye  sea- 
faring gentry  might  obtain  much 
desired  "forty-eights".  After  our 
fill    of  waffles,    Golden   Gate    Park, 

he  Saint  Francis,  Chinatown,  Alam- 
eda, coal,  and  ship's  stores,  we  turned 

nee  more  seaward  |1 

Again  under  the  persuasion  of 
slice  bars,  shovels,  and  profanity, 
the  armada  steamed  slowly  south- 
ward through  gray  misty  seas  to 
warmer  climes. 

Southern  California  is  a  sunny 
land  of  oranges,  palms,  bathing 
beaches,    automobiles,    and    moving 
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picture  studios,  where  relatives  for 
all  hands  may  be  had  upon  applica- 
tion. This  last  characteristic  was 
of  particular  importance  to  ourselves, 
as  it  gave  rise  to  some  highly  agree- 
extended  liberties.  In  view  of 
our    prospective    departure    for    the 


the  Atlantic,  and  points  be- 
yond, we  made  the  most  of  our 
brief  stay.  The  mysteries  of 
"movie"  life  in  Hollywood  were 
ruthlessly  exposed  to  the  cruel  and 


unabashed  gaze  of  youthful  mariners, 
who  found  the  inhabitants  very 
human  and  very  likeable  people. 
We  tried  swimming  at  Long  Beach, 
riding,  dancing,  and  individual  coal- 
ing with  civilized  chow — whether 
in  Pasadena,  San  Diego,  or  El  Pueblo 
de  la  Reina  de  Los  Angeles  itself.  , 
Adventurous  individuals  with  more 
money  than  conscience^narkened  to 
the  call  of  the  wild  and  even  took  a 
flying  fling  at  Tia  Juana. 

But     that    "Sep     leave"    feeling 
was  becoming  more  insistent,  finally 


driving  us  to  depart.  The  trip  to 
Panama  deserves  no  mention — it 
rates  no  praise.  In  harrowing  scenes 
it  was  below  average,  and  we  even 
missed  a  waterspout  by  fully  ten 
miles.  After  a  series  of  sweltering, 
sleepy  days  we  entered  the  Gulf  of 
Panama  and  counted  the  landmarks 
as  we  passed  until  at  last  Fort  Ama- 
dor was  left  behind.  Once  at  the 
old  berth  we  struck  boldly  out  fof 
the  familiar  haunts  and  blew  in  our 
few  remaining  shekels  on  Govern- 
ment restaurant  chow  and  Spanish- 
American  refreshments. 


Back  again  through  the  canal  into 
the  Caribbean,  we  proceeded  to 
make  knots  through  the  roughest 
seas  of  the  entire  cruise.  The  sum- 
r  mons  to  Sep  leave  roared  in  our 
ears — vividly  we  saw  ourselves  climb- 
ing aboard  that  Pennsy  train.  Some 
of  the  boys  even  began  to  pack  up. 
raster  and  faster  the  old  crabs  forget 
ahead;  eleven,  twelve,  then  thirteer 
knots.  Rumors  spread  of  early  dis- 
embarkation— the  cruise  was  over, 
we  were  going  home. 

Alas!  The  tale  is  notrtto.ld!  At 
four  o'clock  one  cool  sunny  afternoon 

ith  a  rattle  and. a  sickening  jar  th 
Conny"    lost    a    propeller.     Afte 

o  hours  of  anxious  waiting  she  got 
nder  way  again,  speed  eleven  knots, 
trying  to  keep  up  on  her  one  remain 
ing  screw.  Next  morning  that  was 
rendered  useless  by  the  breaking 
of  the  shaft.     Now  I  ask  you: — 

Stalled  on  the  bosom  of  the  deep 
blue  sea!  Two  hundred  miles  south 
of  Cuba,  and  drifting  further  away 

ery  hour  as  the  No  Hope  stood  by 
o  make  fast  a  tow-line.  Nine  hours 
of  patient  toil  and  unabated  cussing, 
yet  not  one  mile  nearer  home.  Event- 
ually we  were  under  way,  crawling 
at  a  snail's  pace  toward  that  Mecca 
of  former  cruises — Guantanamo  Bay. 
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Two  days  behind  schedule,  we 
watched  the  flying  fish  playfully 
frolicking  under  our  bows,  while  the 
ripples  slapped  in  measured  beats 
against  the  sides.  Arriving  outside 
le  Bay  late  in  the  afternoon  several 
eons    of   years    lateKi  we*  anchorec 


and  spent  the  rest  of  the  day  profit- 
ably in  watching  the  sharks  eat  our 


meat  long  since  retired,  now  buried. 

The  next  morning  found  us  several 

miles  on,  our  way  home.     Our  speed 

was   all   that   forced   draft   and   the 

sweat  of  our  brows  could  make  it. 

$K  was  a  case  of  "  Home  boys,  home. " 

When  the  run  was  over,  and  the 

old  crabs  were  steaming  slowly  up 

.  the  Chesapeake,  we  stood  witches 

over  the  hammocks   and   bags  and 

talked  over  the  cruise.     As  the  long 

night  hours  wore  away  we  came  to 

the  conclusion  that  it  hadn't  been 

such    a   bad    little    cruise   after   all. 

Seventeen    thousand    miles   of  vim, 

rigor,  and  vitality  brought  us  friends 

many    places,     For    snakes    and 

Led   Mikes    alike,    Kapiolani    Park, 

Seattle,  Frisco,  Hollywood,  and  San 

Diego,  brought  interesting  memories. 

Even  Panama  had  captured  its  toll 

of   friends,    and    Kelly's    place    will 

long  be  remembered.     Yes,  it  wasn't- 

a  bad^ 
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ungster  cruise  is  one  of  anticipa- 
First  Class  cruise  of  emancipa- 
tion; but  Second  Class  cruise — dam- 
nation. We  were  damned  from  the 
minute  we  started  from  our  room  with 
a  hammock  enclosing  our  bedding,  a 
suitcase,  two  laundry  bags,  and  a 
bucket,  to  fall  in  for  muster.  Being 
of  the  "Bourgeoisie,"  we  looked  over 
the  "populace"  below  and  the  "aris- 
tocracy" above,  and  at  that  moment 
we  put  each  man  in  our  squad  in  one 
categories — sat  or  unsat  in 
our  own  estimation. 

In  minutes  all  too  few  we  were 
under   way.     When   we   shoved   off 
from  the  sea  wall,   those  who  had 
gained  consciousness  and  breath  af- 
ter their  forced  march  to  the  boats 
gave  a  big  "4-N"  for  those  fondly 
aving  farewell.     Some  of  us,  when 
e    stepped   over   the    side,    rushed 
elow  in  search  of  lockers  and  desir- 
able  billets,   but   others   were    more 
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worthy  and  helped  bring  aboard  our 
gear.  The  moments  of  disappoint- 
ment that  followed  when  we  found 
that  our  locker  was  the  bottom  one 
and  accessible  only  by  assuming  the 
position  of  stoopfalling,  when  we 
found  our  billets  right  in  the  passage- 
way, when  we  found  our  mess  just  r 
over  a  bunker  plate  sending  forth 
hot  air  and  coal  dust,  and  when  we 
found  our  suitcase  compartment  four 
decks  below,  with  an  assigned  capac- 
ity of  100  suitcases  and  capable  of 
accommodating  one  man  comfortably 
— all  these  things  are  too  vivid  in 

ur  minds  to  describe  again. 
Yet  there  is  no  doubt  but  that  the 

ea  makes  one  forget  a  lot  of  one's 
troubles,  and  from  the  moment  we 
got  under  way  the  second  class  be- 
came a  happier  lot.  After  passing 
the  Capes  we  steamed  along  for 
twelve  days  before  we  sighted  our 
first  land,  the  Azores.  They  looked 
fertile  and  inviting,  but  we  were 
content  to  see  them  only  from  the 
decks.  The  next  bit  of  land  was 
most  unattractive,  and  while  passing 
Ireland  and  Scotland  we  heard  very 
few  claiming  these  barren  shores  as 


the  home  of  their  ancestors.  There 
was  a  terrific  current  going  through 
Pentland  Firth.  Those  on  the  "Con- 
nie" will  probably  not  soon  forget 
their  narrow  escape  from  running  on 
the  rocks  in  the  fog.  Yet  even  this 
xcitement  displaced  only  for  a  few 
minutes  the  dope  on  Christiania,  for 
after  steaming  for  eighteen  days,  we 
were  nearing  our  destination. 

The  first  impression  of  Norway,  as 
we  passed  up  the  beautiful  fjords,  was 
pleasant.  Even  the  refusal  of  liberty 
the  first  day  anchored  did  not  su 
due  our  enthusiasm.  It  increased 
as  we  stood  on  deck  and  watched  the 
Xorse  tack  and  wear  their  spotless 
sails  as  true  sailors. 

Libert}"  was  delayed  only  one  day 
and  then  the  ships  became  the  scene 
of  much  rushing,  jostling,  and  wail- 
ing, as  only  the  excitement  of  one's 
first  cruise  liberty  can  bring  about. 
A  different  atmosphere  greeted  us 
ashore.  Christiania  was  neat,  or- 
derly, and  busy  but  not  hurried. 
We,  however,  were  in  a  hurry  to  see 
the   city.     In    a   very   few   minutes 
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groups  were  hastening  up  Karl  Johan- 
nes Gade  bound  for  Droningen,  Hol- 
menkollen,  the  Grand,  and  the  Bris- 
tol. Within  an  hour  many  were 
trying  to  chat  with  girl  acquaintances 


a  mighty  hard  job  since  each  spoke 
different  language.  They  were 
healthy,  stocky  girls  for  the  most 
part,  who  were  good  to  look  at  e? 
cept  when  they  laughed.  Those  for 
whom  the  flaxen  haired  had  no  lure 
enjoyed  wonderful  dinners  at  the 
"Bristol  and  the  Grand.  They  were 
not  at  all  embarrassed  because  it 
was  necessary  to  consult  with  the 
manager  before  water  could  be  ob- 
tained for  drinking  purposes.  After 
dinner  the  ride  to  Holmenkollen 
above  beautiful  fjords  and  valleys 
proved  exhilarating  tonic  for  the 
V  salty  young  tars.  No  less  impressive 
was  the  Inn,  where  one  was  not  only 
mentally  but  physically  atop  of  the 
world.  What  a  magnificent  "be- 
wooded,  befjorded"  world  it  was. 
In  all  too  short  a  time  we  were  forced 
to  leave  it  all  and  wend  our  way  ship- 
ward. 

It  had  been  a  big  liberty  for  alL. 
hands,    and    di  ring    our    stav    this 


happy    impression    increased.     T 
snakes  met  the  girls  and  their  fami- 
lies and  found  them  kind  and  hospi 
The    "bloods"    danced  with 


ta 
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the  Queen  at  the  British  Ambassa 
dor's  party,  for  which  our  own  peer- 
less jazz  band  played.  The  "chow" 
hounds  went  to  Olson's,  where  two 
dinners  could  be  had  at  the  expense 
of  one  by  visiting  the  big,  inviting 
table  in  the  center,  laden  with  cold 
chicken,  duck,  and  such  viands  as 
only  these  epicureans  could  fully 
appreciate.  Then  those  otherwise 
inclined  went  back  to  the  Bristol 
and  to  Holmenkollen.  There  was 
pleasure  for  each  man's  taste,  and 
at  the  end  of  the  two  weeks  we  were 
all  sorry  to  see  trim,  tidy  Christiania 
fade  in  the  distance. 

Seven  days  of  sea  routine  followed, 
and  we  were  steaming  up  the  Tagus 
to  our  next  port,  Lisbon.  As  the 
first  liberty  party  stepped  ashore 
some  horrible  sights  greeted  it.  The 
city,  dirty  and  disorderly,  was  too 
great  a  contrast  to  our  last  port;  it 
was  too  filthy  to  be  enjoyable.  Very 
few  of  us   met   anyone,    and    fewer 
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still  encountered  such  winsome  girls 
as  we  had  encountered  in  Christiania. 
Only  these  to  whom  I  have  previous- 
ly referred  as  "otherwise  inclined" 
enjoyed  the  city,  and  for  them  Gar- 
retts  proved  a  trysting  place.  There 
were,  however,  the  trip  to  Cintra, 
the  pickled  kings,  and  the  bull-fight 
(at  which  all  the  midshipmen  pres- 
ent cheered  for  the  bull),  to  give 
us  a  little  of  beauty,  history,  and 
pleasure.  When  we  left  the  harbor, 
the  pilot  aboard  our  ship  seemed  to 
symbolize  the  only  part  of  Portuguese 
life  which  most  of  us  had  had  an 
opportunity  to  see.  He  wore  yellow 
trousers,  a  green  coat,  mistook  the 
Java  pot  on  the  bridge  for  a  spit  kid, 
and  insisted  upon  calling  the  cap- 
tain "Jack[\ 

The    next    four    days,    bound   for 
Gibraltar,  were  spent  by  many  scrub- 
bing.    We  were  wearing  whites  in- 
stead of  the  customary  khaki,  anc 
lany  suits  screeched  for  attention. 

Te  steamed   minus   the   "Minnie," 
which  had  fouled  her  anchor  in  the 
us.     She  caught   us  just   as  we 


harbor.     The  Rock  was  unrecogniz- 
able, as  we  had  approached  it  from 
a  different  angle  than  had  the  imagina- 
tive painter  of  the  Prudential  sign 
At  the  base  of  the  Rock  was  the  town 
where  one  principal  street  was  crowd' 
ed  with  shops  run  by  Moors,  Jews, 
and  all  sorts  of  indiscriminate   race 
mixtures.     After  dealing  with  them 
we  all  felt  capable  of  borrowing  any 
amount  of  money  from  the  hardest 
pawn    shop    dealer   in   New    York. 
From  every  shop   came  sounds   re- 
embling    a    spirited    auction    sal 
fter  purchasing  our  souvenirs,  din 
er   and  the   trip   around   the   roc 
nished  the  liberty.  W 

Although  Gibraltar  was  rather 
dull,  some  of  us  had  the  privilege 
of  going  across  the  straits  to  Tangiers 
for  a  day.  It  was  the  strangest, 
most  unique  city  of  our  limited 
acquaintance.  Can  you  forget  the 
odor,  the  narrow  streets  which  more 
nearly  resembled  our  narrowest  alley- 
ways, the  little  donkeys  which  served 
s  so  well  all  day  long,  the  beg- 
;ars,  the  gowned  men,  and  the  lack 
of  women  on  the  streets?  It  made 
the  pictures  in  the  old  geography 
grammar  school   days   realities. 
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sooner  had  we  left  Tangiers 
and  returned  to  our  ships,  than  our 
minds  turned  to  other,  sweeter  things, 
for  next  day  we  were  leaving  for 
home.  True,  it  was  home  via  a 
stop-over  at  Guantanamo,  but  we 
were  heading  in  the  right  direction, 
anyhow.  The  trip  across  was  long, 
tedious,  and  very  hot.  It  was  a 
relief  to  go  ashore  and  stretch  our 
muscles  and  visit  the  Chink's.  And 
wt  got  plenty  of  healthful  exercise 
coaling  ship.  From  the  minute  the 
football  squad  left  via  destroyer 
there  was  but  one  thought — home. 
The  rest  of  the  time  was  torture; 
worst  of  all  the  two  days'  wait  in 
Annapolis  roadstead,  relieved  and 
yet  aggravated  by  the  sight  of  the 
Chapel  dome  and  the  Academy. 
But  the  days  did  pass,  and  it  was 
Home   boys,  home,   it's   home   we 

°ught  to  beV'  iMlI 

When  at  last  we  did  sit  in  the  seat 
of  honor  at  home  and  related  our 
experiences,  the  dear  ones  said  that 
it  was  all  wonderful— " to  think  that 
you,  my  son,  are  having  such  oppor- 
tunities." And  it  was  a  happy  oppor- 
tunity, that  Second  Class  cruise  of 
>urs,  wasn't  it? 
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ickneyed,  yet  ominously  true, 
a  typical  embarkation.  If  only  the 
Cumberland  quartette  had  evolved 
Tosti's  "Good-by, "  the  scene  might 
have  been  imagined  a  melodrama  as 
poignant  as  "Roanoke,"  or  any 
musical  comedy  as  far  as  plot  and 
continuity  figured.  Not  to  include 
the  numerous  potential  puns  from 
the  song,  such  as  "fading  tree." 

The  only  girl  (at  that  time;  most 
of  them  and  us  have  changed  since) 
had  a  vivid  glimpse  into  the  sterner 
side  of  our  life.  Cerberus  (better 
known    as    mother) : 

"Good  heavens,  Mildred,  what 
can  be  the  matter  with  that  boy? 
He  looks  a  thousand  years  old.  I've 
heard  none  of  them  slept  the  last 
night,  but  what  can  he  have  been 
doing?" 

Mildred  (sweet  memories,  only 
those,  now!)  "Why,  he  does  look 
queer,  rather  haggard,  don't  you 
think?     Who  is  he,  Jimmy?" 

Jimmy  (living  example  of  "  Caesar, 
morituri  tesa  hitamus") :  "Him?  Why, 
that's  Bob,  my  wife.     You  had  two 


dances    on    the    program    with    him 
last  night." 

Mildred:  "Well,  why  does  he  look 
so  frightfully  aged?  Can't  he  find 
Elizabeth?" 

Jimmy:  "I  told  you  before  that 
he  is  squad  leader." 

Mother,  Mildred  (unenlightened 
but  polite):   "Oh." 

Youngsters,  who  before  the  cruise 
would  be  finished  would  have  the^' 
saltiest  roll,  were  trying  hard  to 
register  well-bred  disdain;  inside 
they  felt  like  cattle  in  a  pen,  watch- 
ing an  uncouth  creature  herding 
batches  of  them  toward  a  huge, 
insatiable  knife.  The  Second  Class- 
men were  busy  swapping  the  latest 
dope,  experiences  of  the  week,  and 
plans.  The  First  Class,  at  least  those 
who  weren't  far  enough  gone  be- 
yond consciousness,  had  several 
twinges  of  premonition.  Perhaps  a 
flashback  may  explain  better.  A 
certain  sultry  evening  in  May,  1922, 
the  editor  of  this  spasm,  was  asked 
how  the  cruise  could  be  written  up 
in  time,  since  it  couldn't  be  started 
until  September.  The  character 
who  has  successfully  combined  the 
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craftiness  of  Shylock,  the  driving 
cruelty  of  Simon  Legree,  and  the 
sweet  face  of  Florence  Nightingale, 
summed  it  up  in  three  words  "We 
caught  hell."     He  knew. 

To  be  honest  though,  several  mean- 
ings may  be  construed  from  "hell." 
There  is  the  hell  of  monotonous  rou- 
tine for  weeks  on  end,  the  hell  of 
a  good  time  on  liberty,  the  hell  of 
not  hearing  from  a  certain  person, 
the  hell  of  running  into  the  skipper 
when  you're  breaking  in  your  non- 
reg  shoes  and  also  out  of  uniform — 
the  various  sorts  were  all  present 
and  the  hell  of  the  seven  weeks  with 
Fahrenheit  over  the  hundred  mark. 
The  practical  optimists  thought  that 
it  wasn't  going  to  rain,  but  the  ex- 
perienced ones  read  beyond  the  im- 
mediate signs.  Right  on  schedule, 
before  the  first  gang  aboard  could 
transfer  their  bags  below  came  the 
gentle  rain,  with  all  the  persistence 
and  penetration  of  a  twelve  inch 
shell.  When  the  boys  still  on  the 
way  arrived,  they  had  quite  a  time 
deciding  whether  to  exercise  to  dry 
off,  and  starve  before  six,  or  take  a 
chance  and  stay  wet.    Their  thought- 
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ful  predecessors  had  cleaned  the 
ship.  There  were  two  dry  sea  bags 
on  the  Delaware,  one  had  been  hope- 
fully tagged  U.  S.  S.  Olympia,  and 
the  owner  of  the  other  bag  had  lost 
the  key  to  the  lock.  One  crafty 
mortal  had  brought  just  enough  to 
fill  one  bag,  and  to  compensate  for 
his  cleverness  he  put  a  bottle  of 
stencil  ink  at  the  top.  Due  to  usual 
care  in  handling  it,  he  passed  for 
the  black  gang  the  rest  of  the  cruise. 
With  wisdom  born  from  bitter 
experience,  the  ratey  ones  found  the 
quiet  corners  and  proceeded  to  hiber- 
nate. The  youngsters  didn't  know 
whether  to  run  the  risk  of  getting 
lost  while  hunting  their  locker,  or 
staying  top  side  till  some  bo's'n  took 
pity.  Most  of  them  hadn't  been 
asleep  since  early  Wednesday  morn- 
ing, and  the  strenuous  program  of 
that  day,  Thursday  and  half  of  Fri- 
day found  them  almost  as  ruined  as 
their  first  class  shepherd,  who  by 
this  time  had  lost  reason,  will,  and 
memory.  After  the  understanding 
solace  of  Kelly's,  The  Lobby  and 
over  the  top,   some  of  those  idiots 
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were  gently  led  to  convalescence, 
but  the  mere  trill  of  a  bo's'n's  pipe 
made  them  shudder. 

The  last  mail  carried  incoherent, 
burning  reams  to  Her,  and  pathetic, 
humble  appeals  to  the  financial  advisor. 
Then*up  anchor,  with  ten  days  of 
that  fascinating  sport— "where  are 
my  youngsters?"  and  amateur  navi- 
gation (the  bird  who  defined  said 
science  as  "the  art  of  conducting  a 
ship  from  one  point  to  another  on  the 
earth's  surface,  or  elsewhere"  was 
thoroughly  cognizant  of  the  situ- 
ation). As  soon  as  the  silk  socks 
and  the  dancing  pumps  not  worn 
since  the  June  Ball  began  to  dis- 
integrate, shoes  began  their  inexpli- 
cable habit  of  wandering.  A  clean 
white  hat  was  the  mark  of  a  crook, 
a  maniac  for  work  or  the  proud  ex- 
possessor  of  a  pack  of  Fats,  two  bits 
or  equivalent  tender.  The  only 
squad  leader  who  had  held  out  that 
long  was  heard  to  laugh.  Sympa- 
thetic friends  inquired.  "  My  division 
officer  after  requesting  49  changes  of 
sea  details  each  day  for  the  past 
week,  just  asked  where  I  had  been 
all  this  time.  He  didn't  recognize 
Again   the   laugh   as    Fannie 
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Hurst  said,  "a  dry  brittle  laugh,  as 
something  breaking."  After  that  he 
was  allowed  topside  only  with  vigi- 
lant escort,  because  he  evinced  a  de- 
sire to  play  hide  and  seek  in  the 
guns,  collide  with  the  barbetes,  and 
cut  his  teeth  on  the  stanchioril. 

Colon  showed  up  green,  cool  look- 
ing, army  and  navy  planes  overhead,- 
and,  best  of  all,  automatic  coaling 
docks.  Gatun  Lake  made  fresh  water 
showers  possible,  and  for  those  who 
could  convince  the  guard  of  their 
sanity,  liberty.  The  tropics  may  be 
hot,  vitiating,  and  lazy.  The  people 
may  be  indolent,  procrastinating, 
and  dull,  but  use  any  of  these  ad- 
jectives to  describe  the  evening's 
routine  ashore  and  the  result  is 
monstrously  false.  Besides,  there 
was  the  sport  of  comparing  notes  on 
relative  drawbacks.  The  Florida 
gang  sobbed  that  it  was  impossible 
to  enter  the  J.  O.  Mess  unless  one 
had  a  Bowditch  opened  at  Table 
46.  They  also  had  the  unique  situa- 
tion of  four  admirals  on  one  ship, 
three  standing  regular  watches. 

Some  of  the  hard  hit  boys  were 
further  ensnared  each  mail  by  the 
arrival  of  envelopes  exactly  alike  (in- 
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side  and  out),  except  for  the  numbers 
which  ran  in  sequence  from  one  up 
to  as  high  as  seventeen  in  one  case. 

After  Colon  the  fleet  separated, 
the  Florida  going  to  Trinidad,  the 
North  D  to  St.  Kitts,  the  Olympia 
to  St.  Lucia,  and  the  Delaware  to 
Martinique.  The  flagship  and  the 
"  Big  D  "  fared  the  best  in  the  matter 
of  ports. 

St.  Kitts  was  the  rendezvous,  from 
whence  the  long  trail  led  to  Culebra, 
aptly  described  as  the  nineteenth 
carbon  copy  of  nothing.  The  powers 
evidently  wishing  to  compensate  for 
the  utter  lack  of  possibilities  ashore, 
devised  the  torment  of  landing  force 
drill,  up  and  down  perpendicular 
hills  covered  with  cactus  and  profan- 
ity, which  would  have  been  fertile 
suggestion  for  Edgar  Allen  Poe,  if 
he  could  have  survived.  The  week- 
end in  Saint  Thomas  did  us  all  a  lot 
of  good.  The  Americans  claimed 
that  they  were  glad  to  see  us,  but 
we  would  like  to  find  that  same  brand 
of  hospitality  any  time.  The  Olym- 
pia weaved  her  way  to  San  Juan 
with  the  "flower"  of  the  class;  ac- 
cording to  reports  it  was  almost  as 
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good    as    the    Commodore    at 
Army-Navy    game.     There    was 
final    roundup    in    Culebra,    ace 
panied  by  a  general  uplift  in  spirit- 
yea,  a  mighty  uplift.     We  were 
ing  for  Halifax. 

There  are  exceptions  to  almost 
every  rule,  except  one  of  the  well- 
known  laws  of  the  Navy,  and  the 
fact  that  everyone  agreed  on  Halifax 
as  the  best  port  of  the  cruise.     The 


climate  was  like  home,  and  the  people 
were  so  much  like  Yankees  that  it  was 
almost  Sep  Leave  a  month  ahead  of 
time.  There  couldn't  have  been  a 
single  wish  unfulfilled;  the  social 
wonders  had  excellent  opportunities, 
the  economists  were  astounded  at  the 
«mall  operating  cost,  and  to  those  of 
quiet  tastes  many  a  home  was  opened 
without  reserve.  The  open-hearted 
people  had  but  one  serious  fault — 
it  seemed  positively  rude  and  most 
horribly  difficult  to  convince  them 
and  yourself  that  it  was  necessary  to 
return  to  the  ship.  The  courtesy  of 
the  various  clubs  and  hotels  made  it 
possible  for  us  to  enjoy  most  of  the 
many  points  of  civic  pride,  such  as 
the  Arm.     Possibly  the  change  from" 


warm  to  cool  climate  also  had  its  el 
feet  in  raising  the  morale.  Morn- 
ings aboard  ship  were  invigorating 
enough !  The  city  itself  was  not  the 
only  source  of  recreation,  for  there 
several    outlying    places    very 


attractively  situated  and  managed. 

Universal  regret  was  felt  when  the 
time  came  to  turn  south  for  target 
practice.  Our  only  chance  to  return 
any  of  the  many  kindnesses  received 
was  the  joint  Delaware-North  D  hop, 
which  seemed  to  go  very  well.  The 
Big  D  considerately  waited  until  after- 
ward to  burst  her  oil  pipe,  and  belch 
forth  dangerous  looking  clouds  of 
greasy  smoke.  Only  casualties,  sev- 
eral ruined  dress  uniforms  and  many 
wet  midshipmen  when  a  hose  broke 
away  in  a  gun  deck  passage. 

Then  Point  Z  and  S.  R.  B.  P.  via 
Lynn  Haven  Roads.  Target  prac- 
tice was  looked  forward  to  with  a 
great  deal  of  curiosity.  Rumor  was 
also  busy  to  the  effect  that  a  detail 
of  midshipman  officers  would  "take 
charge"  after  our  return  from  firing. 
The  many  hours  at  general  quarters 
{who's  the  only  general  in  the  Navy, 
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mister?)  were  well  spent.  The  weather 
was  all  that  could  be  desired,  and  the 
scores  all  very  creditable.  Altogether 
a  most  interesting  and  instructive 
experience,  and  a  very  valuable  one 
for  the  "three  quarters  officers"  es- 
pecially. 

The  temporary  millennium  arrived. 
A  complete  set  of  midshipman  officers 
was  selected  and  placed  "in  charge" 
— with  an  eager  advisor  ever-present 
to  the  respective  elbows.  The  good 
old  Navy  method  of  lubrication  was 
responsible  for  their  selection.  Out- 
raged temporary  Bos'n's  Mates  de- 
cided instanter  to  retire.  It  was  lots 
of  fun  (for  the  bos'n's  mates,  et  al.) 
We  loafed  along  up  the  bay  in  three 
stages,  manipulating  the  respective 
mud-hooks  without  serious  damage 
to  paint-work  or  innocent  bystanders. 

Then  the  harrowing  wait  off  the 
Academy — living  only  on  hope  and 
anticipation — coming  to  life  not  once 
until  the  morning  of  departure,  when 
it  was  time  to  draw  the  shekels  and 
pick  up  the  very  much  slimmer  piles 
of  belongings.  We  shoved  joyfully 
off,  forgetful  of  all  past  discomforts, 
— mindful  only  of  the  Month  ahead. 
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"  There.     Over  the  point.     Don't  yoiTsee?" 

"  There  it  is.      The  Chapel  dome." 

"  Thank  God." 

The  recording  angel  did  not  hesitate  an  instant  as  he 
wrote  the  last  two  words  down  in  someone's  prayer  col- 
umn in  the  big  red  book.  And  who  will  question  his  act? 
After  three  long  months  at  sea  as  midshipmen  these  words, 
as  they  were  uttered  by  nearly  two  thousand  men,  were  not 
in  vain.  They  constituted  a  prayer  straight  from  hearts 
full  of  anticipation  as  over  the  point  there  loomed  a  land- 
mark— the  landmark  which  meant  that  in  twenty-four 
hours  and  for  thirty  precious  days  each  man  would  be  free. 

Free.  Cant  you  see  what  it  means.  No  more  "up  all 
hammocks."  No  more  mid-watches.  No  more  doubtful 
food.  And  above  all  no  more  waiting  for  the  mail  boat. 
In  one  more  day  those  from  whom  letters  meant  so  much 
will  be  welcoming  home,  each  in  his  or  her  own  way,  a  boy 
who  for  three  tedious  months  has  been  longing  to  see  them, 
much  more  than  his  letters  have  shown. 

First  mother,  with  a  tender  hug  and  kiss.  Then  dad 
with  a  hearty  handshake  and  a  smile  that  does  not  quite 
cover  up  the  true  feeling  showing  through.  And  later  on 
someone  else  who  has  her  own  individual  greeting  almost 
worth  a  three  months  absence  since  it  is  so  much  more 
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worth  while  upon  return.  Friends  everywhere.  Friends 
who  stop  him  on  the  street  to  say  how  glad  they  are  to  sec 
him,  and  ask  him  to  tell  of  his  experiences,  the  favorite 
pastime  of  all  midshipmen.  By  the  end  of  the  month  the 
navy  is  much  in  danger  of  losing  a  very  good  man,  who 
cant  quite  decide  to  return  to  it  and  continue  life  as  a  hero, 
or  to  resign  and  become  president  of  the  bank  or  run  for 
the  senate  or  go  in  for  some  equally  modest  work. 

What  a  month  it  is.  The  proverb  of  "Early  to  bed"  is 
no  more;  for  who  is  after  knowledge  or  wealth  on  Septem- 
ber leave?  The  results  of  eleven  long  months  of  naval 
discipline  are  undone  in  a  week  as  each  member  of  the 
family  does  his  best  to  spoil  at  least  one  midshipman. 
The  keys  to  the  front  door,  the  keys  to  the  car, — even  the 
keys  to  dad's  cellar — are  presented,  and  good;  well,  per- 
haps not  too  good  but  at  least  satisfactory  use  is  made  of 
all  of  them.  Dinners,  dances,  theatres, 
swimming,  tennis,  golf.  Evenings  spent 
under  the  big  harvest  moon  and  evenings 
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spent  before  the  fireplace.  There  is  something  for  all,  and  each  man 
follows  the  path  of  his  own  choosing  through  the  thirty  blissful  days, 
trying  to  do  in  that  short  space  of  time  the  multitude  of  things  he  had 
planned.  It  cant  be  described.  Heaven  after  hell?  No.  Life  after 
death?      No.      It's  just  home  after  a    midshipman  s    practise    cruise. 

Twenty-nine  days  have  passed.     Again  at  the  station    are    gathered 
those  who  welcomed  the  wanderer  home.     The  train  pulls  in.    A  regretful 
hug  and  kiss  from  the  mother  of  whom  you  haven  t  perhaps  seen  as 
much  as  you  should;  a  hearty  handshake  from  the  dad  who  you  perhap 
have  never  really  appreciated  before:    a  kiss  and  a  promise  for  someon 
else,  and  the  train  pulls  out.     September  leave  is  past. 

And  then  in  the  morning — 

"Big  leave,  boy?" 

"Did  I?    Let  me  tell  you  what  I've  done. 
Joe,  she' s  the  most  wonderful  girl.    Oh,  God,  ,    ..-. 

how  I  wish  I  were  home."  V      > 

And  that's  another  prayer.  ''"^UfW^si 
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COMMANDER  PAUL  J.  DASHIELL  (Math.) 


Rah,  Rah,  Rah, 

Proud  we  feel. 

Our  Paul,  Skinny  Paul, 

PaulDashiell! 
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THE  TEAM  CAPTAINS 

Standing,  From  Left  to  Right:  Hudson,  Track;    Higgins,  Water-Polo;  Winkjer,   Swimming;  O'Regan,    Boxing; 
Granfield,  Fencing;   Thayer,  Rifle;   Hodgkiss,  Soccer. 

Sitting:    Parr,  Basketball;    Boi.les,  Crew;   Conroy,  Football;    Hederman,  Baseball;   Pearson,  Gvm. 


WEARERS  OF  THE  N  STAR 

Standing,  From  Left  to  Right:   Barchet,  Hughes,  Hamilton,  McKee,  Mills,  Harris. 
Sitting:   Kelly,  Niemyer,  Parr,  Conroy,  Carney,  Bolles,  Taylor. 
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Commander  Douglas  Legate  Howard 

AFTER  very  active  duty  as  commander  of  a  destroyer  engaged  in  hunting  down  U-boats  in 
l  the  North  Sea,  "Doug"  came  to  the  Academy  with  '23  in  the  Summer  of  1919.  As 
Athletic  Officer,  he  worked  with  all  his  might  to  restore  athletics  to  the  plane  they  now 
occupy,  on  a  par  with  any  college,  and  to  shake  off"  the  lethargy  acquired  during  the  war 
when  the  Navy  had  sterner  tasks  than  athletic  contests. 

With  his  power  of  foresight,  a  system  of  universal  physical  training  was  adopted,  a  truly 
Howard  system.  Under  his  comprehensive  guidance,  the  Navy  turned  out  teams  which  caused 
the  country  to  wonder  when,  in  one  year  after  a  successful  game  against  Army,  a  position  of 
prime  importance  in  the  winter  sports,  a  successful  spring  season,  the  year  came  to  a  climax 
when  Navy  crews,  after  winning  the  championship  of  the  United  States,  swept  to  victory  on 
the  canal  at  Antwerp,  the  acclaimed  championship  crew  of  the  World. 

"Doug"  leaves  behind  at  the  Academy  a  personal  athletic  record  to  spur  on  any  man 
to  athletic  triumphs,  a  system  destined  to  add  more  achievements  in  the  future,  and  a  person- 
ality endeared  to  all  of  us. 
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The  Regiment  Arrives 

ARMY-NAVY  FOOTBALL  GAME 

1922 

An  Army-Navy  game!  High  water  mark  of  the  year,  snake  dances;  pep-tele- 
grams from  the  fleet,  speeches  from  all  the  dignitaries,  dignified  and  otherwise, — 
speeches  from  the  team,  remarkable  not  so  much  for  oratory  as  for  sincerity  and 
unanimity  of  purpose — howling  bedlam  in  the  mess  hall,  hard  on  furniture  but  evident 
of  spirit,  the  hall  plastered  and  peppered  with  signs  everywhere,  even  Tecumseh, 
decked  in  gorgeous  war-paint,  sustained  in  his  glory  by  the  figureheads  from  the 
seamanship  building,  restored  to  life  by  forces  unseen. 

We  started  final  preparations  for  the  game,  the  team,  the  midshipmen,  the  offi- 
cers, and  the  fleet,  with  the  knowledge  that  we  were  the  underdogs,  than  which  there 
is  no  better  tonic  or  spur.  We  had  seen  the  regiment's  spirit  falter  and  the  Penn 
game  lost.  A  quick  recovery  and  Penn  State  went  down  in  defeat.  The  wave 
moved  on  and  we  were  determined  that  that  spirit  should  not  die;  on  the  contrary, 
that  it  should  grow,  and  spread,  and  blossom  out  into  glorious  victory  on  Franklin 
Field,  that  fateful  Saturday  afternoon. 

All  hands  and  the  ship's  cat  were  on  hand  for  practice  those  last  two  weeks  and 
slung  out  the  vocal  chords  in  a  valiant  effort  to  shatter  every  window  in  the  hall, 
just  to  let  the  team  know  that  we  were  100%  behind  them. 

The  climax  came  Thursday  afternoon,  the  twenty-third,  when  the  final  practice 
at  home  was  held.     Henry  gave  us  all  the  dope,  the  team  went  through  a  snappy 
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The  Corps  of  Cadets 

signal  drill,  and  we  gave  the  songs  the  final  touches  with  the  aid  of  the  great  mid- 
shipman band.  Then  the  team  left,  and,  like  any  full-grown  avalanche,  the  regi- 
ment, two  thousand  strong,  descended  from  the  stands  and  followed,  our  pick-up 
band  doing  bravely  but  receiving  little  attention. 

Henry  had  all  the  plans  made,  and  they  worked  beautifully.  The  horde  was 
finally  massed  between  the  gym  and  the  second  wing,  where,  with  the  Arcade  as  a 
speaking  platform,  and  in  the  light  of  a  warming  bonfire,  we  howled  lustily  for  all  the 
officers  present,  and  they  responded  nobly.  Because  of  the  Arcade,  Henry,  leading 
those  cheers,  reminded  us  much  of  the  Mohammedans  we'd  seen  calling  upon  Allah. 

Then  the  team  came  out,  greeted  by  a  howl  to  which  all  previous  seemed  like 
whisperings  in  a  sick  room.  They  all  spoke,  just  a  few  words  but  to  the  same  end, 
their  unanimous  will  to  win,  that  it  would  be  a  struggle,  but  we  should  hope  for  the 
best,  knowing  full  well  that  each  was  giving  his  all  to  bring  home  the  bacon.  We 
well  knew  this  to  be  true  and  in  our  attempt  to  confirm  our  belief,  the  four-N  which 
followed  (stealing  a  good  one  from  the  Baltimore  Sun)  reached  the  seismograph  in 
Washington. 

•In  the  mess  hall  nobody  ate  much,  just  an  excuse  for  being  there  and  imbibing 
the  spirit,  or  better  absorbing  such.  More  telegrams  from  the  fleet,  and  then  the 
same  midshipman's  band,  which  had  performed  so  valiantly  before  that  afternoon, 
appeared  from  the  Fourth  Wing  entrance  and  there  followed  more  snake  dances, 
more  speeches,  and  more  practical  work  on  behalf  of  the  Regiment  to  convince  the 
team  that  we  were  always  behind  them. 
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The  Howling  Mob 


Friday  morning  the 
team  left,  personally 
escorted  to  the  West 
Street  Station  by  every 
midshipman  able  to 
walk,  much  to  the  sur- 
prise of  Sick  Bay,  and 
we  shoved  that  team 
off  with  a  monster 
four-N  which  set  the 
train  on  its  way  with- 
out aid  from  the  engine. 

Then  for  the  Regi- 
ment. For  the  first 
time  since  the  cessa- 
tion of  hostilities 
against  a  common  enemy,  we  were  to  see  the  "big"  game  in  Philadelphia,  on  the 
same  old  Franklin  Field  where  we  have  had  such  hard  luck.  This  year  we  knew  we 
had  no  mean  Army  to  fight.  The  papers  gave  us  that  "dope"  for  weeks  ahead, 
as  they  had  before  other  games,  and  that  was  what  we  liked.  Navy  had  listened 
to  that  before,  with  wonderful  results.  We  were  out  to  put  all  we  had  into  that 
game,  and  the  best  team  was  going  to  win.  The  team  knew  it  probably  better  than 
we.  We  were  not  over-confident,  because  you  can't  be  in  a  Service  classic.  And 
thus  we  saw  the  game,  the  like  of  which  probably  was  never  seen  before.  And  it 
went  to  prove  the  old  adage,  "the  game  is  never  won  until  the  final  whistle  blows." 
The  Kaydets  arrived  first,  and  during  their  entrance,  the  Regiment  was  parked 
on  the  streets  leading  to  the  field,  absorbing  much  of  Philly's  dust.  They  proceeded 
around  the  field  in  a  column  of  squads,  and  having  presented  an  appearance  that 
justified  their  reputation,  they  manned  their  stands  on  the  south  side  of  the  field. 

Then  we  got  underway.  With  no  muddy  field  to  make  the  footing  unsteady,  no 
barbed  wire  barricades  to  impede  the  march,  the  first  company  swung  into  com- 
pany front,  and  came  across  the  field  in  excellent  fashion,  to  be  repeated  by  the  seven 
companies  that  followed,  to  the  tune  that  puts  the  old  thrill  down  your  spinal  column, 
"Anchor's  Aweigh." 
How  could  they  do 
otherwise  ?  We  were 
proud  of  our  team  and 
with  no  other  thought 
intervening,  we  were 
bound  to  make  good,  to 
make  it  "four  strate." 
Spirit  was  never 
greater. 

The  roar  began, 
never  to  be  quelled 
again  except  in  the 
short  interval  between 
plays  when  the  signals 
must  be  heard.  In 
contrast  to  other  well- 
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remembered  scenes, 
Franklin  Field  was  a 
rectangle  of  frost- 
browned  sod,  with  its 
clear  white  lines  and 
four  walls  of  humanity. 
The  towering  stands 
like  those  of  Coogan's 
Bluff  looked  down  on 
the  field  of  fray.  Friend 
and  foe  for  the  day  were 
in  the  open,  neither 
could  claim  the  advan- 
tage of  the  covered 
stand  to  augment  the 
volume  of  sound.  A 
brisk  wind   blew  from 


Our  Friends,  the  Enemy 


the  west,  kicking  up  fine  clouds  of  dust,  a  wind  that  was  responsible  for  the  fatal 
margin  of  three  points. 

Didn't  it  thrill  to  get  off  that  four-N  with  three  West  Points  ?  Then  to  hear  the 
stands  of  grey  come  back  with  the  "Long  Corps"-Navy.  Though  fight  we  must, 
we  are  brothers  in  arms,  and  win  or  lose,  we  are  always  friends.  Then  the  Army 
team  came  out  and,  led  by  Breidster,  they  ran  through  a  snappy  signal  practice, 
but  hold,  here  they  come ! 

Henry  was  out  there  in  his  checkered  sweater,  with  four  fingers  up,  "A  four-N, 
one  Navy,  and  three  teams!"  With  everything  we  had  we  gave  it.  Boy,  didn't 
that  team  look  like  a  million  dollars  ?  And  they  played  like  it.  Short  and  snappy 
signal  practice,  a  moment  or  more  to  talk  it  over,  which  has  often  meant  so  much, 
and  they  were  ready,  raring  to  go. 

A  few  minutes  before  two-thirty,  the  officials  gathered  for  the  ever-present 
consultation.  With  every  thought  on  that  game,  and  that  spirit  "We're  with  you, 
Vin",  Navy  won  the  toss,  and  wisely  chose  to  defend  the  west  goal,  with  the  wind 
down  the  field.  When,  "All  hands  up  anchor"  came  as  ne'er  before,  Army  would  go 
some  to  make  us  change  our  course,  and  the  game  was  on. 

It  was  a  battle  which  tested  men's  hearts,  and  men's  spirits,  and  flesh,  too,  to 

the  utmost.  Men  tack- 
led hard,  ran  hard, 
those  in  the  stands  did 
their  part  by  cheering 
hard.  When  things 
looked  black,  there 
always  was  the  old  re- 
frain, "Fight,  fight, 
fight,"  used  by  either 
side  and  always  effec- 
tive in  its  purpose. 
Navy  spirit  is  a  strange 
thing,  but  we  never 
gave  up  the  fight,  and 
when  the  final  whistle 
blew  and  the  Pointers 
hurled  themselves  from 
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the  stands,  only  then  did  we  know  it  was  over, 
that  the  Army  had  won. 

The  first  period  was  what  might  be  called  fast 
football,  and  so  hard  was  it  fought  that  it  ended  a 
tie,  though  it  demonstrated  the  tactics  of  each  team 
and  promised  a  great  game,  full  of  pep  and  stellar 
football.  Barchet,  however,  gifted  with  some 
splitting  power,  easily  pierced  the  holes  in  Army's 
line  that  his  larger  teammates  made,  and  proved 
a  constant  source  of  worry  to  the  Army  backs. 
Navy,  making  use  of  a  long  pass,  near  the  end  of 
this  quarter,  got  underway  for  Army's  goal,  and 
things  began  to  move. 

The  second  quarter  was  shortly  opened  when  a 
pass — by  Conroy — made  twenty  yards,  and  put 
Navy  only  twelve  yards  from  Army's  goal.  One 
play  was  enough,  McKee  pulled  down  a  direct  pass, 
and  with  perfect  interference,  skirted  left  end  for 
a  touchdown,  and  first  blood  for  Navy.  Barchet 
added  the  extra  point.  The  Pointers  came  back  with  a  brilliant  burst  of  play,  and 
after  the  kick-off,  the  ball  again  in  their  possession,  Smythe  took  it  and  ran  thirty 
yards  on  one  of  his  twisting  zig-zag  runs,  putting  it  finally  on  our  31-yard  mark. 
The  Army  hit  a  snag.  Wood  lost  three  yards,  they  were  penalized  for  off-side  play 
when  they  used  the  jump  shift,  and  finally  calling  back  Army's  center,  Garbisch, 
they  tried  a  placement  which  Garbisch  teed  to  perfection,  and,  maintained  by  a 
favorable  wind,  it  sailed  cleanly  over  the  cross-bar,  the  first  score  that  Army  had 
made  since  1916.  We  were  still  ahead  four  points,  an  uncomfortable  margin,  and 
though  Army  fought  very  hard,  the  half  ended  with  the  ball  on  our  7-yard  mark, 
why  they  did  not  try  a  field  goal  is  a  mystery. 

The  minutes  between  the  halves  were  taken  up  with  the  felicitations  of  cabinet 
members,  Generals  and  Admirals,  the  songs  and  cheers  of  our  two  Academies. 
Then  the  Army  tried  a  new  one.  They  added  to  the  trick  gun  a  ship  which  they 
endeavored  to  sink,  but  with  our  cries  of  "We  won't  give  up  the  Ship"  and  apparent- 
ly poor  marksmanship,  it  proved  a  very  difficult  job,  and  though  bombs  were 
bursting  our  cheer  leaders  made  a  gallant  effort  to  save  the  colors. 


Captains  Breidster  and  Conroy 
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We  can  well  imagine  what  happened  between  the  halves  to  the  team,  because 
they  came  out  with  fire  in  their  eyes.  A  few  changes  in  the  line-up  had  been  made, 
and  they  followed  the  spheroid  with  more  fight  than  ever.  A  poor  punt  by  Cullen 
gave  Army  the  first  break.  Smythe  ran  it  back  for  twenty  yards.  A  pass — Wood 
to  Smythe  to  White — brought  the  ball  down  to  our  2-yard  line,  where  our  line  held 
with  stonewall  stubbornness.  But  Army  was  set  and  could  not  be  held,  and  Law- 
rence finally  broke  through,  and  made  the  first  touchdown  for  Army  since  the  war 
had  ended.     Army  was  in  the  lead! 

Hardly  had  the  final  quarter  started  when  Navy,  setting  sail  from  Army's  43- 
yard  line,  by  two  good  passes,  one  for  twenty-one  yards,  the  other  for  nine,  put 
Army  in  danger  again,  a  danger  that  Cullen  and  Norris  brought  home  to  the  1-yard 
line,  and  then  a  final  punch  for  a  touchdown  by  Conroy,  while  Norris  added  another 
point  from  a  spectacular  drop-kick.     Navy  was  in  the  lead  again. 

Well,  we  thought  the  game  was  over.  '  To  borrow  from  the  New  York  Herald, 
"as  the  light  of  the  new  moon  began  to  flicker  over  the  scene,  Army  came  crashing 
on  to  glory  and  Timberlake  brought  home  the  bacon."  It  was  hard  to  believe 
but  so  it  was,  the  hardest,  cleanest,  cleverest,  most  versatile  game  ever.  The  score 
was  against  us  but  we  were  "triumphant  in  defeat."  The  first  defeat  in  years,  we 
look  upon  it  as  the  Service  should. 


ARMY 


THE  LINE-UP: 


NAVY 


D.  Storck,  Meyers Left  End Parr 

Mulligan Left  Tackle Bolles 

Breidster Left  Guard Carney 

Garbisch,  L.  Storck Center Mathews,  Zuber 

Farwick        Right  Guard       Winkjer,  Lentz 

Goodman Right  Tackle        Clyde,  Walker 

White       . Right  End Taylor,  Stolz 

Smythe Quarterback   .     . Conroy,  O'Regan 

Timberlake,  Lawrence Left  Halfback Cullen,  Hamilton 

Dodd,  Ives,  Timberlake Right  Halfback McKee,  Flippin 

Wood         Fullback       Barchet,  Norris 


Army 

Navy 


;;  g, 


"Photographed  by  H.  C.  Robinso?i  from  plane  piloted  by  Major  Paul  V.  Burwell,  Commanding  Officer  104th 
Observation  Squadron,  A  .  S.  Md.  N.  G.  and  published  exclusively  in  the  Baltimore  Sun?'* 
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The  Kaydets  Arrive 

THE  ARMY-NAVY  BASEBALL  GAME 

1922 

ALL  hearts  were  turned  to  thoughts  of  graduation,  the  cruise,  and  the  game  when  on  one  beautiful 
^i-daynear  the  end  of  May,  the  stage  was  set  for  the  big  event  to  take  place  on  Worden  Field, 
when  General  and  Admiral  would  once  again  put  aside  their  martial  duties  and  sit  on  the  bleachers 
to  see  the  service  supremacy  in  baseball  decided  by  the  nines  of  the  two  Academies. 

The  followers  of  the  national  sport  came  from  camp,  station,  and  ship,  to  look  over  the  prospects. 
The  number  present  was  enormous,  because  there  were  added  those  of  the  fleet  present  on  the  ships 
of  the  Practice  Squadron,  and  to  this  fleet  the  MARYLAND,  the  mightiest  ship  afloat,  and  the 
MAYFLOWER,  bearing  the  distinguished  "fan",  the  President,  added  charm. 

The  morning  of  the  game,  the  Army  team  arrived  and  along  the  streets  of  Annapolis,  lined  on 
both  sides  by  members  of  the  Regiment,  they  rode  until  they  arrived  at  their  destination  where  an 
outburst  of  spirit,  both  in  songs  and  cheers,  most  vehemently  signified  to  them  that  we  were  ready 
to  dispute  each  and  every  point  of  the  contest. 

Early  in  the  warm  afternoon,  the  bleachers  were  filled  to  capacity  and  when  Hans  Lobert's 
charges  trotted  on  the  field  for  a  little  preliminary  practice  to  test  the  effect  of  a  night  on  the  train 
on  the  batting  eye,  seats  were  hard  to  find  and  the  whole  spectacle  was  a  mass  of  color,  in  one  corner 
the  blue  uniforms  and  white  caps  of  the  solid  midshipman  block,  in  the  center  and  sides,  the  bright 
colors  of  those  here  to  witness  the  festivities  of  June  Week,  and  scattered  throughout,  the  gold  of 
myriads  of  officers  back  once  again  to  their  Alma  Mater. 

In  contrast  to  the  blue  and  gold  was  the  Army  rooting  section  where  the  dull-brown  of  the  khaki 
clad  forces  held  sway.  In  this  game,  the  solid  ranks  of  gray  were  missing,  the  additional  color  which 
makes  complete  the  spectacle  of  the  football  game.    To  add  to  the  martial  scene,  overhead  droned 
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The  Stipe's  Box:     Mrs.  Wilson,  President  Harding,  Mrs.  Harding,  Admiral  Wilson 


the  engines  of  planes,  both  land  and  sea,  the 
winged  bearers  of  those  who  chose  this  manner 
of  watching  the  game.  The  big  Navy  dirig- 
ible, the  C-7,  took  a  most  active  part  in  the 
aerial  display  and  cavorted  in  every  direction 
over  the  field,  now  between  us  and  the  sun, 
now  outlined  in  the  clear  blue,  ever  seeking 
a  more  advantageous  position. 

When  the  Pointers  laid  aside  their  bats, 
the  Navy  team  took  the  field  and  pounded 
out  a  few  in  anticipation  of  greater  doings, 
later.  They  looked  well-determined  to  erase 
the  sting  of  defeat  sustained  the  previous 
year. 

This  game  was  to  be  the  supreme  test  for 
Navy.  During  the  previous  season,  we  had 
made  a  change  in  the  coaching  system  and 
now  instead  of  Billy  Lush,  Ensigns  Blakeslee 
and  Milner,  and  Johnny  Wilson  directed 
the  development  of  the  team.  If  success 
is  to  be  judged  by  the  number  of  victories, 
the  team  had  been  very  successful  and  though 
the  newspapers  were  inclined  to  give  the  edge 
on  the  game  to  Army,  the  Regiment  looked 
upon    the    coming    contest    with    confidence. 

Just  before  the  ball  was  tossed  in  the  cap- 
tains came  together  and  with  the  officials  de- 
cided what  would  constitute  the  limits  of  the 
home-run  and  the  number  of  bases  to  be  allow- 
ed other  choice  placements  of  the  ball  over  the 
field.    The  game  was  on. 


t 


& 


Umps,  Captains  and  Coache 


First  Inning 

Army.  "Slim"  Kelly,  the  main  support  of  Navy's  pitching  staff,  took  the  mound  and  Army's 
lead-off  man,  Smythe,  advanced  to  the  plate  and  walked  on  a  pass  from  Kelly.  Then  Kelly 
tightened  a  bit  but  Wilhide  chose  a  pretty  one  and  placed  a  single  in  left  field.  Next  came  French, 
whom  we  had  seen  many  times  before,  ever  dangerous  and  on  a  fast  one  from  Kelly's  delivery, 
brought  Smythe  home.  Wilhide  attempted  to  stretch  matters  a  bit,  but  Hogan  caught  him  at  the 
plate.     Storck  went  out  on  a  hit  to  Barchet  and  Reeder  followed  on  a  grounder  to  Durgin. 

Navy.  Our  own  reliable  "Dale"  was  the  first  man  to  face  Cragin,  the  Army  hope  in  the  pitcher's 
box.  Harris  reached  for  one,  knocked  it,  and  on  an  error  by  Reeder,  made  first.  Rawlings  singled 
through  third.  Durgin  brought  home  the  bacon  for  Navy  with  a  single  through  Dasher  which 
Harris  took  as  a  signal  to  cross  the  plate.  Niemyer  was  out  on  a  pop  fly  to  Dasher  and  Mai  Hogan 
ended  it  by  a  hit  to  Dasher  which  made  a  pretty  double  play.  Dasher  to  Wilhide  to  Reeder.  Army 
I -Navy  1. 


\*£*iU 


naH^^H^HHH 


■HhKI 


Dale  Harris   Connects 
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Navy  Warming  Up 

Second  Inning 

Army.  The  Kaydets  went  down  fast  after  Dasher,  who  reached  first  on  Mill's  error,  was  out 
when    Wood    hit    to    Durgin. 

Navy.  Navy  certainly  put  the  game  on  ice  this  inning  when  they  netted  four  runs  which  forced 
the  Army  pitcher  from  the  mound,  relieved  by  Sarcka.  Baker  led  off  but  flied  to  Wilhide.  Mills 
walked  but  was  held  at  second  on  Barchet's  grounder  to  Wilhide.  Then  came  "Slim"  Kelly,  and 
he  certainly  picked  a  pretty  one  for  a  triple  which  brought  in  Mills  while  Harris  brought  in  Kelly 
with  a  single  to  right  field.  Rawlings  then  took  up  the  work,  and  after  his  well-remembered  wiggle, 
stepped  on  one  and  Harris  crossed  the  plate.  Then  Sarcka  came  to  Cragin's  rescue  and  retired 
Niemyer  in  short  order.     Army  1-Navy  5. 

Third  Inning 

Army.  Smythe  again  got  on  base,  this  time  on  a  balk  by  Kelly.  Harris  dropped  a  fly  ofF  Wilhide's 
bat  and  French,  the  next  up,  popped  out  to  Baker.  Storck  walked  and  Smythe  was  forced  in. 
Kelly  put  one  over  and  Reeder  knocked  it  into  Baker's  hands  but  a  costly  error  filled  the  bases. 
Things  looked  bad  until  Dasher  hit  into  a  double  play  and  ended  Army's  fun. 

Navy.  Navy  went  down  fast  in  this  frame,  when,  after  Hogan  had  walked,  followed  by  Baker, 
Mills  singled,  and  HOgan  was  caught  at  the  plate.  Barchet  and  Kelly  finished  the  innings. 
Army  2 -Navy  5. 

Fourth  Inning 
During  this  inning,  both  played  air-tight  ball  and  neither  scored. 

Fifth  Inning 

Army.  Army  was  a  bit  more  successful  this  inning  and  in  a  small  rally,  through  a  few  good  hits, 
earned  a  run.  Smythe  and  Wilhide,  both  feared  as  safe  hitters,  went  out  easily.  French  had  better 
luck  and  reached  first  on  a  single  to  right.  Storck  singled  through  third  and  French  scored,  but 
Reeder  closed  the  inning  on  a  short  fly. 

Navy.  Niemyer,  first  up,  drew  a  pass,  followed  by  Hogan.  Baker  grounded  to  Reeder  and 
Mill's  pop  to  Storck,  relayed  to  Reeder,  counted  another  against  Navy.  Then  hard  luck  and  good 
luck  combined  put  a  ball  in  Barchet's  ribs,  and  Niemyer  scored  when  Kelly  walked.  Harris  then 
drove  a  pretty  single  to  left  which  brought  in  Hogan  but  Barchet  was  caught  at  the  plate. 
Army  3 -Navy  7 . 
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Army  at  Bat 
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Sixth  Inning 
Army.  Again  a  scoreless  inning  for  Army.  Dasher  flied  to  Rawlings,  and  Wood  beat  a  slow 
one  to  Barchet.  Then  Kelly  walked  Bonnet.  When  Sarcka  walked,  Army  believed  Kelly  was 
weakening  but  not  for  long  because  Mills  caught  Sarcka  napping  and  Smythe  grounded  to  Barchet. 
Navy.  Instead  Sarcka  weakened  and  was  replaced  by  Goodman  after  walking  Rawlings. 
Durgin  walked  and  scored  on  Niemyer's  hit  through  short.  Niemyer  stole  second.  Hogan  was  out 
on  a  hot  one  to  Wilhide  and  Baker's  fly  to  Smythe  ended  matters.  The  game  looked  clinched  for 
certain  now.     Army  3-Navy  8. 

Seventh  Inning 

The  seventh  inning  has  always  been  believed  to  be  Navy's  own  but  this  time  luck  tried  to  even 
the  score.  Probably  Army  had  hopes  in  the  seventh  also  and  wished  just  a  bit  harder  than  Navy 
followers  so  that  our  luck  ran  low.  At  any  rate,  the  Army  team,  spurred  on  by  a  loyal  cheering 
section,  led  by  a  second  lieutenant  who  worked  so  hard  under  the  hot  sun  that  he  had  to  shed  some 
of  his  garments,  started  a  rally  that  was  very  threatening  while  it  lasted  and  boosted  Army's  score 
two  notches  nearer  Navy's  total. 

Army.  Wilhide  looked  them  over  and  sent  a  pretty  hot  one  to  Barchet  and  on  an  error  made 
first.  He  stole  second  and  when  French  singled  to  left,  crossed  the  plate  safely.  Storck  flied  to 
Harris  and  Reeder  popped  one  to  Baker.  Dasher  tripled  to  right  center  bringing  in  French  but  was 
himself  caught  at  the  plate. 

Navy.  Navy's  confidence  in  the  seventh  was  sadly  astounded  and  the  side  went  in  quick  suc- 
cession before  the  Army  pitcher.     Army  5-Navy  8. 

Eighth  Inning 
Army.    Again  Army  was  to  score  and  Wood  led  off  with  a  single  to  left  and  stole  second.    Bonnet 
was  put  out.     Goodman  singled  to  right  center  scoring  Wood.     Goodman  was  caught  off  first  and 
Wilhide  flied  to  Baker. 

Navy.  Harris  and  Rawlings  both  knocked  weak  ones  to  Goodman  and  Durgin  took  the  count 
from  Goodman.     Army  6-Navy  8. 

Ninth  Inning 
Army.    French  flied  to  Rawlings  and  Storck  singled  to  left.     Post  then  batted  for  Reeder  and 
bunted  to  Mills.    The  game  was  over. 


ARMY  AB 

Smythe,  cf.  2 

Wilhide,  2b 5 

French,  If.        ....  5 

Storck,  3b 4 

Reeder,  lb 4 

Dasher,  ss 4 

.      .  4 

.      .  3 

.      .  1 

.      .  1 

.      .  1 

.      .  1 


NAVY  AB 

Harris,  cf 5 

Rawlings,  If.    ...      .  4 

Durgin,  lb .  4 

Niemyer,  rf.    .      .      .      .  3 

Hogan,  c 2 


Baker,  3b. 
Mills,  2b. 
Barchet,  ss. 


Kelly,  p 3 


Wood,  rf. 
Bonnet,  c. 
Cragin,  p. 
*Post    .      . 
**Sarcka    . 
***Goodman 

Total 34        6        9 

*  Post  batted  for  Reeder  9th  Inning. 

**  Sarcka  relieved  Cragin  2nd  Inning. 

***  Goodman  relieved  Sarcka  6th  Inning. 

Summary — Three  base  hits — Dasher,  Kelly.  Double  plays — Barchet  to  Mills  to  Durgin,  (2);  Dasher  to  Wilhide  to 
Reeder;  Sarcka  to  Bonnet  to  Reeder.  Sacrifice  hits — Hogan,  Storck,  Bonnet.  Stolen  bases — Smythe,  Wood,  Niemyer. 
Base  on  balls — Kelly  5,  Cragin  1,  Sarcka  6,  Goodman  1.  Struck. out  by — Kelly  3,  Sarcka  2,  Goodman  2.  Hit  by 
pitcher — Sarcka  1.  Balk — Kelly  1.  Wild  pitch — Sarcka  1,  Kelly  1.  Substitutions — Post  batted  for  Reeder,  Sarcka  for 
Cragin,  Goodman  for  Sarcka.    Earned  runs — Army3,Navy4.    Time — 2  hrs.,  35  mins.    Officials — Quigley,  McDevitt. 


SCORE  BY  INNINGS 
0      10      10      2 
4      0      0      2      10 


The  Fruits  of  Victory 


Roosma  Shoots  for  Army 

ARMY-NAVY  BASKETBALL  GAME 
24  FEBRUARY,  1923 

THE  Kaydets  came,  they  saw,  they  conquered.  Navy  bowed  in  defeat  before  an  Army  five 
that  combined  all  the  finesse  of  an  unconquered  quintet,  which  with  its  shifty  speed  on  the 
floor,  its  accuracy  of  long  shots,  and  its  superior  teamwork  spelled  disaster  for  the  Navy  with  a  score 
of  37-29. 

The  first  half,  with  its  score  of  21  to  14  caused  joy  and  hilarity  among  Army  rooters,  led  by  the 
dapper  second  lieutenant,  apparently  the  same  who  worked  so  valiantly  last  June  as  Army  cheer 
leader  that  he  caused  that  threatening  rally  of  the  Army  Team.  However,  Navy  rooters  waited  for 
the  second  half  comeback,  and  so  our  spirits  were  dampened  but  little. 

But  in  the  second  half,  the  Navy  Team  failed  to  rally  and  our  hopes  were  in  vain.  Once,  how- 
ever, our  hopes  did  rise,  but  Army  soon  came  back  to  the  assault,  and  never  again  did  we  really 
endanger  Army's  right  to  the  game.  Army  had  a  defense  for  every  thrust  we  made,  the  Navy 
Team  was  unable  to  get  through  it. 

Vichules  was  the  outstanding  star  of  the  game;  diminutive,  crafty,  traveling  low,  the  ball  in 
his  possession  meant  disaster  for  Navy.  Vichules  was  a  sore  spot  in  the  side  of  Navy  and  Barnes 
worked  as  never  before  to  guard  his  shifty  opponent,  but  he  was  unsuccessful. 

Dabezies,  the  Army  captain,  one  of  that  long,  lean  type,  so  prevalent  among  centers,  played  his 
position  well,  and  rarely  did  he  miss  taking  the  ball  from  the  Navy  center,  Walshe. 

The  rest  of  the  Army  Team,  Roosma,  Forbes  and  Wood — they  were  all  good,  not  merely 
individually,  but  as  a  team  of  five  men.  They  worked  smoothly,  with  uncanny  precision,  the  same 
thing  that  Navy  lacked. 

Shapley  played  the  best  game  for  Navy.  Four  field  goals,  under  most  spectacular  conditions, 
were  his  contribution  to  the  score.  Besides  his  scoring  ability,  he  guarded  well,  and  proved  most 
destructive  in   breaking  up  Army's  offense  when  they  got  too  near  our  basket. 

"  Pete"  McKee  played  a  good  game  but  it  was  not  up  to  the  standard  usually  set  by 
him.    His   rival   on   the   Army  Team   took   very    good    care    of   him    and    "Pete"    couldn't    rid 
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himself  of  his  alert  guardian.  His  luck  at 
the  basket  was  off  and  his  usual  perfect- 
aimed  long  shots  rolled  harmlessly  off  the 
edges.  However,  he  never  went  up  in  the 
air  and  when  the  game  was  going  fastest, 
McKee  worked  calmly  and  did  his  utmost  to 
start  the  Navy  rally. 

Walshe,  at  center,  was  somewhat  off  form. 
Lack  of  experience,  undoubtedly,  was  re- 
sponsible for  a  great  deal  of  it,  because  the 
large  crowd,  the  great  attendant  excitement, 
seemed  to  worry  him,  and  kept  him  from 
taking  the  long  chances  in  which  he  previous- 
ly had  been  so  lucky. 

Parish  played  his  position  well  but  with- 
out support,  his  work  didn't  amount  to 
what  it  should  have,  and  though  he  played 
hard,  it  was  in  vain. 

Barnes  was  given  the  job  of  guarding  the 
slippery  Vichules.  It  was  something  that 
couldn't  be  done,  in  many  opinions.  Barnes 
was  too  long  and  he  slipped  through  easily. 
The  Navy  guard  worked  hard  but  his  task 
was  too  difficult. 

Jones  and  Harris  both  entered  the  game 
for  a  time.  They  played  a  good  game  while 
in  but  still  the  Army  scored.  The  substitu- 
tion looked  promising  but  it  was  too  late,  the 
time  for  retaliation  was  gone.  The  Army 
Team  was  supreme  at  all  times. 

The  Army  squad  was  first  on  the  floor,  and  Navy  entered  soon  after.  After  the  officials  had 
talked  it  over,  the  game  was  on.  McKee  received  the  ball  on  the  tip-off,  but  Forbes  rescued  the  ball 
for  Army.  Vichules  then  got  loose  and  began  his  deadly  work.  McKee  made  Navy's  first  point  on 
a  foul,  a  free-toss,  giving  us  our  first  score  but  Army  was  already  in  the  lead.  The  game  waxed  hot 
and  fast,  played  fiercely  by  both  sides,  as  only  rival  contests  should  be,  and  the  half  went  fast,  much 
to  our  hard  luck,  and  after  some  very  good  basketball,'  the  half  ended  Army  21,  Navy  14. 

While  the  Team  was  out  getting  the  "dope"  between  the  halves,  the  Regiment  utilized  the  time 
in  cheers  and  songs.  Our  brothers  before  us,  the  row  of  Admirals  who  occupied  the  seats  on  the 
side  lines  could  be  seen  to  express  nods  of  approval  as  the  "Blue  and  Gold"  was  given  for  the  first 
time.  Though  "triumphant  in  defeat",  we  were  out  to  win  that  game  first,  and  when  the  team  re- 
turned, we  tried  to  let  them  know  it. 

The  Army  line-up  was  the  same.  Barnes  was  back  again  for  Navy.  This  half  Vichules  again 
seemed  unhampered  and  worked  just  as  effectively.  The  game  was  even  at  a  greater  fever-heat 
than  before.  Harris  was  substituted  for  Parish,  Jones  for  Walshe.  Still  Navy  could  not  stop  the 
Pointers. 

With  eight  minutes  to  go,  Navy  made  a  last  effort  to  set  matters  right.  Wood  fouled  Harris 
under  the  Navy  basket  and  McKee  put  in  two.  Harris  made  another  dash  for  the  hoop  and  put 
another  in  with  Wood  on  his  shoulders.  Barnes  put  a  long  one  in  but  was  fouled  as  he  threw. 
McKee  made  the  point,  Navy's  last.  Army  had  a  four-point  lead  and  finally  increased  it  to  eight, 
the  last  point  on  a  foul  which  Roosma  made.    The  final  score  was  37  to  29. 


McKee 


Shapley 


Navy 


Position 


Parish,  Harris Left  Forward 


Army 

Roosma 


McKe 


Right  Forward Vichules 


Walshe,  Jones Center 

Barnes,  Jones      .....       Right  Guard 


Dabezies 
Wood 


Shapley 


Left  Guard Forbes 
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SONGS  AND  YELLS 


THERE'S  AN   AGGREGATION 

(Quand  Henri  Henshaw  Chante) 

There's  an  aggregation  known  through- 
out the  country, 

Always  ready  for  a  frolic  or    a   fray, 

From  their  high  and  mighty  station 

They  are  known  throughout  the  nation 

As  the  boys  from  down  in  Crabtown- 
on-the-Bay. 

Each  year  they  sally  forth  to  face  the 
Army 

And  turn  the  Army  Mule  into  a  lamb. 

In  the  midst  of  scrap  and  scrimmage 

You  will  see  the  busy  image 

Of  the  spoiled  and  pampered  pets  of 
Uncle  Sam. 

{Chorus) 

So  'round  the  ends  and  through  the 

line  we'll  run, 
Show  those  Greylegs  how  the  deed  is 

done, 
Oh,  Navy  crew,  we'll  see  you  through- 
Here's  HOW!   to  the   boys  of  Navy 

Blue. 


THE  GOAT  IS  OLD  AND 
GNARLY 

(John  Brown's  Body.) 

The  goat  is  old  and  gnarly 

And  he's  never  been  to  school, 
But  he  can  take  the  bacon 

From  the  worn-out  Army  mule. 
He's  had  no  education 

But  he's  brimmin'  full  of  fight 
And  Bill  will  feed 

On  Army  mule  tonight. 

{Chorus) 

Army,  Army,  call  the  doctor! 
Army,  Army,  call  the  doctor! 
Army,  Army,  call  the  doctor! 
You're  all  in  down  and — 
(Spoken) — Whoa!  Any  oats  today, 

lady?  No!  Giddap!— 
Army,  Army,  call  the  doctor! 
You're  all  in,  down  and  OUT! 


ARMY  MULE 

(Tammany) 

Army  mule,  Army  mule, 
You  can  kick  and  balk  and  bray, 
But  football  you  cannot  play. 
Army  mule,  Army  mule, 
Onkee,  Onkee,  Onkee,  Onkee, 
Ar-my  mule!  !  ! 


BLUE  AND  GOLD 

Four  years  together  by  the  Bay, 

Where  Severn  joins  the  tide. 
Then,  by  the  Service  called  away, 

We're  scattered  far  and  wide. 
But  still  when  two  or  three  shall  meet 

And  old  tales  be  retold, 
From  low  to  highest  in  the  fleet 

We'll  pledge  the  Blue  and  Gold. 

Oh,  hoist  our  colors,  hoist  them  high 

And  vow  allegiance  true; 
As  long  as  sunset  gilds  the  sky 

Above  the  ocean  blue. 
Unlowered  shall  those  colors  be,  ■ 

Whatever  fate  they  meet; 
So  glorious  in  victory, 

Triumphant  in  defeat. 

So  give  us  lots  of  leave  ashore 

And  lots  of  work  at  sea; 
In  every  port  one  girl  or  more, 

Wherever  we  may  be. 
Just  let  us  live  the  life  we  love, 

And,  with  our  voyage  through, 
May  we  all  muster  up  above 

A'wearing  Navy  Blue. 


ANCHOR'S  AWEIGH 

I. 

Get  under  way,  Navy, 

Decks  cleared  for  the  fray 

We'll  hoist  true  Navy  Blue 

So  army  down  your  Grey-y-y-y. 

Full  speed  ahead,  Navy, 

Army  heave  to, 

Furl  Black  and  Grey  and  Gold 

And  hoist  the  Navy, 

Hoist  the  Navy  Blue! 

II. 

Stand  Navy  down  the  field 

Sail  set  to  the  sky 

We'll  never  change  our  course 

So  Army  you  steer  shy-y-y-y. 

Roll  lip  the  score,  Navy, 

Anchor's  Aweigh, 

Sail  Navy  down  the  field 

And  sink  the  Army, 

Sink  the  Army  Grey! 


FOUR  "N"  YELL 

Navy!  Navy!  Navy! 
N— N— N— N 
A— A— A— A 
V— V— V— V 

_^ Y 

Navy! 

team!    team!    TEAM! 


SIREN  YELL 

SIREN  YELL 
Hoo-oo-oo-Rah! 
Hoo-oo-oo-Rah! 
Hoo-oo-oo-Rah! 

Na-vy! 
team!   team!    TEAM! 


TOUCHDOWN  YELL 

Ray,  Ray;  this  way, 

Football  we  play, 

U.  S.  N.  A.  Rah!  Rah!  Rah! 

Right  through  we  break, 

Touchdowns  we  make, 

We  leave  our  wake, 

Rah!  Rah!  Rah! 


FARE  THEE  WELL 

Fare  thee  well,   fare  thee  well,   fare 

thee  well, 
Fare  thee  well,   fare   thee  well,   fare 

thee  well, 
Oh,  Army,  you'll  feel  blue 
When  the  Navy's  thru  with  you, 
Fare  thee  well,   fare   thee  well,   fare 

thee  well! 


GANGWAY  YELL 

Ray!  Ray!  Gangway! 

Ray!   Rav!  Gangway! 

U.  S.  N.  A.      Rah!      Rah"!      Rah! 


AUTOMOBILE  YELL 

Rah! 
Rah! 
Rah! 
Rah! 
Na-vy  Rah!  Rah! 
Na-vy  Rah!  Rah! 
Hoo-rah!  Hoo-rah! 
Na-vy  Rah! 

Rah!  Rah!  Rah!  Rah!  Na-vy! 
YEA  TEAM  YELL 
Navy!  Navy! 
Hoorah!  Hooray! 
U-S-N-A. 

(Whistle)—    —rah! 
YEA!    YEA!    YEA-team! 
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FOOTBALL 


Captain  Conroy 
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THE    A    SQUAD 

First  Row:   O'Regan,  Winkjer,  Schreiner,  Lentz,  Zuber,  Woodside. 

Second  Row:  Caldwell,  Ballinger,  E.  B.  Taylor,  Hamilton,  Devens,  Carney,  Flaherty,  Levensky,  Welchel. 
Third  Row:  Ewen,  Waters,  Brown,  Stoltz,  Welker,  Shewell,  Walker,  Bernstein,  Herlihy,  Clyde. 
Fourth  Row:   Schutz,  Folwell,  W.  S.  Taylor,  McKee,  Conroy,  Barchet,  Mathews,  Bolles,  Parr,  Scaffe. 
Fifth  Row:   Doc  Taylor,  Shapley,  Rooney,  Query,  Hughes,  Kampine,  Perry,  Doc  Snyder. 

THE  team  that  donned  the  blue 
jerseys  this  year  for  Navy 
promised  everything  we  had  seen 
the  year  previous  and  left  hope  for 
more.  Confronted  by  a  very  diffi- 
cult schedule,  they  did  the  job  nobly 
and  nothing  but  Franklin  Field, 
combining  all  the  jinx  and  bad 
breaks  of  years  past  for  a  final 
throw,  deprived  the  hardest  play- 
ing Navy  team  from  adding  the 
starry  constellations  to  those  al- 
ready acquired  and  leaving  mule 
beaters  as  material  for  the  future. 

When  Bob  Folwell  called  his  co- 
horts together  from  the  four  corners 
of  the  land  for  practice  after  an 
enjoyable  leave,  he  put  the  facts 
before  them,  gave  them  the  schedule, 
and  bid  them  "  Read  'em  and  weep.  " 
But  there  was  no  time  for  such  and 
they  got  down  to  brass  tacks,  or 
rather  the  dust  of  Farragut  Field, 
and  worked  and  fought,  to  make  the 
Navy  team  of  this  year  uphold  the 
standards  so  gloriously  set  the  previ- 
ous year.  Holes  there  were  to  be 
filled  with  Larson,  King,  Frawley, 
Sanborn,    Wiedorn,     Koehler,     and 


Captain-elect  Carney 


Thach,  Manager 
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THE    B    SQUAD 

Top  Row:   Holt,  Edwards,  Hutchins,  Strohecker,  Cecil,  Terrill,  Lambert,  Butler,  Litteg. 
Second  Row:   Bay,  Aichel,  Bernet,  Cash,  Weston,  Dyer,  Pratt,  Haddad,  Kunz,  Mays. 

Third  Row:   Moore,  E.  P.,  Vieweg,  McMullan,  Brant,  Gamet,  Grimes,  Chillingsworth,  Moore,  Albertson, 
Burchett,  Wilson. 

Fourth  Row:  Truslow,  Amundson,  Wellington,  Powell,  Evans,  Willis,  McLean,  Harvey,  Burke,  Cruise. 
Fifth  Row:  "Doc"  Dougherty,  Banks,  Webster,  Hirst,  Johnson,  Hobbs,  Sullivan,  Haudley,  Ward. 


Cruise  gone  from  our  midst  with 
'22.  However,  material  was  abun- 
dant, both  those  of  past  experience 
who  had  been  tried  and  tested,  and 
several  good  recruits  from  the  new 
"Plebe"  class.  Matthews  soon 
made  himself  at  home  in  Larson's 
berth  and  proved  himself  as  well- 
fitted  for  that  as  the  squared  ring. 
Lentz,  a  plebe,  showed  up  very 
well  in  adding  a  needed  bulwark  in 
the  line,  but  pushed  hard  by  Wink- 
jer,  he  gave  way  and  our  aquatic 
star  proved  himself  equal  to  his 
berth  on  land.  Clyde,  ever  a  dark- 
horse,  stepped  out  a  bit  and  by  fight 
and  the  good,  hard,  ever-enduring 
devotion  to  work,  made  his  way  to  a 
tackle  position  in  the  Army  game. 
The  backfield  lined  up  pretty  much 
as  before,  missing  Noyes,  of  course, 
but  being  very  well-maneuvered  by 
the  skipper,  Conroy,  aided  by  Mc- 
Kee,  the  man  who  came  through 
in  the  pinches,  Cullen,  now  a  well- 
developed  punter,  Barchet,  the  won- 
der-man, and  Eddie  Norris,  the 
smallest  of  them  all,  but  destined 
to  surprise  the  Army  as  they  never 
were  before.     With  Parr  and  Taylor 
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Perry,  Ewen,  Folwell,  Scaffe,  Welchel 

probably  the  two  best  wing-men  Navy  ever  saw,  Bolles, 

and  Carney,  taking  the  major  share   of  the  work  of 

keeping  the  line  impenetrable,  and  the  rest  whipped  into 

Bob  Folwell  shape  in  no  time  at  all,  we  were  ready  for  all  comers. 

To  make  the  gang  mentioned  work,  we  had  a  second 
team  which  gave  the  team  more  opposition  than  most  of  our  opponents  on  the  schedule,  and  made 
every  man  on  the  coveted  eleven  work  tooth  and  nail  to  hold  his  berth. 

The  season  opened  a  little  later  than  usual.  The  first  team  to  loom  up  on  the  horizon  was  Western 
Reserve.  They  brought  down  a  speedy,  light  team  but  they  could  do  little  against  us.  Our  back- 
field  showed  up  more  than  the  line  since  Navy  had  the  ball  most  of  the  time,  and  the  backs  resorted 
to  a  little  passing  game  all  their  own,  Conroy  netting  the  first  touchdown  of  the  season.  These 
passes  certainly  surprised  us  and  introduced  us  to  the  possibilities  of  such.     "Bimbo"  was  up  to  his 

old  tricks  again  and  blocked  a  pret- 
ty   kick.     The   visitors,    broken    in 

spirit  by  the  big  score  71-0,  had  at 

least    put    our    team   on   the  right 

track,   and   everything  looked  rosy 

and  promised  much. 

October  14  saw  Bucknell,  a  scrap- 
py   group    of   football    players,    in 

camp  with   us.     They  had   a  team 

which  was  very  good  in  the  offense 

and  gave  us  much  experience,  our 

team   being   apparently  inclined   to 

take  matters  too  easily.    The  plucky 

gang  of  rooters  that  followed   this 

team   surely  were  enthusiastic   and 

by  the  signs  they  carried   and  the 

fuss  they  made     with      their     one 

thought  "To  Sink  the  Navy",  we 

wondered   whether   Bucknell   might 

not  do  what  the  Disarmament  Con- 
ference came  so  near  accomplishing. 

However,  Bucknell  gave  us  as  stiff 

a   battle  as  we  wished   and  though 

the  score  was  in  our  favor  14-7,  we 

learned   many   things,   and   decided 

that  hard  work  must  be  the  program 

for  the  next  week  before  the  game 

with  Georgia  Tech. 

The  next  week  found  us  face  to 
face    with     the    long-awaited     and 
much    heralded    Golden    Tornado. 
McKee  They   arrived   in   town   the   Friday  Norris 

386 


■HE 


/.-  ' ' 


Football  Representative 
B.  F.  Perry 


Taylor,  McKee,  Conroy,  Cullen,  Barchet 
Levensky,  Zuber,  Matthews,  Carney.  Shewell,  Stoltz 


afternoon  preceding  and  immediately  got  down  to  business.  With 
much  interest  and  anxiety,  we  watched  "Red"  Barron,  the  Tech 
captain,  lead  his  team  through  a  snappy  practice,  watched  them  try 
out  some  very  fine  passes,  and  watched  their  punters  display  their  wares.  But  the  next  day,  back 
to  the  sunny  Southland  breezed  a  gentle  zephyr,  becalmed  from  over-contact  with  the  meaner-end 
of  a  highly  potent  goat,  a  one-horned  Navy  goat  at  that.  The  closing  hymn  sounded  strangely  like 
that  little  ditty,  "The  Rambling  Wreck  from  Georgia  Tech",  sung  in  slow  meter.  It  was  a  colorful 
spectacle  to  say  the  least.  Crowded  stands  vaunting  the  orange  of  the  visitors  and  the  blue  and  gold 
bands  which  rivaled  each  other  to  make  the  greatest  volume  of  sound,  a  parade  by  the  Georgia  Tech 

rooting  section  before  the  game,  and 
finally  Tech's  entrance  on  the  field, 
the  long  line  of  golden  clad  gladia- 
tors led  by  "Red"  Barron,  preceded 
by  two  like-clad  diminutive  mas- 
cots. It  reminded  one  much  of  the 
setting  for  the  Princeton-Navy  spec- 
tacle the  previous  year,  and  what 
spirit  we  had  then  was  far  less  than 
that  displayed  this  year.  The  issue 
at  stake  was  great  and  the  rise  or 
fall  of  the  prestige  of  Navy's  team 
rested  upon  the  final  score.  Geor- 
gia Tech  was  decisively  defeated  in 
a  game  full  of  stellar  football.  Our 
team  outdid  all  our  hopes  and 
played  as  finished  football  as  one 
might  expect  only  in  the  closing 
days  of  the  football  season.  Briefly, 
our  defense  was  perfect,  our  attack 
versatile  and  effective,  and  our 
spirit,  of  a  caliber  high  enough  to 
produce  results.  It  was  a  very 
good  game  from  a  technical  stand- 
point and  though  hard  fought, 
neither  side  suffered  a  penalty. 

The  game  began  when  Conroy 
kicked  off  to  Barron.  We  were 
waiting  for  the  famous  shift  and 
our  wishes  were  granted  immediate- 
ly. The  Tech  team,  like  some 
smooth-working  machine,  dropped 
into  their  places,  the  signals  given, 
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TVfA  j'/n/z  gelling  under  way;  Barron  receiving  pass  from  center 

a  starting  "hep",  and  they  began  to  bowl  along.  But  we  were  not  fooled.  The  shift  was  broken 
up,  we  made  our  initial  first  down,  and  from  then  on  the  Navy  team  was  hard  to  stop,  especially  Tay- 
lor, who  opened  the  day  with  a  30-yard  gain,  and  after  a  few  rushes  by  Steve,  the  ball  went  over  the 
last  strip  of  whitewash  for  the  count. 

This  touchdown  made  Tech  display  more  fight  and  they  came  back  with  some  good  gains  by  the 
aerial  route,  due  to  the  accurate  passing  of  "Red"  Barron,  until  this  game  was  finally  broken  up 
by  Parr  who  tackled  Barron  for  a  loss. 

The  second  period,  the  ball  was  in  Navy's  possession  most  of  the  time  and  Taylor  again  played  a 
leading  part.  After  breaking  up  everything  Tech  showed,  he  made  a  wonderful  running  catch  of 
Conroy's  pass  for  a  37-yard  gain  and  a  touchdown. 

In  the  second  half,  Tech  showed  more  fight  than  previously.  After  the  kick-off,  Tech  was  held  for 
downs  and  forced  to  punt.  Then  Navy  opened  up  with  forwards  and  Taylor,  again  to  the  front, 
took  the  ball  well  down  into  Tech's  territory.  Conroy  followed  his  example  and  Cullen  brought  up 
with  a  punt  that  went  out  of  bounds  on  the  5-yard  mark.  Tech  returned  the  ball  on  a  punt  and 
Barchet  ripped  off  eighteen  yards  behind  McKee.  Barron  then  made  a  pretty  catch  of  a  perfectly 

placed  pass  and  the  game  raged 
back  and  forth  in  mid-field. 

The  last  quarter  began  with  a 
speedy  march  down  the  field  and 
on  a  long  pass  fumbled,  luckily  for 
Tech,  behind  the  goal,  they  got  the 
ball  on  the  20-yard  line.  The  Tor- 
nado failed  to  pierce  our  line,  and 
we,  in  turn  booted,  Matthews  inter- 
cepted a  pass,  and  carried  the  oval 
until  dropped  on  Tech's  5-yard  line, 
where  their  line  became  a  stonewall, 
and  we  lost  the  ball  on  downs.  A 
kick  once  again  removed  them  from  ^^-^ 

^w-  danger,    and    after   Cullen    ran    the 

&^£.  ball  back,   a  criss-cross,  Conroy  to 

Stoltz,  and  rushes  by  Norris,  who 
had  replaced  Barchet,  we  were 
again  on  Tech's  7-yard  line,  when 
the   game   was   over. 

Next  week,  we  did  not  expect  as 
great  a  battle  as  the  one  just  closed. 
We  had  heard  much  of  "Pos"  Mil- 
ler and  Thurman,  but  much  be- 
littled the  team  on  which  they 
played.  Part  of  the  Regiment  did 
not  see  the  game,  there  was  a  lack  of 
the  spirit  that  carried  us  through 
the  "Tornado"  crisis,  and  we  lost 
the  game  through  the  fact  that  the 
Taylor  team    did    not    receive    the    backing  Clyde 
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the  first  touchdown; 


due  them.  Spirit,  the  key  to  the  whole  situation  was  the  element  to  which  the  Navy  owes  its  bitter 
defeat  at  the  hands  of  the  heretofore  insignificant  Quakers.  With  all  to  win  and  nothing  to  lose, 
"  Pos"  Miller  led  his  men  as  they  were  never  led  before  in  an  uphill  fight  to  the  pinnacle  of  the  most 
satisfying  triumph  Penn  ever  experienced.  Our  team  played  football,  but  in  the  crucial  moments 
with  the  ball  on  the  way  across  the  last  thin  white  line,  Penn's  defense  stiffened  so  stubbornly,  and 
with  such  a  rush  of  fight,  that  out  attack  was  in  vain.  Miller,  on  his  toes  all  the  time,  kept  his  team 
underway  always,  imparting  to  all  some  of  his  unconquerable  spirit.  A  bitter  experience,  exceeding- 
ly hard  to  survive,  but  of  utmost  importance  before  an  Army-Navy  Game. 

Penn  kicked  ofF  and  Eddie  Norris  made  his  way  through  right  tackle  and  checked  up  the  initial 
first  down  of  the  game.  Then  Penn  stiffened  and  Cullen  was  forced  to  kick.  Penn  could  gain 
nothing  through  our  line,  so  the  game  developed  into  a  kicking  duel  between  Cullen  and  Hamer,  our 
back  having  a  slight  edge  on  his  opponent,  which  put  us  on  position  to  make  our  only  score.  When 
Hamer  kicked  out  of  bounds  in  mid-field,  Navy  opened  up.  A  20-yard  pass,  McKee  to  Cullen, 
followed  by  line  smashes  by  the  former  and  Conroy  gave  us  first  down.  With  the  ball  down  on 
Penn's  9-yard  line,  Norris  raced  through  for  four  yards,  tackled  by  "Pos"  Miller.  Then  Conway 
in  three  bucks,  finally  threw  himself  across  the  line  for  our  lone  touchdown,  to  which  he  added  the 

other  point.  Score:  Penn  0;  Navy  7. 
We  received  again  and  in  a  series 

of  plays  the  most  stellar  of  which 

was  a  20-yard  run  by  McKee,  the 

ball   came  to   rest  on   the   26-yard 

mark  with  the  end  of  the  quarter. 
The    second    quarter,    Thurman 

now  in  the  backfield  for  Penn,  inter- 
cepted a  pass  which  he  lost  by  fumb- 
ling.    We   reached    Penn's    10-yard 

mark    and    lost    the    ball.     Penn's 

line  was  not  working  at  its  best  and 

again  in  possession  of  the  ball,  we 

penetrated    to    their    8-yard    mark 

and  lost  the  ball  again.     This  closed 

the  half. 

A    dedication    of   Franklin    Field 

turned  all  luck  against  us,  it  seems. 

The  second   half,   Miller  for  Penn, 

received    the    kick    and    in    quicker 

time  than  belief  would  warrant,  was 

threatening    Navy's    goal.     A    pass 

from    Hamer,    perfectly    delivered, 

sent  Miller  over  for  the  tying  touch- 
down. 

We   received   again,   did   little  or 

nothing     except     by     line     plunges 

which  gained  little  and  lost  the  ball. 

A    blocked    punt,    a    30-yard    pass, 

"Pos"  Miller  to  deliver  it,  put  the 

ball   on   our    1-yard   line   when   the 
Winkjer  quarter  ended.  Cullen 
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End  around  (Taylor);  Penn  State  game 


Penn  State  kicks  from  behind  goal;  first  quarte 


McWhorter  to  Barron;    Tech    game 


The  lion  shivers  in  anticipation 


Barchet  of  tackle 


McWhorter  to   Barron;    third  quarter 
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State  makes  short  pass  over  center 

The  first  play  put  Miller  across  Navy's  last  line  for  the  second  time.  Then  Steve  came  to  the  res- 
cue. Although  supposed  to  be  a  cripple,  he  carried  the  ball  down  to  Penn's  14-yard  line,  where  we 
tried  a  field  goal  which  failed.  Penn  was  unable  to  come  back,  and,  the  ball  again  in  our  possession, 
we  staged  a  rally,  cut  short  by  an  intercepted  pass.  Penn  returned  the  ball  and  in  an  aerial  game, 
which  availed  us  nothing,  the  game  ended,  the  ball  in  Penn's  possession. 

Score:     Penn  13;   Navy  7. 

One  fine  Friday,  they  put  us  on  one  of  Mr.  W.  B.  &  A's  trains  and  sent  us  to  Washington  to  watch 
the  Navy  team  come  back.  They  did,  too!  Penn  State  sadly  lacked  Glenn  Killinger,  and  Wilson 
could  not  hit  the  stride  he  showed  on  Franklin  Field  with  his  brilliant  co-partner,  a  year  ago. 

The  first  quarter  was  nip  and  tuck  and  showed  very  clearly  the  defensive  strength  of  both  teams. 
Conroy  kicked  off"  and  in  four  plays  it  was  Navy's  ball  again.  State  was  forced  to  kick  and  Navy 
did  the  same  in  turn.  Both  sides  were  forced  to  kick  a  few  more  times  and  then  "Tiny"  McMahon 
of  State  came  crashing  through  and  really  opened  the  game.  Then  breaks  came  and  went,  Penn 
State  tried  two  field  goals  but  in  vain,  and  the  quarter  ended  scoreless.  Then,  since  defensive  work 
was  so  good,  Navy  took  to  the  air,  and  finally  Cullen,  plucking  the  ball  out  of  the  air  of  his  home 
town,  went  over  for  the  first  count.     The  half  ended,  Navy  7,  Penn  State  0. 

The  second  half  was  fast,  too,  and  the  game  kept  pretty  much  to  the  air.  Now  Navy  has  always 
been  good  on  rushing,  but  they  certainly  surprised  themselves  when  out  of  their  element.  The  last 
score  of  the  game  came  when  Kratz,  tackled  so  hard  by  Taylor,  dropped  the  ball,  and  Cullen,  ever- 
present  in  the  pinch,  scooped  it  up  and  went  over.  Score  Navy  14,  Penn  State  0.  Norris  almost 
made  it  one  more,  but  a  step  outside  at  the  twenty-yard  line,  and  both  sides  offside  ruined  this  spec- 
tacular run.  However,  Navy  won  and  what  more  could  we  wish,  a  victory  much  more  decisive 
than  State  has  won  over  us  before. 

The  final  game  of  the  season  was  with  St.  Xavier,  a  light,  fast  team  from  Ohio,  with  many  defeats 
to  its  credit,  but  not  to  be  greatly  feared,  though  the  52-0  score  we  made  does  not  show  that  the 
visitors  gave  us  quite  a  bit  of  trouble  when,  using  an  end  around  play,  instead  of  the  usual  off  tackle 
offensive,  they  showed  how  such  a  play  might  disturb  even  the  best  wingmen  in  the  game. 
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The  regiment  arrives  in  force 


BASEBALL 


THE  season  of  1922  may  well  be  called 
successful,  because  any  team  that  comes 
through  with  fourteen  victories  in  the 
eighteen  games  played  especially  when  the 
hardest-hitting  college  nines  of  the  East  are 
lined  up  in  the  schedule,  and  then  brings  the 
season  to  a  close  with  a  victory  over  our 
greatest  rival,  Army,  in  a  game  spectacular 
to  witness,  more  than  gratifying  to  win,  de- 
serves everything  that  can  be  said  in  its 
praise. 

We  were  lucky,  of  course,  to  lose  but 
three  of  the  regulars  by  graduation,  Poole, 
Gaines  and  Pino,  but  luckier  still  to  have 
those  who  could  fill  in  the  empty  holes  in 
short  order.  Dark  horses  who  had  always 
loomed  up  in  the  pinches  and  new  recruits 
gave  us  plenty  of  material  to  draw  from,  and 
the  hardest  job,  apparently,  was  to  decide 
who  should  fill  who's  place.  Well,  it  was 
soon  decided,  and  very  wisely  as  results 
show. 

When  they  lined  up  at  the  beginning  of 
the  season,  we  looked  down  to  second  and 
saw  another  diminutive  youth  covering  the 
bag,  where  "Tiny"  Pino  had  been,  and  even 
then  he  was  wearing  one  emblem  of  victory 
over  the  Army  won  on  another  field.  To 
be  sure  it  was  Barchet,  and  his  work  there 
during  the  season 
proved  that  second 
was  a  bulwark  of 
defense.  His  co- 
worker was  Heder- 
man,  who  is  one  of 
our  topnotchers  in 
the  infield,  but  who, 
later  in  the  season, 
was  injured,  so  that 
his  dream,  to  wear 
an  N-Star,  was  lost 
when  he  was  forced 
to  sit  on  the  bench, 
cane  in  hand,  a  vic- 
tim of  hard  luck. 
The  skipper, 
"Hump",  held 
down  the  initial 
sack,  though  in- 
capacitated early 
in  the  season  when 
Niemyer  and  Alex- 
ander held  down 
his  position.  The 
latter,  a  plebe,  was 
one  of  the  new  re- 
cruits who  showed 
himself  capable  as 
a    utility    man,    to 
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Wilson,  Jennings,  Lush,  Commander  Cooke,  Milner,  Blakeslee. 

Newton,  Fenno,  York,  Cooper,  Thach,  Peterson,  Zimmerman,  Nutter,  Waid,  McKee,  Doc  Snyder. 

Kelley,  Durgin,  Mills,  Niemyer,  Hederman,  Humphreys  (Cap't),  Hogan,  Barchet,  Baker,  Harris,  Rawlings. 

be  depended  upon  in  the  pinches.  Then  Durgin  came  to  the  fore,  first  behind  the  bat  and  when 
Humphreys  left  the  game,  he  took  his  regular  position  at  first.  Baker,  on  third,  played  a  very  steady 
game  and  that  place  was  settled  for  the  season.  Due  to  the  injury  of  Hederman  towards  the  end  of 
the  season  Barchet  went  to  short,  and  Mills,  as  clever  as  any  of  them,  but  left  out  just  because  they 
were  all  good,  was  called  upon  to  cover  second  as  teammate  to  Barchet  and  between  them  nothing 
destined  for  their  territory  got  by. 

The  outfield  was  easy.  No  outfield  could  fill  our  expectations  as  well  as  this  combination.  Harris 
at  center  was  everywhere,  from  sneaking  those  just  off  second  to  chasing  those  destined  for  Upshur 
Row.  with  the  same  result,  the  ump  loudly  bellowing  "Out"!  As  lead  off  man  on  the  batting  order, 
he  ruined  more  than  one  game  for  our  opponents  when  he  started  the  rally  by  a  nice  single  and  a 
burst  of  speed  to  first.  Then  out  stalked  Hank,  gave  us  the  familiar  wiggle,  looked  the  first  one  over 
and  smack!  Was  it  two  or  three?  Hank  usually  made  'em  that  way  because  it  looked  as  though 
he  had  an  aversion  to  running  and  wanted  to  allow  plenty  of  time  to  get  there.  And  as  for  that 
bandstand,  when  out  in  left-field  there,  he  climbed  all  over  it  to  reach  'em  and  they  counted  for  noth- 
ing. Over  in  the  right  garden  was  "Ike",  called  upon  every  so  often  to  give  a  hand  on  the  raised 
box  but  holding  'em  all  if  they  got  past  first.  Sometimes  he  traveled  fast,  and  we  often  wondered  how 
he  did  but  when  he  put  the  same  weight  on  the  ball,  there  was  need  of  a  scouting  party  to  find  it. 

This  year  we  were  especially  strong  in  the  delivery  department  where  we  could  muster  Kelly,  Peter- 
son, Fleming,  Niemyer,  and  Sparling.  Kelly  and  Peterson  bore  the  brunt  of  the  season  and  "Ike" 
and  Sparling  came  up  when  needed  and  put  the  necessary  punch  in  the  ball  when  either  of  our  regular 
moundmen  showed  signs  of  wavering.  Every  game  must  be  put  on  ice  before  we  could  feel  satis- 
fied, and  no  chances  were  to  be  taken.  Following  this  policy  the  season  progressed  smoothly,  the 
team  got  together  in  finished  style,  and  we  were  ready  for  the  Army. 

The  season  opened  with  Bowdoin  one  fair  Wednesday  afternoon  when  Uncle  Henry  tossed  over  a 
hot  one  to  Durgin,  who  was  filling  Mai's  shoes,  while  the  latter  struggled  nobly  with  the  Academics. 
Then  out  strode  a  long  slim  boy,  Kelly,  with  a  wide  smile,  an  attitude  of  self-confidence  and  determi- 
nation displayed  in  all  his  work,  and  from  then  on  the  game  was  fight,  the  final  score  making  Navy 
the  winner  7-6. 

Next  came  Maryland  State  who  brought  with  them  a  fast  team,  so  fast  in  fact  that  they  had  the 
edge  on  us  until  the  "lucky  seventh",  when  a  neat-bunching  of  hits  netted  us  four  runs  sending 
Maryland  State  back  home  with  a  score  of  7-4  against  them. 

Dartmouth,  a  representation  of  the  north,  as  Bowdoin  had  been,  met  with  a  similar  fate.  This 
game  was  noted  especially  for  fielding,  and  the  team  Lush  had  on  the  field  showed  late-season  form. 
The  game  was  cinched  in  the  bud,  but  interest  never  lagged.  Kelly  added  eleven  stike-outs  to  his 
belt  and  with  the  smoothest  of  work,  his  delivery  and  control  were  well-nigh  perfect.  With  four 
three-baggers  and  a  double,  the  score  mounted  up,  and  when  the  sun  was  sinking  low,  Dartmouth 
retired,  the  score  10-2,  Navy  in  the  lead. 

Until  now,  things  had  been  moving  a  little  too  easy  for  us  and  somehow  we  seemed  unprepared  for 
the  Cornell  crew  of  bat-slingers.     Cornell  drew  first  blood  in  the  first,  when  Wooden,  Cornell's 
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Standing:  Lush  (Coach),  Durgin,  Hogan,  Kelly,  Baker,  Rawlings,  Harris. 
Sitting:  Mills,  Niemyer,  Humphreys  (Captain),  Hederman,  Barchet 


lead-off  man,  nicked  one  of  Pete's  offerings  for  a  triple  which  scored  the  first  one.  In  the  third, 
Cornell  scored  two  more  and  repeated  this  stunt  in  the  fourth  so  that  Navy  entered  the  fifth  with 
the  score  5-0  against  them.  Then  came  a  complete  reversal  of  form.  From  worse  than  the  present 
Athletics  they  developed  into  a  combination  that  rivaled  Mack's  gang  of  more  prolific  days.  Errors 
of  commission  and  omission  gave  way  to  double  plays  and  scintillating  stops.  Strike  outs  and  feeble 
blows  were  succeeded  by  long  drives  to  the  outfield.  Then  the  lucky  sixth  and  seventh  this  time 
gave  us  four.     With  two  out,  the  bases  full,  up  came  Harris,  and  as  a  result  out  went  the  ball  over 

the  right  fielder's  shoulders,   count 

'em,  one,  two  and  thr — ,  but  a  clever 

relay  from  Fox  to  Wooden  to  Tone 

cut  Steve  off  at  the  plate,  thereby  de- 
priving us  of  the  tying  run.     They 

left  us  with  the  score  5-4,  the  first 

Navy  defeat  of  the  season. 

Well,  the  old  saying  is,  "It  never 

rains  but  it  pours".    And  it  didn't 

fail  this  time  for  Holy  Cross  had 

the   goods,    especially    Carroll,    the 

pitcher,   and  Navy  lost  by  a  score 

of  5-2.      Inability    to    hit    in     the 

pinches  was  the  reason  but  we  may 

blame  some  of  it  to  the  Holy  Cross 

moundsman     who    gave    the     best 

exhibition  of  pitching  seen  on  Wor- 

den   Field   up  to  this   point  of  the 

season,  even  though  "Slim"  Kelly, 

with   the   exception   of  one   inning, 

twirled  a  fine  game.     In  the  second 

inning,  Doherty,  the  second  man  up, 

drove  the  first  pitched  ball  far  out 

into   the   left   pasture   for   the   first 

home    run     of    the    season.     Holy 

Cross   scored    again   in   the   fourth, 

but    our    rally    started    then    when 

Niemyer   advanced    by    Hederman, 

and    tearing    around    on    Durgin's 

single,  scored  the  initial  run.    Things 

looked  very  bright  when  with  two 


Cap't-elect  Hederman 
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Lush,  Milner,  Commander  Cooke,  Blakeslee,  Wilson 

on,  Steve,  next  up,  looked  'em  over,  but  Carroll  took  the  situation  in  hand  and  after  three  swings 
Steve  took  the  count  for  the  last  out. 

Two  straight  was  enough  because  there  was  a  very  perceptible  snap  to  their  work.  Syracuse 
arrived  in  camp.  Most  of  the  Regiment  was  absent  because  few  could  pass  up  the  reunion  with 
the  O.  A.  O.,  but  the  team  played  just  as  well  and  possibly  better  because  Syracuse  went  down  3-2, 
in  a  very  fast,  tight  game.  Harris,  the  star  of  the  game,  perhaps,  though  they  all  played  excellent 
ball,  brought  home  the  first  score  in  the  first,  sent  on  his  way  by  "Hank"  and  "Ike".  His  final  fiat 
came  in  the  eighth  when  on  a  bunt  he  reached  first.  "Hank"  using  the  hit-and-run  method  of  ad- 
vance, contributed  a  bunt  as  Harris  was  rounding  second,  when  the  pitcher  picked  it  up  Dale  was  on 
third,  and  when  the  ball  was  going  over  the  first  baseman's  head,  Dale  was  crossing  the  platter  for 
Navy's  final  run. 

Then  came  Delaware  who  proved  very  easy  as  the  score,  13-4,  shows,  especially,  when  Navy 
scored  ten  runs  in  the  second.  Captain  Humphreys  and  Mai  Hogan  made  their  debut  in  the  regular 
line-up  and  a  smoothness  was  noted  that  had  not  existed  previously.  Rothroch,  the  Delaware  pitch- 
er, had  held  Holy  Cross  scoreless  for  twelve  innings  a  week  before  but  Navy  had  little  to  fear 
from  the  porthander.  Niemyer,  after  passing  a  few,  picked  out  one  and  sent  it  over  the  lacrosse 
field  for  a  homer,  the  longest  seen  here  in  several  seasons.  So  went  the  game,  easy  but  not  what  we 
desired. 


Navy  plays  host 
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The  bench 


The  big  reason  was  Georgia  Tech,  whose  team  landed  on  us  in  earnest  and  in  a  comedy  of  errors 
left  us  on  the  small  end  of  a  13-1  score.  The  Tornado  brought  with  them  their  pitching  ace,  Collins, 
but  he  was  nicked  for  eight  hits,  well  scattered,  but  perfect  support  kept  him  always  out  of  danger. 
Niemyer  was  on  the  mound  for  Navy,  and  except  for  an  inning  or  two,  did  creditable  work,  pulling 
himself  out  of  tight  corners  by  superb  pitching.  But  all  in  vain.  A  very  unfortunate  accident 
occurred  in  this  game,  when  Hederman,  taking  a  swing  at  the  second  delivered,  the  ball  glanced  to 
his  nose,  and  he  was  dropped  clean,  the  result  a  broken  nose. 

Then  in  quick  succession  followed  Carnegie  Tech,  West  Virginia,  and  William  and  Mary,  who 
went  down  in  easy  defeat  before  our  gang,  showing  great  form  after  the  defeat  handed  out  by  Georgia 
Tech.  These  games  were  conspicuous  because  they  showed  that  the  gang  had  the  batting  eye  on  the 
ball  again  and  were  back  to  accustomed  form  before  they  hit  the  slump  which  followed  the  Easter 
respite. 

However,  the  University  of  Pennsylvania  was  the  next  to  prove  their  undoing.  Perhaps  it  was 
because  they  were  on  Franklin  Field,  where  the  Jinx  has  ever  been  against  Navy.  It  was  the  first 
appearance  of  the  Navy  team  away  from  the  home  lot,  and  the  awe-inspiring  sights  of  the  big  city 
seemed  to  distract  their  attention  from  the  game.     Penn  was  fast  on  the  bases  and  taking  advantage 

of  the  home  surroundings,  ran  wild 
more  or  less  for  the  first  three  in- 
nings. Kelly  seemed  to  have  an  off 
day  and  the  only  flashes  of  fast  play 
came  in  two  doubles  initiated  by 
Hederman.  Navy  started  a  rally 
in  the  ninth  but  it  was  late  and 
netted  us  but  one  run  and  two  in- 
juries, Niemyer  hurting  his  ankle 
and  Humphreys  wrenching  his  knee 
badly.  The  score,  8-3,  was  against 
them  but  they  learned  a  lesson 
which  stood  them  in  good  stead 
against  Army. 

'""'  The  next  game  was  with  the  Johns 
Hopkins  aggregation,  who,  follow- 
ing the  example  of  their  lacrosse 
team,  were  defeated,  the  score  3-1. 
The  game  was  not  spectacular  ex- 
cept for  one  play  when  Mills  at 
second,  pulled  down  a  hot  one  off 
Sharrett's  bat  and  forced  Haytee  at 
second. 

Then  they  followed  quickly,  in  a 
row  for  Navy,  all  of  them  victories, 
over  Swarthmore,  Catholic  Univer- 
sity, Gettysburg  and  St.  John's 
College.  The  team  was  now  set 
for  Army.  We  had  a  team,  tried 
and  tested.  They  had  made  good. 
The  only  victory  needed  to  consum- 


"Ike"  Niemyer 


"Matt"  Kelly 
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mate  such  a  successful  season  was 
Army's  defeat  and  it  was  accom- 
plished in  a  game  full  of  thrills, 
Navy  by  a  large  lead,  then  pressed 
hard  by  Army,  staging  a  come-back 
as  only  brothers-in-arms  can  do, 
but  at  last  ended,  Army's  colors 
furled,   the   Navy   triumphant. 

The  season  was  a  success  and  since 
we  were  to  lose  few  of  the  regulars 
by  graduation,  '22  turned  over  to 
the  Academy  a  team  which  will 
make  the  next  season  even  more 
glorious  than  this. 
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BASEBALL 

'Artie"  Fleming                                               1Q91-1Q9?  "Mal" 

Opponent      Navy 

Bowdoin 6  7 

U.  of  Maryland 4  7 

Dartmouth 2  10 

Cornell 5  4 

Holy  Cross 5  2 

Syracuse 2  3 

Delaware 4  13 

Georgia  Tech 13  1 

Carnegie  Tech 2  8 

West  Virginia 2  9 

Wm.  and  Mary 7  10 

U.  of  Pennsylvania  (Phila.) 8  3 

Johns  Hopkins 1  3 

Swarthmore 6  7 

Catholic  U 4  12 

Gettysburg 7  0 

St.  John's  College   2  7 

ARMY : _6_  _8_ 

86  114 


HOGAN 
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EARLY  in  January  ' 
Navy  launched  the 
most  successful  crew  sea- 
son that  has  yet  been  com- 
pleted. And  this  was  as 
it  should  have  been,  for 
Navy  had  the  same  crew 
which  easily  showed  its 
stern  to  the  picked  crews 
of  the  United  States  rep- 
resented in  The  Pough- 
keepsie  Regatta  of  1921, 
and  which  included  four 
of  the  World's  Champs 
who  represented  Navy  in 
the  Olympic  Regatta  at 
Antwerp.  The  squad  of 
eager  huskies  who  ac- 
companied this  super- 
man crew  had  been  faith- 
ful understudies  for  three 
years,  and  that  explains 
the  successes  of  Navy's 
Junior  and  Third  'Var- 
sity Crews. 

The  plebes  took  to  the 
rowing  machines  in  the 
Natatorium  soon  after 
the  peal  of  the  New 
Year's  bells  had  died 
away,  and  early  in  Febru- 
ary the  'Varsity  squad 
was  called  out. 

Daily  training  went 
on  with  rowing  machines 
and  the  stationary  barge 
until  the  weather  grew 
less  murky  overhead  and 
permitted  the  squad  to 
practice  on  the  river. 
Then  the  welcome  sound 
of  the  coxswain's  sharp, 
staccato  voice  and  the 
plash,  plash  of  the  dip- 
ping sweeps  brought  joy 
to  the  winter-weary 
hearts  of  the  Regiment. 

Captained  by  Clyde 
King,  Navy's  "best  all- 
around  athlete"  of  1922, 
and  under  the  tutelage  of 
that  old  master  of  row- 
ing, "Dick"  Glendon, 
the  'Varsity  eights  gained 
rhythm  and  power.  Most 
capably  looked  after  by 
"Young  Dick"  Glendon, 
the  Plebes  whipped  into 
championship  style  for 
their  class,  and  held  that 
status  all  the  season.      It 


Captain  Clyde  King 
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THE     'VARSITY   {Intercollegiate  Champions) 
Gwinn,  Coxswain,  Frawley,  Lee,  Jordan,  Sanborn,  Bolles,  King,  Higgins,  Gallagher 

was  a  splendid  sight  to  see  the  eight  odd  shells  paddling  up  to  Round  Bay  on  a  bright  Spring  afternoon,  for  the  galling 
journey  back  which  always  followed.  The  'Varsity  eights  ahead  in  a  graceful,  easy  moving  group;  trailed  by  the  watchful 
"Dart"  containing  the  big  megaphone,  with  "Dick"  in  back  of  it;  followed,  half  a  mile  astern,  by  "Young  Dick",  with 
the  Plebes, — all  made  a  never-to-be  forgotten  picture.  As  the  daily  workouts  progressed,  the  crews  lost  the  winter  fat,  im- 
■  proved  in    blade  work   and   the   body-swing   rhythm, 

gained  in  endurance,  and  gave  unmistakable  signs  of 

winning  all  the  races  which  were  listed  on  the  hard 

schedule  ahead. 
The  racing  season  opened  on  April  29th.    The  Navy 

2nd  'Varsity  and  1st  Plebe  crews  rowed  in  a  triangular 

Henley  distance  race  with  the  Massachusetts  Institute 

of  Technology's  2nd  'Varsity;  finishing  in  the  above 

order;  the  respective  times  being  8.13  3/5 — 8:24 — 8:26. 

As  this  was  the  first  race  the  Plebes  had  ever  rowed, 

they  were  all   Junior  College  Oarsmen,  and   the  fact 

that  they  opened  the  season  by  winning  in  the  Inter- 
mediate Class  augured  well  for  them.     The  'Varsity 

race  followed;  the  Navy  crew  winning  easily  by  five 

lengths.     A  word    concerning    the    excellent  fighting 

spirit  shown  by  M.  I.  T.  is  in  order  here.     They  work 

under  a  great  deal  of  a  handicap,  academically  and  in 

the  matter  of  boats,  oars  and   coaches;  so  that  the 

showing  put  up  by  them  was  excellent.     As  our  guests 

in  Bancroft  Hall,  we  learned   of  many  troubles   and 

habits  in  common  to  both  institutes. 
May   6th,   the   'Varsity  and  1st  Plebe  crews  were 

scheduled  to  row  triangular  races  against  Harvard  and 

Princeton  at  Cambridge,  Massachusetts.     For  several 

reasons  these  races  were  unusually  interesting:  Boston 

was  the  home  of  "Dick"  Glendon  and  it  was  the  first 

time  in  twenty  years  he  had  brought  a  crew  to   the 

Charles.     The  great  prestige  of  the  Navy  crews  and 

the  old   rivalry  between    Navy    and    Princeton    oars- 
men, stimulated  by  the  memory  of  their   1921   race, 

added  to  the  general  interest.     All  this  drew  an   im- 
mense throng  of  rowing  fans  to  the  banks  of  the  Charles 

and    the    Harvard  bridge  was  loaded  to  its  straining 

point. 
The  memory  of  the  after-the-race  speeches  of  "Dr. 

Spaeth,"  "Dick"  Glendon,  and  "Doug"  Howard;  the 

joke  on  Fitzpatrick  (the  Princeton  Frosh  coach)  about 

"rocking  the  boat"  and  other  incidents  in  connection 

with  the  trip  will  remain  dear  to  the  memory  of  most 

of  the  squad. 


y 


Dick  Glendon,  Sr. 


Dick  Glendon,  Jr. 
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PLEBE    CREW 

Field  (Cox.),  Compton,  Clyde,  Chillingworth,  Zuber,  Bell,  King,  Powell,  Michel. 

WINNER  LOSER  TIME 

Navy  Plebes  vs.  Syracuse  Freshmen  10.29 — 10.39 

Navy  2nd  'Varsity  vs.  Syracuse  2nd  'Varsity  10.21 — 10.38 

Navy  'Varsity  vs.  Syracuse  'Varsity  9.56 — 10.06 

During  the  following  week,  final  practice  rows  were  in  order.    Between  the  halfs  of  their  annual 
examinations,  the  racing  crews  dashed  out  for  short  racing  starts. 


,jm 
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{Courtesy  of  IVorld  Wide  Photo  Service) 

The  Finish — Navy  First,  Princeton  Second,  Harvard  Third 
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{.Courtesy  of  World  Wide  Photo  Service) 

Navy  Plebes  Winning  a  Hot  Race — the  Henley 

The  squad  departed  for  Philadelphia  on  Thursday,  May  25th.  The  squad  made  the  Bellevue- 
Stratford  its  quarters,  Friday  saw  the  Navy  crews  on  the  water  for  morning  and  afternoon  practice. 

This  Regatta  was  replete  with  thrills.  Several  records  for  the  course  were  broken.  The  2nd. 
'Varsity,  3rd.  'Varsity,  and  Plebe  races  were  hotly  contested  and  all  competing  crews  were  well 
bunched  near  the  finish.  It  was  another  great  day  for  the  Navy.  In  addition  to  winning  the  major 
event  of  the  long  program  in  the  good  time  of  6:28-1/5,  we  also  took  the  contest  for  freshmen  eights, 
leaving  the  Plebes  as  well  as  the  'Varsity  with  an  immaculate  record  for  the  season. 

The  Junior  'Varsity  as  well  as  the  Plebe  finish  was  a  thriller.  There  is  no  question  but  what 
Kendall's  crew  would  have  won  in  clean,  easy  style  had  it  not  been  for  several  unfortunate  happen- 
ings. Besides  losing  their  stakes  boat  and  being  put  under  handicap  by  the  decidedly  strong  current, 
they  got  off  to  a  poor  start — one  of  the  men  jumping  his  slide  entirely.  The  Princeton  boat  that 
finished  a  few  feet  ahead  of  them  was  Princeton's  best  'Varsity. 

The  Third 'Varsity  lost  to  the  only  successful  Harvard  combination  of  the  season.  Our  third 
boat  had  it  out  with  all  comers,  and  required  many  demonstrations  of  watermanship,  grit,  and  game- 
ness  from  the  Harvard  crew  before  the  finish  line  was  crossed. 

Then  came  the  hot  June  day  practices  in  preparation  for  the  great  Poughkeepsie  Regatta. 
"Dick"  changed  the  order  of  the  men  in  the  boat,  but  it  was  still  the  same  eight.  This  race  has  been 
pictured  so  well  by  one  of  the  reporters  on  the  scene  that  part  of  his  account  is  quoted  as  giving  a 
fair  idea  of  the  race. 

"That  never-to-be-forgotten  last  half  mile  was  not  just  one  race  alone,  it  was  three 
distinct  contests;  the  all-important,  major  battle  between  the  Navy  and  Washington  out 
there  in  front,  the  secondary  struggle  between  Cornell  and  a  suddenly  inspired  Syracuse 
crew  for  third  laurels,  and  the  desperate  straining  between  Columbia  and  Pennsylvania  to 
avoid  bringing  up  the  rear. 


Kendall's  Second  Varsity  an   Uncomfortable  Close  Second  to  Princeton 
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Navy   Varsity  Well  in  the  Lead — the  Henley 


"It  was  a  day  of  transcendent  dramatics  for  the  Navy.  As  this  historic  shell  shot  across 
the  line  a  winner,  the  Navy  crew,  that  began  its  marvelous  career  by  winning  the  Olympic 
championship  at  Antwerp  in  1920,  passed  into  history.  Seven  of  its  eight  members  graduate 
and  go  to  the  bridges  of  Uncle  Sam's  fleet." 

The  passing  of  this  crew  is  marked  by  the  passing  of  the  man  who  made  it — Richard  A.  Glendon, 
coach  at  Annapolis.  "Dick"  has  resigned  after  a  rowing  career  that  has  stretched  across  almost 
two-score  years.  By  his  sportsmanlike  conduct,  devotion  to  duty  and  minute  knowledge  of  the  game, 
and  his  love  of  midshipmen,  he  has  been  most  instrumental  in  guiding  us  to  the  heights  we  have 
attained. 

The  true  test  of  the  character  of  this  man  is  that,  without  exception,  every  man  who  rowed 
under  his  tutelage  at  Annapolis  has  carried  with  him  an  admiration  and  love  of  him  that  has  not 
diminished  with  years  of  separation. 


*r#* 


(.Courtesy  of  World  Wide  Photo  Service) 

The  Pou«hkeepsie  Finish — Navy  First,  Washington  Second,  Cornell  Third,  Syracuse  Fourth 
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TRACK 


THOUGH  a  major  sport  at  the  Academy, 
track  has  been  struggling  for  the  past  few 
years  to  win  the  approbation  which  it  merits 
and  thus  raise  itself  to  the  high  standard  of 
other  sports  when  a  choice  between  a  baseball 
game  and  a  track  meet  will  be  difficult.  By 
dint  of  hard  work  and  careful  coaching,  the 
Academy  developed  such  a  team  for  the  year 
of  1922,  well  able  to  compete  with  the  best, 
either  ending  the  contest  as  the  winner,  or 
leaving  behind  that  feeling  that  Navy  was  a  foe 
worthy  of  merit,  the  aim  of  every  team. 

Pittsburg  was  the  first  opponent  scheduled 
for  the  season  of  1922.  Pittsburg  brought  a 
strong  team,  well  balanced  in  all  branches,  but 
Navy  proved  a  bit  better  and  the  result  gave 
Navy  the  margin  of  points  and  Pittsburg  an 
early  train  home.  The  meet  proved  the  possi- 
bilities of  our  Plebe  material,  and  the  showing 
was  most  gratifying.  Birthright,  hitherto  a 
dark-horse,  in  this  meet  broke  the  Naval  Acade- 
my javelin  record,  adding  another  block  N  to 
the  total. 

In  days  of  old,  Virginia  was  accustomed  to 
win  when  they  came  up  for  a  track  meet  but 
during  the  last  three  years,  this  streak  has  been 
upset.  This  year  proved  no  exception  and  at 
the  same  time,  Harvard  took  the  count,  even 
though  Burke,  the  Harvard  captain,  did  beat 
Eddie  Curtis  in  a  most  remarkable  mile  race. 
Then  Eddie  came  back  and  won  the  880-yard 
event  in  proper  fashion. 
Again  the  javelin  record 
went  when  Leggett  went 
Birthright  one  better, 
this  record  having  now 
become  subject  to  change 
without  notice. 

Early  in  the  season, 
the  Penn  Relays  loomed 
up  and  Navy  decided  to 
send  ateam,  not  confident  , 
of  winning,  but  a  willing- 
ness to  provide  as  much 
competition  as  possible 
being  the  outstanding 
aim.  Much  to  our  sur- 
prise, we  won  second 
place  in  the  distance  and 
sprint  medleys,  the  half 
mile  run  of  Curtis  in  the 
former,  a  superb  race, 
having  brought  us  rapidly 
to  the  front.  In  the  two 
mile  relay,  our  luck  was 
not  so  good.  In  the  mile 
relay,  ours  was  third 
place,    and    might    have         jA  ^^fc, 

been  better  had  not  Foss        ^* 
been  blocked  in  the  last  Captain  Curtis 
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First  Row,  Left  to  Right:  Wiedorn,  Dodge,  Opte,  Huckins,  Johnson,  Carney,  Pullen,  Clapp,  Bare. 

Second  Row:   Johnson,  Blake,  Scheutz,  Moore,  Bedell,  Hurd,  Adair,  Richards,  Tammany,  Leggett,  Dole, 
Young,  Baker,  0.  K. 

Third  Row:    Washburn,  Myers,  Mac  Kerracher,  Kelly,  Ferguson,  Mowatt,  Sheppard,  Taylor,  Stryker, 
McLean,  Tyree,  Baldwin,  Sweeton,  Weirum,  Dr.  Taylor. 

Fourth  Row:  Aamold,  Barron,  Rodgers,  Hammond,  Hudson,  Curtis,  Marple,  Foss,  Newhall,  Cochrane, 
Mang. 

Squatting:   Burke,  Chapman,  Harper,  Marshall,  Gibbons,  Wood,  Goodnough,  Norris. 

lap.  We  did  expect  much  of  the  Plebes  in 
the  Freshman  relay.  However,  hard  luck 
was  ours.  Hammond,  while  warming  up, 
was  run  into  and  injured.  Although  pain- 
fully injured  he  ran,  and  we  took  third  place 
in  this  event. 

Johns  Hopkins  was  our  next  opponent  on 
the  cinders.  Navy  did  not  have  much 
competition  except  in  the  "220",  when 
Clark  of  Hopkins  stepped  out  in  great  form 
and  won  easily.  In  this  meet,  another 
record  went  by  the  board  when  McLean 
cleared  the  bar  in  the  pole  vault  at  ll'-ll- 
3/8".  Navy  was  easily  the  victor  in  the  con- 
test and  rolled  up  a  large  score. 

On  the  same  day,  the  second  team  went 
to  Washington  to  take  part  in  the  American 
Legion  Games.  Though  pitted  against  first 
string  teams  from  the  other  colleges,  our 
representatives  captured  the  Service  Relay 
Race  and  incidentally  brought  back  the 
"Washington  Star"  cup  which  went  with  the 
win.  This  meet  proved  that  the  Hustlers  of 
the  track  squad  had  within  their  ranks  men 
of  first  class  caliber  and  likewise  proved  that 
the  athletic  strength  of  an  institution  lies  in 
its    scrubs. 

M.  I.  T.  indulges  in  few  sports  and  track 
is  one  of  its  greatest  indulgences.  Therefore, 
the  Engineers  from  the  North  put  on  the 
Coach  Mang  Farragut  Field  Track  as  strong  an  aggrega- 
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Capt'-elect  Hudson 


tion  of  the  followers  of  Mercury  as  had  con- 
tested us  in  some  time.  Hendrie  of  Tech 
surprised  us  in  the  two  mile  event,  a  new 
event  for  us,  when  his  endurance  and  me- 
chanical stride,  easily  wrested  him  of  all 
competitors.  Poole,  in  the  sprints,  took  two 
firsts  for  Tech  by  dint  of  nothing  but  cham- 
pionship form.  For  us,  Taylor  again  broke 
his  broad  jump  record,  setting  up  the  new 
mark  of  22'-10",  and  expressing  the  hope 
and  desire  to  make  his  linear  numerals  before 
the  season  of  1923  closed. 

Lafayette  was  the  last  school  to  grace  our 
track  for  the  season  of  1922.  Leconey  of 
Lafayette,  holder  of  the  Intercollegiate 
Record  for  the  100-yard  dash,  was  the  out- 
standing figure  and  proved  conclusively  his 
rights  to  the  laurel  in  the  'TOO",  in  which  he 
was  clocked  in  9-7/10",  a  new  record  for  our 
track.  Not  content  with  this  show  of 
speed,  he  annexed  the  "220"  and  broad- 
jump  for  Lafayette.  Crawford,  the  Lafayette 
captain,  provided  good  competition  for  our 
Eddie  in  the  mile  but  the  Navy  captain 
slowly  increased  the  interval,  and  won  in 
easy  style.  A  comfortable  margin  of  points 
gave  Navy  the  meet  and  a  clean  slate  for  the 
season,  very  successful  in  every  respect. 

The  Plebe  class  brought  to  light  a  great 
deal  of  good  material  and  with  a  year's  work 


Manager  Myers,  '23 
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BASKETBALL 


NAVY  has  established  a  record  for  high 
standards  in  basketball  and  this  year 
was  to  place  on  its  schedule  a  line-up  of 
college  teams  which  provided  excellent  com- 
petition. The  season  was  very  successful 
from  the  point  of  wins  but  since  Army,  our 
greatest  rival,  defeated  us  in  the  final  con- 
test, Navy  did  not  reach  the  paramount 
point  of  success.  Illness  at  the  beginning  of 
the  season  deprived  us  of  Parr,  the  team's 
captain.  Weakened  by  pneumonia,  his 
fate  was  to  watch  his  team  go  down  before 
the  Army  quintet.  And  trips  away  from 
home  didn't  help  much  because  we  lost 
Harris  at  the  Pennsylvania  game  in  Phila- 
delphia when,  with  a  broken  arm,  the  plucky 
lad  played  just  as  hard  as  ever  to  win  for 
Navy,  when  finally  the  Blue  and  Red  topped 
us  by  one  point. 

Deprived  of  two  regulars  by  injuries,  luck 
worked  in  another  direction  for  Navy. 
Lieutenant  Allen,  now  filling  Billy  Lush's 
shoes,  counted  noses  in  his  squad  and  with 
McKee  fixed  in  his  place,  chose  Shapley, 
Walshe,  Parish,  and  Signer  from  the  "  Plebes" 


Lieut.  J.  R.  Allen,  Head  Coach 


First  Row,  Left  to  R'ght:  Magley,  Parsons,  Rhoades,  Scheibeler,  Ekstrom,  Opie,  Ostertag,  Cullen. 
Second  Row:    Buck,  Leggett,  Crain,  Flippen,  Day,  Matteucci,  Gulick,  Wilson. 
Third  Row:   Ault,  Jones,  Shapley,  Barnes,  Parr,  McKee,  Walshe,  Signer,  Allen. 
Fourth  Row:  Mills,  Harris,  Parrish,  Jordan,  Kimes. 
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The   Tip-off,  Lafayette  Game 

to  alternate  on  the  Armory  floor,  bringing  to  the  front  Shapley,  with  yet  three  years  to  play,  one  of 
the  most  promising  basketeers  who  has  ever  graced  a  Navy  guard's  position. 

The  opening  game  of  the  season  saw  the  St.  Francis  set  in  town.  Except  for  Dale  Harris,  the 
Navy  team  was  new  material,  since  Parr  and  McKee  were  still  relaxing  from  a  strenuous  football 
season.     The  game  was  fast  throughout  but  Navy  won  easily. 

The  next  game  proved  easier.  Western  Maryland  showed  much  speed  in  getting  under  way 
and  hardly  had  the  game  opened,  when  Western  Maryland  had  two  goals  to  Navy's  "swabo",  but 
time  told,  and  when  the  game  finished  Navy  led  by  thirty-one  points. 

Then  followed  Washington  College  and  Manhattan  College.  Neither  came  up  to  the  caliber 
of  the  Navy  five  and  our  team  annexed  two  more  scalps. 

Things  had  progressed  far  too  smoothly  and  utter  confidence  had  achieved  its  parasitic  deadli- 
ness  when  Duquesne  University  from  Pittsburg  sent  its  representatives  to  meet  us.  Before  this 
speedy  team,  Navy  received  its  first  jolt  of  the  season  when  it  went  down  to  a  count  of  28  to  26 
in  a  game  decided  in  an  extra  period.  Just  as  the  gong  sounded  the  knell  of  the  second  half,  Cher- 
dini,  the  visitor's  crack  pivot  man  dropped  in  the  two-pointer  that  tied  the  score  at  25  all.    Three 

minutes  of  the  extra  period  passed  without 

a  score.     Then  Duquesne  took  the  lead  and 

a  shot  from  midfield  by  Cingolani  put  the 

game  on  ice. 

The    Duquesne    game    taught    Navy    a 

stern  lesson  and  the  good  effects  appeared 

in  the  contest  with  Knox  College.     It  was 

a  big  reversal  for  Navy  and  the  playing  was 

the  best  exhibition  seen  to  date.     Knox  had 

a  speedy  group  of  players,  well-versed  in  all 

the  fine  points  of  the  game,  but  Navy  was 

equal  to  the  task,  a  new  spirit  had  filled  each 

individual,  and  they  went  after  the  game  in 

masterful  fashion.     However,  the  opponent 

was  worthy  and  merits  great  praise.    McKee 

shone  in  this  game  and  of  the  twenty-eight 

points  scored,  McKee  chalked  up  twenty-two, 

sixteen   out   of  nineteen   possible   from   the 

free-throw  work. 

However,  the  real  game  of  mid-season  was 

that  with  the  University  of  Pennsylvania  at 

Philadelphia.      For  the   second   consecutive 

year,  Navy  lost  to  the  Red  and  Blue  combi- 
nation by  one  point.     Foul  goals  were  the 
Ensign  Ault,  Assistant  Coach       deciding  factor.     The  Navy  five   played    in  Barnes 
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the  finest  form  of  the  season.  McKee  was 
undoubtedly  the  best  man  on  the  floor,  al- 
though Carmack  became  the  hero  for  his 
team  when  with  one  minute  to  go,  he  netted 
a  goal  for  Penn  on  a  long  shot  from  the  side 
of  the  court.  However,  sweet  revenge  was 
to  be  ours. 

One  of  the  finest  incidents  of  this  game 
was  the  gameness  displayed  by  Harris,  who 
having  slipped  and  broken  his  elbow,  con- 
tinued to  play  and  finished  the  game,  oblivi- 
ous in  the  heat  of  play  to  his  very  painful 
injury. 

Our  next  game  was  with  the  Yankee 
Athletic  Club  of  Washington.  Heralded  as 
being  among  the  best  of  the  eastern  profes- 
sional teams,  the  visitors  offered  but  little 
resistance  to  the  smooth  team  work  and 
accurate  shooting  of  the  Navy  five.  Navy's 
team,  in  this  game,  was  indeed  a  makeshift 
five  since  three  regulars  were  nursing  injuries 
sustained  at  Philadelphia,  but  at  no  time  did 
the  Yankee  aggregation  take  the  offensive 
Walshe  that  had  carried  them  to  the  top  of  profes-  Parrish 

sional  ranks. 
Now  Duquesne  won  over  Navy  by  two  points,  Lafayette  won  from  Villanova  College  and  Villa- 
nova  had  beaten  Duquesne,  so  thus  matters  stood  when  Lafayette  arrived  in  town.  Well,  on  paper 
it  looked  as  though  we  were  licked,  but  a  Navy  team  is  never  thus  if  fight  and  pluck  count  for  any- 
thing, and  when  the  final  gong  sounded,  Navy  had  decisively  trimmed  Lafayette  by  a  large  score. 
However,  the  score  does  not  tell  the  true  story  but  while  Lafayette  endeavored  to  contest  every 
point,  Navy  went  just  a  bit  better  and  took  advantage  of  every  chance  to  stop  the  sturdy  Lafayette 
offense.  It  was  a  game  free  from  fouls,  easy  to  watch,  and  "three  strate"  for  Navy  over  Lafayette. 
Pennsylvania  defeated  Navy  in  Philadelphia  a  few  weeks  before  by  one  point.  Navy  staged  a 
come-back  and  when  we  left  the  Armory,  it  was  Navy  31,  Pennsylvania  20,  a  most  decisive  victory, 
a  triumph  over  the  previous  contest.  The  Navy  team,  looking  for  a  chance  to  clean  a  few  slates 
made  the  most  of  every  offering.  McKee,  as  in  the  former  game,  played  a  very  good  game  and  was 
the  foundation  of  the  Navy  offense.  Shapley  was  a  bulwark  on  the  offense  and  proved  very  slippery 
to  the  Penn  team.  Walshe  made  a  very  pretty  shot  at  long  distance  and  showed  himself  generally 
good.    All  in  all,  the  team  played  a  very  good  game  and  deserves  all  the  merits  of  the  victory. 

Undoubtedly,  the  fastest  basketball  game  of  the  season  was  with  Georgetown,  and  the  Navy 
was  just  able  to  nose  them  out  by  a  score  of  37-33.  Navy,  at  first,  seemed  rather  sluggish  against 
the  fast  quintet  Georgetown  produced  and  trailed  during  most  of  the  game.  However,  the  final 
punch  was  there,  and  Navy  won  in  the  closing  minutes  of  a  fast  finish. 

In  order  then  followed  Bucknell,  West  Virginia,  Fordham,  Delaware,  and  Washington  and  Jef- 
ferson. All  succumbed  before  the  Navy  team,  in  very  tight  games  but  Navy  showing  better  fight 
in  the  second  halves,  was  able  to  maintain  the  pace  at  a  bit  faster  clip,  and  the  Navy  combination 
felt  fit  to  meet  the  Army  until  Catholic  University  loomed  on  the  horizon. 

The  final  game  before  the  Army  met  us,  Navy  lost  to  Catholic  University  by  a  score  of  21  to  19. 
Starting  with  our  second  team,  the  visitors  proved  better  than  expectation,  and  when  the  first  half 
ended,  they  had  a  nine  point  lead,  15  to  6.  The  Navy  regulars  took  the  floor  in  the  second  but  the 
lead  was  too  great. 

Thus  the  season  ended.  The  Regiment  was  on  edge  for  the  Army  game  and  it  proved  to  be  two 
things,  a  stellar  game,  and  an  exhibition  of  one  of  the  greatest  fives  in  the  game,  the  Army  basketball 
team. 

Opponent 
33 
31 
15 
22 
28 
24 
21 
37 


St.  Francis  College 
Western  Maryland 
Washington  College 
Manhattan  College 
Duquesne  University 
Knox  College 

University  of  Pennsylvania 
Yankee  Athletic  Club 
Lafayette  College 
University  of  Pennsylvania 
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Georgetown  University 
Bucknell  University 
West  Virginia  University 
Fordham  University 
Delaware  University 
Washington  and  Jefferson 
Catholic  University 
Army 
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VI 


IFE    at    the    Naval    Academy    proceeds 
from  season  to  season,  and  when  George 

Finlayson  arrives  on  the  scene,  we  knowthat 

Spring  is  here.    Thus  about  the  first  of  March 

we  find   George   busy  whipping  into  shape 

another  winning  combination,  to  which  the 

1922  aggregation  was  no  exception. 

The  first  opponent  on  the  schedule  was 

Maryland    State    and    when    the    referee's 

whistle  opened  that  game,  the  team  was  ofF 

to  make  it  another  invincible  season.     The 

State  team  proved  easy  enough  and  when  the 

sun  sank  low,  Navy  was  on  top  16-0. 

Then  came  Cornell,  who,  with  wire-masks, 

head-gears,  and  shoulder-pads,  prepared  to 

humiliate  Navy.     Superior  playing  showed 

its  worth  and  it  ended  another  Navy  victory, 

Navy  20,  Cornell  1. 

The  following  Saturday  found  the  Univer- 
sity of  Pennsylvania  clamoring  at  our  gates. 

'Twas  terrible  to  be  foiled  but  the  boys  had 

decided    beforehand    that    it    must    not    be 

defeat.     George's   boys  were  there  with  the 

same     spirit     and     a     better    scoring     eye. 

Navy    survived     the  crisis   unscathed  with 

a  score,  17-0. 

The  Hamaneggers  then  invaded  the  Lehigh  Valley.  It  was  the  first  game  away 
and  with  such  a  strong  opponent  proved  exceedingly  interesting.  Navy  started  off"  in  the  usual 
fashion  and  soon  scored  a  tally.  Lehigh  soon  retaliated  and  when  the  half  ended,  the  score  was 
Lehigh  2,  Navy  1.  Something  was  said  to  the  team  because  they  came  back  in  the  next  half  and 
within  fifteen  seconds  netted  a  goal.  Five  more  minutes  and  Navy  took  the  lead.  To  be  one  goal 
ahead  was  small,  they  added  another.  But  again  Lehigh  took  the  offensive  and  put  a  fast  one  in  the 
sacred  net.  That  was  a  very  poor  showing  for  the  Navy  team  and  in  a  fierce  burst  of  play,  Navy 
scored  another  goal  and  soon  the  contest  ended,  Navy  5,  Lehigh  3.  It  was  a  spectacular  game  and 
another  big  day  in  Navy  lacrosse  annals. 

Flushed  with  the  victory  over  Lehigh,  Navy  felt  ready  to  meet  Penn  State  to  avenge  the  recent 
defeat  in  football.  State  lost  to  be  sure.  The  game  was  stubborn  but  our  team  had  more  than  an 
edge  and  Penn  State  left,  defeated  13-0. 

Then  came  our  ancient  rivals  in  the  gentle  game.  Johns  Hopkins  forces  came  to  Annapolis 
with  the  express  purpose  of  carrying  back  the  lion's  share  of  the  score.  Their  defense  put  up  great 
opposition  and  not  until  the  middle  of  the  period  did  we  score,  but  once  started,  we  counted  for  five 
before  the  half  ended.  This  didn't  seem  to  satisfy  the  Hamaneggers  for  they  took  the  field  with 
blood  in  their  eyes.  It  was  a  fast  and  furious  half,  both  teams  displaying  a  technique  seldom  equalled 
by  college  teams.  Hopkins  put  one  past  the  inside  line  while  Navy  checked  up  four  and  with  a  score 
of  9-1,  Navy  had  a  claim  on  the  Intercollegiate  title. 

Not  satisfied  with  collegiate  laurels,  Mt.  Washington  was  taken  on.  The  Hillmen  brought 
down  a  formidable  squad  with  a  will  to  win.     An  early  score  aroused  the  Navy  ire  and  before  the 


Captain  Terry  Morehouse 


Cap't-elect  Zeke  Soucek 
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ggers  in  action 


half  ended,  we  had  made  three  goals. 
After  a  well-merited  rest,  the  teams 
took  the  field  for  the  decisive  half. 
For  the  first  time  in  years,  Navy  was 
held  scoreless.  The  hillmen  played  a 
purely  defensive  game  built  around 
their  goal  keeper.  He  was  a  wonder. 
Before  the  final  whistle,  Mt.  Wash- 
ington slipped  another  over,  Taking 
it  3-2,  though  Navy  was  on  top. 

It  was  a  fitting  game  on  which  to 
drop  the  curtain  of  a  successful 
season. 


Coach  Finlayson 


'Savvy"  Dole 


More   Action 
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BOXING 

SHORTLY  before  Christmas  the  call  went 
out  for  all  those  interested  in  the  gentle- 
manly  art  of  self  defense  to   report  to  its 

Spike  Webb.     The  increased  interest  in  this 

sport  was  plainly  manifested  by  the  turn-out. 

Everyone  of  the  squad  selected  worked  hard 

as  the  schedule  was  by  far  the  toughest  ever 

undertaken  and  the  holes  left  by  such  men 

as  Zotti,  Latta,  O'Donnell  and  Sebald  had  to 

be  filled.     Around  O'Regan,  Mathews,  and 

Leach,   veterans   of  last   year's   team    as    a 

nucleus,    a    clever,    hard-hitting    team    was 

rounded  out,  and  February  the  seventeenth 

found  every  man  in  the  pink  of  condition. 
Since  Villanova  cancelled  their  meet,  the 

first  meet  was  with  Penn  State,  and  consider- 
ing the  adverse  conditions  under  which  it 

had  to  be  fought,  it  was  anything  but  an 

easy  nut  to  crack. 

Hayes,  Goldwaithe  and  Kurtz  went  right 

to  work  and  scored  decisions.    Leach  lost  on 

a  decision  after  somewhat  of  a  dispute  be- 
tween  the  judges.     Next  Lyon,   eager  for 

revenge,   knocked   his   man    all   around   the 

ring  scoring  a  technical  K.  O.  in  the  third 
round.  O'Regan,  needless  to  say,  added  another  to  Navy's  list  by  out-boxing  his  rather  clever 
opponent.  The  next  bout  furnished  the  excitement  as  Madeira  towered  head  and  shoulders  over 
Mathews,  but  "Bo"  undaunted  knocked  him  down  in  the  first  round  only  to  have  a  very  close 
decision  go  against  him. 

The  next  Saturday  brought  M.  I.  T.,  and  despite  the  fact  that  they  didn't  gain  a  decision,  the 
result  was  not  indicative  of  their  sportsmanship  and  fighting  qualities. 

On  March  3rd,  the  picked  team  representing  the  Intercollegiate  Champions  of  Canada  made 
their  second  invasion.     Again  the  triumvirate  Hayes,  Goldwaithe  and  Kurtz  won  their  bouts  in 


Captain  O'Regan 


Coach  "Spike"  Webb 
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order  by  decision,  each  righting  cleverly,  outpunching  and  out-generaling  their  opponents.  The  145- 
lb.  class  brought  two  old. opponents  together  in  "Red"  Brewer  and  Leach.  Brewer  anxious  to 
reverse  last  year's  outcome  and  Leach  anxious  to  repeat.  Brewer  had  learned  his  lesson  and  cleverly 
avoided  Leach's  right,  boxing  throughout  their  bout,  the  decision  going  to  this  plucky  little  Northern- 
er at  the  end.  Lyon  gained  a  decision,  and  then  a  big  boy  from  Toronto  named  Shute  crawled  into 
the  ring  with  O'Regan.  Shute  having  won  a  decision  from  Army's  light-heavy  was  no  easy  con- 
tender, but  Mickey's  superior  footwork  won  him  the  decision.  Stolz,  as  Mathews  was  out  with 
injuries,  boxed  heavy,  but  the  Canadians'  superior  ring  knowledge  gave  him  the  decision. 

On  the  last  meet  of  the  season  with  U.  of  Penn  rested  the  Intercollegiate  Championship  and 
although  it  was  close  throughout  Navy  being  without  the  services  of  her  captain,  O'Regan,  her 
superior  brand  of  ring  tactics  and  clever  punching  placed  her  at  the  long  end  of  the  score.  The  first 
six  bouts  were  evenly  divided,  Hayes,  Kurtz  and  Crommelen  losing  while  Goldwaithe,  Leach  and 
Lyon  kept  things  even,  leaving  to  Mathews  the  winning  of  the  meet.  Cowell,  the  big  Quaker, 
fresh  from  his  victories  over  Madeira  of  Penn  State  and  Mulligan  of  Army  was  confident,  but 
Mathews  was  out  for  the  championship  and  coaxed  by  soft  words  from  "Spike"  was  more  than 
equal  to  his  undertaking.  With  his  decision,  came  the  Intercollegiate  Championship  thereby  mak- 
ing us  the  proud  possessor  of  the  title  of  International  Intercollegiate  Boxing  Champions. 

To  either  "  Spike"  or  the  development  of  this  team,  or  to  the  men  themselves  that  made  this 
victorious  season  possible,  too  much  credit  cannot  be  given.  With  the  loss  of  only  two  men  by 
graduation,  the  prospects  for  next  season  are  more  than  good  and  with  the  regiment  behind  the  boys 
it  may  be  assured  another  season  filled  with  many  Navy  victories. 


Prepare  to  Swat — Socko! 
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WRESTLING 


SINCE    the    advent   of  wrestling    at    the 
Naval  Academy    prospects  for  a  win- 
ning team  were  never  darker  than  at  the 

beginning  of  last  season.     Graduation  had 

claimed  men  from  three  weights  and  Academ- 
ics took  its  toll   of  two   more.     Ex-captain 

"Thug"  Morgan  and  B.  E.  Wilson,  both  of 

whom  were  undefeated  during  their  wrestling 

careers,  succumbed  to  the  ancient  but  infal- 
lible law  "bone,  bust  and  bilge." 

"Thug's"  unsuccessful  tilt  with  the  erudite 

administrators  of  knowledge   proved   to   be 

"Skag"  Arnold's  good  fortune  for  'twas  he 

who  was  selected  to  pilot  our  bone-breaking 

squad,  manned  by  a  green  crew,  through  the 

turbulent  waters  of  a  hard  schedule.     The 

job  was  a  difficult  one  but  "Skag"  proved 

equal   to   the   situation    and   performed   his 

task   with    assiduity   deserving   the   highest 

merit. 

Competent  instruction  by  Coach   Schutz 

and   Mr.   Lynch,   together  with   the   whole 

hearted   effort  of  the  squad,   turned  out   a 

formidable,    though    unseasoned,    array    of 

grapplers    which    far    surpassed    our    most 
optimistic  expectations.     Lehigh,  our  first  adversary  was  quite  in  accord  with  re-estimating  the 
seemingly  gloomy  situation   after  their  scalp  had  been  added  to  the  unbroken  four  year  string  of 
which  Navy  boasts. 

The  second  meet  of  the  season,  that  with  Washington  and  Lee,  was  hardly  more  than  a  joust 
in  preparation  for  the  more  serious  conflict  with  Penn  State.  Though  the  Nittany  Lions  made  an 
excellent  showing,  they  scarcely  deserved  the  anxiety  occasioned  by  their  rumored  prowess.  During 
this  meet  we  came  to  a  full  realization  that  in  the  person  of  one  "Mo"  Harrison  were  embodied  all 
the  characteristics  of  a  Tartar.     Naito,  State's  world-beating  Jap,  was  the  third  man  to  be  excused 


Captain  Arnold 


Coach  Schutz 


**J****Jt*j(>*S*^J*/**J*1>S**jt»/t*S*J>J>J*a/»J*/**/»J**J*J*J»Jfij*J*J*S>*J»J*J*J**J*y*S*/*J**i\ 


from  further  punishment  after  he  had  reposed  quietly  on  his  shoulders  in  compliance  with  "Mo's" 
two-minute  rule.  Indiana  University,  the  far  famed  Middle-westerners,  dipped  their  colors  to  Navy, 
and  attention  was  focused  on  West  Virginia,  especially  "Scottie"  Hough,  their  one-hundred-twenty- 
five  pound  man,  who  made  his  debut  into  wrestling  as  a  Midshipman  but  later  joined  the  ranks  of 
the  Mountaineers.  However,  "Scottie"  learned  to  his  sorrow  that  Mr.  Schutz,  who  had  made  him, 
could  also  break  him.  It  took  Timberlake  and  his  side  chancery  just  one  minute  and  fifty-four  sec- 
onds to  end  their  part  of  the  argument.  The  last  home  meet  was  rather  disappointing  from  a  stand- 
point of  interest  due  to  the  weakened  condition  of  the  M.  I.  T.  team. 

At  this  stage  of  the  season  success  had  forced  foreboding  into  the  background,  and  all  hands  were 
in  high  spirits  for  invading  the  camp  of  the  Intercollegiate  Champions.  Unfortunately,  Nemesis, 
in  the  form  of  Cornell,  chose  to  take  a  hand  in  casting  our  horoscope.  The  battle  was  an  exciting 
one  of  closely  contested  bouts,  a  changing  advantage,  and  doubtful  results  even  to  the  last  decision 
of  the  Referee.  Ericsson  clinched  his  captaincy  for  1924  by  completing  a  second  season  of  continuous 
victories,  and  Arnold  gave  an  excellent  demonstration  of  his  equestrian  ability  before  pinning  the 
shoulders  of  his  opponent  to  the  mat.  The  final  tilt  of  scales,  advantage,  gave  the  meet  to  Cornell 
by  a  score  of  13  to  11  making  the  first  black  mark  on  Navy's  record  for  five  years,  and  left  the 
squad  with  the  determination  to  re-establish  a  similar  record  and  then  to  break  it.  Here's  to  them; 
may  their  efforts  be  well  rewarded. 


Lehigh   .... 

Washington  and  Lee 

Penn  State 

Indiana 

West  Virginia   . 

M.  I.  T.       . 

Cornell         .    . 
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Just  before  they  hit  the  mat 
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SWIMMING 


M' 


OST  people  give  the   Navy   credit   for 
being  able  to  swim,  and  since  it   is   a 

part  of  our  training,   our  team   should   be 

among  the  best.   Swimming  has  gained  great- 
ly in  popularity  so  that  now  it  is  a  top-notch 

attraction  during  the  winter  months, cramped 

as    accommodations   have   been.     However, 

with    steam    shovels    busy    excavating,    the 

prospects  of  a  new  swimming  pool  have  been 

confirmed,  and  then,  with  a  pool,  conforming 

to  intercollegiate  rules,  our  aggregation  of 

mermen   can   go   after  greater  laurels   than 

those  already  acquired,  matched  against  the 

strongest  college  swimming  teams. 

The    "plebe"    class    brought    us    several 

swimmers    of   high    calibre    and    when    our 

relay   team    was    rounded    into    shape,    the 

combination    clipped    the    Academy    mark 

twice.     With    the    majority    of   this    year's 

team,  and  a  new  swimming  pool,  the  Inter- 
collegiate marks  may  well  tremble  when  the 

next  Navy  team  takes  the  water. 

The  opening  meet   saw  Syracuse  with   a 

sturdy  team  ready  for  the  gun.     Syracuse 

was  outclassed  somewhat  and  all  first  and 

second    places    went    to    Navy    except    the 
plunge.   This  event,  now  not  officially  on  the  Intercollegiate  program  was  undertaken  at  the  request 
of  the  visitors.    The  final  score  tells  the  story,  since  it  was  Navy  43,  Syracuse  9. 

Well,  next  week  they  repeated  in  a  triangular  meet  and  at  the  finish  Navy  was  forty  points  to 
the  good,  M.  I.  T.,  counted  twelve,  and  Johns  Hopkins  five.    The  meet  started  speedily  when  in  the 


Captain  Winkjer 


Coach  Ortland 
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first  event,  the  relay  team,  Boiling,  Wycoff,  Kanakanui  and  Rule  tied  the  Academy  record  and  made 
four  block-N's.  We  dropped  our  only  first  place  to  Stewart  of  Tech,  a  shade  better  than  Bearce. 
Kanakanui,  recovered  from  illness,  contributed  his  share  in  the  relay  event  and  took  first  in  the  back- 
stroke. Rule  continued  his  show  of  speed  and  besides  his  part  in  the  relay,  captured  the  50-yard 
dash. 

It  took  a  little  more  effort  to  sink  Rutgers  because  they  were  exceedingly  hard  to  drown.  In 
this  meet,  so  pressing  was  the  contest  that  three  records  went  by  the  board.  Rule  nosed  out  Boiling 
in  the  50-yard  dash  and  broke  the  record  by  three-tenths  of  a  second.  The  relay  team  composed 
now  of  Boiling,  Dyer,  Sinclair,  and  Rule  took  three-tenths  of  a  second  off  the  160-yard  event  and 
Von  Stanley  of  Rutgers  lowered,  the  Academy  plunge  record    by  two-fifths  of  a  second. 

The  Central  Y.  M.  C.  A.  team  from  Brooklyn  was  next  in  line.  Kiffe  was  the  outstanding  star 
for  the  visitors  and  well  deserves  his  title  of  national  junior  champion.  Kiffe  took  Winkjer's  measure 
in  the  100-yard  breast  stroke  swim  and  repeated  in  the  150-yard  back  stroke.  The  final  score  was 
35  to  18  in  our  favor.  Next  week  was  to  be  the  big  carnival  when  Yale  would  grace  our  midst. 
And  they  did.  Yale  refused  to  let  Rule,  our  speedy  "plebe"  swim  and  with  no  plunger,  we 
spotted  them  these  points  before  the  meet.  Boiling  took  the  50-yard  dash  for  Navy,  and  Marshal, 
of  Yale  took  the  440  with  Davis,  Navy  second.  Swazey,  Yale's  plunger,  knocked  two  and  four- 
fifths  seconds  off  our  tank  record.  First  and  second  places  for  Yale  in  the  back  stroke  and  one  hun- 
dred yard  swim  put  the  meet  on  ice.  The  crowning  event  was  the  relay  when  Jeliffe  of  Yale  nosed 
out  Kanakanui  and  closed  the  meet,  45  to  17,  for  Yale. 

Thus  Navy  closed  the  season,  disheartened  to  be  sure  because  of  this  last  defeat,  but  never- 
theless successful.  With  few  losses  through  graduation,  great  possibilities  for  all  those  on  the  squad, 
we  hope  to  see  the  next  season  with  a  clean  slate,  a  fitting  dedication  of  the  new  pool. 


Syracuse 

M.  I.T.  1 
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The  Finish — Breast  Stroke 
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WATER  POLO 

SINCE  Princeton's  championship  team 
was  defeated  at  the  hands  of  Navy  last 
year,  it  has  been  impossible  to  obtain  a  meet 
with  a  college  team.  The  real  test  of  our 
strength  this  year  came  in  the  game  with 
the  New  York  Athletic  Club,  which  Navy 
decisively  defeated,  and  with  them  fell  the 
Paterson  Club  of  New  Jersey  and  Beacon 
Club  of  Boston,  proving  that  our  team  was 
still  in  the  forefront  of  collegiate  ranks. 

Until  now,  college  teams  have  complained 
that  our  pool  was  too  shallow  and  since  our 
poloists  were  acccustomed  to  this,  they  had 
a  distinct  advantage.  However,  next  year, 
with  a  new  pool  under  construction,  one  of 
the  best-equipped  natatoria  of  the  country, 
there  should  be  no  like  excuse. 

Water  polo  dates  from  the  entrance  of 
1923  as  plebes.  There  were  no  regulars  on 
which  to  build  a  team  but  grouping  together 
a  few,  who  didn't  mind  mixing  their  sports 
to  the  extent  of  football,  basketball,  swim- 
ming, boxing,  and  wrestling,  together  with 
daily  practice  in  life  saving,  we  built  up  a 
team  and  youngster  year,  Higgins  was 
elected  captain.  To  him  much  of  Navy's 
later  success  in  this  sport  is  due.  For  the 
future,  prospects  look  good  because,  being 
essentially  a  man's  game,  the  number  out  each  year  has  increased,  it  has  gained  in 
and  since  plebes  early  learn  the  rudiments  of  the  game,  there  will  be  no  lack  of  material. 


Captain  Higgins 


Coach  Foster 
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GYMNASIUM 


N" 


"AVY'S  thirteenth  gymnastic  season  was 
far  from  being  unlucky  and  our  team 
as  usual  proved  themselves  superior  to  all 
competitors,  completing  the  successful  sea- 
son by  winning  the  Intercollegiate  champion- 
ship, held  at  Annapolis,  most  decisively. 

The  Philadelphia  Turnverein  opened  the 
season  here  and  gave  us  the  stifFest  contest 
of  the  season,  indeed,  in  six  seasons,  but  the 
final  score  was  in  Navy's  favor.  Next  came 
the  University  of  Pennsylvania  and  their 
defeat  was  easy,  inasmuch  as  their  team  was 
crippled  by  previous  injuries.  However,  they 
were  a  worthy  opponent,  and  the  score  is  in 
no  way  a  criterion  of  their  gameness.  Right 
in  order  they  followed  then,  dropping  every- 
thing before  our  well-developed  team.  Dart- 
mouth and  M.  I.  T.  succumbed  to  the  team's 
scalping  knife,  the  latter  by  the  largest 
score.  With  the  Intercollegiates  at  hand,  the 
season  ended. 

But  not  before  Navy  proved  supremacy. 
Representatives  came  from  Harvard,  Dart- 
mouth, Yale,  Princeton,  University  of  Penn- 
sylvania, Massachusetts  Institute  of  Tech- 
nology, and  New  York  University.  For  the 
third  successive  year,  "Jack"  Pearson,  the 
the  Navy  captain  took  the  Ail-Round 
championship.  Wood  proved  to  be  another  stellar  gymnast  and  his  work  in  the  Intercollegiates 
was  worthy  of  the  highest  merit.  Competition  was  keen  and  places  were  won  by  tenths  of  points 
but  the  final  score  proved  Navy  the  winner  by  a  large  margin. 


Captain  Pearson 


Coach  Mang 
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FENCING 

FENCING,  a  sport  combining  quickness 
of  thought  and  action,  fills  an  important 
function  in  athletics  because  it  gives  the 
man,  not  physically  qualified  for  the  major 
sports,  an  opportunity  to  coordinate  mind 
and  body  in  sport,  otherwise  denied. 

Navy's  position  in  the  fencing  world  has 
been  high  and  for  many  years  we  have  cap- 
tured the  "Little  Iron  Man",  symbolic  of 
the  Intercollegiate  championship,  a  beautiful 
addition  to  our  athletic  trophies. 

By  graduation,  we  lost  most  of  our  regular 
team  but  their  runners-up  were  able  to  fill 
the  holes  and  under  the  guidance  of  Captain 
Grandfield,  Navy's  team  was  able  to  defeat 
all  contenders  after  an  initial  setback  by  the 
J.  Sanford  Saltus  Fencing  Club,  of  whose 
members  Guider  and  Shears,  former  Navy 
men,  proved  to  be  the  greatest  point-winners. 
Then  they  followed  in  order:  Cornell,  the 
University  of  Pennsylvania  and  M.  I.  T.  in 
a  dual  meet,  Columbia,  Yale,  theWashington 
Fencing  Club,  and  Virginia,  all  victories  for 
Navy. 

Yale,  no  doubt,  gave  us  the  greatest  com- 
petition.   Yale,  too,  had  beaten  Army  and 
the  meet  proved  to  be  the  real  test  of  our  strength.   The  final  score,  however,  gave  our  team  two 
points  of  "velvet"  so  that  on  paper,  the  Kaydets  appeared  defeated. 

With  this  state  of  affairs,  Navy  will  enter  the  Intercollegiates  and  we  are  confident  that  the 
"Little  Iron  Man"  will  remain  with  us  and  that  the  Army  will  again  feel  the  sting  of  Navy  victory. 


Captain  Grandfield 


Coach  Heintz 
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TENNIS 

TENNIS,  among  the  many  sports  at  the 
Naval  Academy,  is  one  of  the  few  that 

the  officer  can  continue  throughout  his  entire 

life.    In  the  game  itself,  there  are  inherent 

advantages  that  afford,  even  in  moments  of 

recreation,  an  exercise  of  keen  analysis,  the 

use  of  definite  tactics,  and  an  absolute  con- 
centration of  purpose — all  qualities  so  es- 
sential to  the  officer. 

Tennis  here  has  developed  somewhat  along 

this  line  and  though  many  play  the  game,  it 

has  not  produced  the  stars  we  should  have 

and  so  from  a  lack  of  material,  the  building 

of  a  team  has  suffered.    However,  with  our 

team  and  a  difficultschedule,wewentthrough 

the  season  meeting  very  capable  adversaries. 
The  season,  however,  got  away  to  a  bad 

start  due  to  the  added  attraction  of  Easter 

leave,  and  after  the  initial  set-to  with  Johns 

Hopkins,  Swarthmore,  Harvard,  and  Prince- 
ton   took    our    measure.      Then    the    team 

showed  a  flash  of  tennis  and  we  won  from 

George  Washington,  only  to  be  defeated  by 

Southern  California  the  same  day.   The  next 

meet  with  Lehigh  we  divided  evenly.    After 

matches  with  Lafayette  and  the  University  Coach  Sturdy 

of  Pennsylvania  the  season  closed. 
The  season  could  not  be  called  successful  but  we  have  prospects  for  better  years  to  come. 
By  graduation,  Rockey,  Waidlick,  and  Fitzhugh  will  leave  our  midst  but  we  still  have  the  new 
skipper,  "Toke"  Harshman,  and  Shoup,  and  with  the  wealth  of  raw,  but  earnest  material  brought 
out  this  year,  an  added  interest  from  the  Regiment,  which  viewed  the  exhibition  matches  arranged 
here,  we  hope  to  develop  a  successful  team. 


Captain  Harshman 


SOCCER 

JUDGING  from  the    unprecedented 
success  of  the  past  season,  soccer  is 


not  only  here  to  stay  but  the  Acad- 
emy promises  to  rank  among  the  fore- 
most in  this  sport.  To  put  it  on  the 
map  required  several  years  of  persist- 
ent effort  on  the  part  of  those  inter- 
ested, especially  Professor  Sturdy,  the 
representative,  and  Coach  Taylor. 

With  new  material,  Coach  Taylor 
whipped  a  team  into  shape  in  a  very 
short  time,  and  if  individual  skill  was 
lacking,  team  work  was  ever  present, 
which  in  the  final  analysis  is  the  aim 
of  every  well-developed  athletic  group. 
However,  the  middle  of  the  season 
saw  individual  skill  in  its  place,  a 
result  of  conscientious  effort.  More- 
over, the  Lehigh  and  Pennsylvania 
games  uncovered  stars  which  rivaled 
the  best  of  those  who  played  against 
us.  Probably,  the  outstanding  player 
was  "Archie"  Randolph,  whose  dex- 
terous footwork,  clever  headwork,  and 
diligent  teamwork  called  forth  praise 
from  opponents  and  spectators. 
The  game  with  Penn  was  without  doubt  the  best  and  most  important  of  the  season.  Al- 
though the  loser,  six  additional  periods  were  necessary  to  decide  the  contest  in  favor  of  one  of  the 
best  teams  in  the  game,  runnerup  for  the  Intercollegiate  championship. 

The  season  of  1922  saw  the  sport  in  its  youth.  Of  the  regulars,  only  three  are  lost  by  grad- 
uation, so  with  the  wealth  of  good  material  remaining,  under  the  leadership  of  the  new  captain, 
"Pat"  Creehan,  wonderful  prospects  are  in  store  for  next  year. 


Captain  Hodgkiss 


Coach  Taylor 
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RIFLE 

ALTHOUGH  the  rifle  season  of  1922 
.  could  not  be  called  an  unqualified  suc- 
cess, it  was  far  from  a  failure.  The  team  lost 
by  a  reasonably  small  score  to  the  Quantico 
Marines,  who  are  ^probably  the  best  shots  in 
the  world.  An  attack  of  "buck"  fever  lost 
the  match  with  the  71st  Infantry  of  New 
York,  thereby  sending  "Little  David",  the 
rifle  trophy,  to  its  original  home  for  the  first 
time  in  seven  years.  Then  came  the  match 
with  the  Washington  cadets,  coached  by 
Stokes,  once  of  1922,  now  the  world's  cham- 
pion shot,  but  our  victory  was  overwhelming. 
Next  followed  matches  with  Georgetown, 
George  Washington,  and  the  University  of 
Pennsylvania,  the  small-bore  Intercollegiate 
champions,  in  each  case  our  first  team  lead- 
ing, our  second  team  third.  Stokes  himself 
fired  with  his  high-class  team-mates  in  the 
George  Washington  match  but  Cutts  made 
a  higher  score  than  the  champion.  This 
victory  though  not  officially  recognized,  made 
us  practically  Intercollegiate  champions  with 
the  service  rifle,  certainly  no  mean  accom- 
plishment. 

The  team  that  performed  this  was  an  entirely  new  team  and  was  developed  to  represent  us  in 
the  National  Rifle  Matches  to  be  held  at  Camp  Perry,  since  all  eighteen  veterans  of  the  cham- 
pionship team  of  the  previous  year  were  not  allowed  to  miss  two  practice  cruises  in  succession. 
That  this  green  team  came  through  as  it  did  reflects  great  credit  on  the  coach,  Lieutenant  Com- 
mander Denny,  on  their  own  grit  and  perseverance,  and  leaves  great  hopes  for  the  future. 


Capt-Elect  Thayer 


Coach  Denny 
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INTERCLASS    ATHLETICS 


INTERCLASS  athletics  are  encouraged  and  practised  more  at  the  Naval  Academy  than  at  any 
other  institution  of  learning,  we  believe.  There  is  no  doubt  but  that  the  wonderful  results  ob- 
tained here  surpass  even  the  fondest  hopes  of  the  most  enthusiastic  supporters  of  the  system.  Inter- 
class  sports  have  shown  beyond  a  doubt  that  they  cannot  be  excelled  as  a  means  of  building  up  and 
keeping  sound  the  morale  of  a  body  of  men.  Such  sports,  by  their  invigorating  influence  on  athletics 
in  general,  have  done  more  to  spread  satisfaction  throughout  the  Regiment  than  could  possibly  be 
attained  by  a  series  of  brilliant  varsity  victories. 

Very  few  men,  say  two  or  three  a  season,  ever  make  a  varsity  squad  from  an  interclass  team. 
However,  interclass  athletics  do  exist,  as  all  athletics,  primarily  to  stimulate  competition,  and  to 
train  the  players  along  the  lines  of  fair  play  about  the  development  of  physique  which  can  come 
only  from  clean  living. 

Interclass  athletics  offer  many  things  to  the  ordinary  man  who  is  not  of  varsity  caliber.  They 
have  roused  a  dormant  desire  of  achievement,  making  inexperienced  men  come  out  and  fight  for 
positions  on  the  class  teams.  Many  of  these  men  had  never  realized  the  value  of  athletics,  and  the 
feeling  of  accomplishment  which  is  derived  from  winning  his  numerals  or  even  playing  in  a  game. 
The  enthusiasm  connected  with  the  competition  for  the  Harvard  Shield  only  goes  to  show  that  inter- 
class athletics  will  never  be  abolished. 

Without  training-tables,  at  least  something  to  work  for  to  make  a  varsity  squad,  the  class  teams 
give  up  the  Sunday  afternoons  of  the  several  seasons  to  represent  their  classes  and  to  add  points  to 
the  class  score  to  win  the  shield.  During  our  sojourn  here,  the  class  of  1922  won  the  shield  three 
years  in  succession,  and  last  year  we  were  the  runners-up.  The  class  games  are  ideal  sport  for  Sun- 
day afternoons  when  time  hangs  heavy  for  the  non-athletic  timber  of  the  Regiment.  Class  games 
are  not  bothered  by  the  technique  of  the  varsity  sport  but  they  might  be  said  to  be  the  happy 
medium  between  the  backlot  and  the  varsity.  Where  the  game  of  basketball,  boxing,  wrestling  or 
baseball  suffers  much  from  the  critical  eye  of  the  referee,  taking  much  of  the  interest  out  of  the  game 
itself,  class  sports  give  the  chance  to  express  opinions  freely  and  enthusiasm  is  keyed  to  the  utmost. 

Interclass  athletics  are  thus  an  important  adjunct  to  the  athletic  system  inaugurated  at  the 
Academy  and  given  a  chance  to  grow,  they  should  prove  an  ideal  supplement  to  the  training  in 
physical  development  used  here  because  they  approach  the  ideal  of  universal  physical  training  by 
offering  to  all,  especially  those  not  of  varsity  caliber,  an  opportunity  to  compete  in  sports,  a  funda- 
mental condition  in  the  development  of  a  leader;  an  opportunity  to  foster  the  spirit  of  altruism,  the 
essential  of  an  officer. 


AND    IN    ADDITION 


THE  most  necessary  factor  in  having  a  hard  shooting,  accurate  gun  is,  after  the  gun,  the  struc- 
ture on  which  it  stands.  So,  too,  does  the  credit  for  the  many  victories  of  navy  teams  find  its 
way,  like  the  stresses  and  strains  of  a  gun  in  action,  down  through  the  fighting  units  to  the  platform 
on  which  these  units  stand — the  hustlers. 

As  Kipling  has  said,  "you  never  can  tell  'till  you've  tried  them".  How  well  this  applies  to  the 
second  team — to  those  men  who  for  some  small  reason  are  never  known  except  that  they  were  "on 
the  squad".  Try  them  in  your  mind.  Are  they,  because  they  never  have  the  actual  glory  of  a  victory 
given  directly  to  them,  any  less  responsible  than  their  more  fortunate  fellows  who  win  the  thanks 
of  the  navy  for  the  results  they  have  gained  in  the  field  ?  Is  it  not  harder  to  go  out  night  after  night, 
working,  taking  the  hard  knocks,  and  at  the  same  time  knowing  that  the  only  result  of  their  efforts 
is  to  force  some  member  of  the  'varsity  to  fight  harder  for  his  place?  They  are  the  human  dummies 
who  give  their  strength,  their  time,  their  bodies,  that  the  'varsity  team  may  have  opposition  to  keep 
them  on  the  jump. 


"Heinie'^Zimmerman,  Three  Years  Scrub  Catcher 


— And  Also  in  Basketball 
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"Human  Dummies" 
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Where  the  Hustlers  Watch  from  the  Sidelines 

For  football — the  tackling  dummy — -and  live  dummies  that  will  run  and  twist  and  fight;  the 
sled — and  then  the  men  who  are  pushed  down  the  field,  giving  every  opposition,  though  they  know 
they  are  only  sleds  themselves. 

For  boxing — the  punching  bag — and  then  human  punching  bags  that  will  spring  back  for  more 
and  make  the  first  string  fight;  the  dummy — and  the  living  dummies  who  take  the  blows  and  at 
the  same  time  make  the  giver  cover  in  his  own  defense. 

For  crew — the  bow  of  the  second  boat  just  in  the  rear  of  the  'varsity,  and  by  its  position  mak- 
ing the  'varsity  work  harder. 

Are  these  men  responsible  for 
victory?  Who  can  doubt  it!  And 
if  after  trying  them  you  still 
can't  quite  give  them  full  credit, 
think  back  over  the  years,  and 
you  will  find  men  in  all  sports 
who  have  taken  someone  else's 
place  for  a  day — have  played 
their  part — and  then  gone  back 
to  the  scrubs  when  the  rightful 
owner  of  the  place  returned. 
Yes,  not  only  do  the  second  team 
and  hustlers  make  the  'varsities 
of  tomorrow — they  make  the  vic- 
Giving  the  Goal  Keeper  Practice  tones  of  todav. 


A  Pick-up  Team  from  the  "Delaware"  Playing  Soccer  in  Marti 
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LYSISTRATA  CUP  RACE 


GLEE    CLUB 

THE  1923  Revue  was  perhaps  the  most  elaborate  and  ambitious  ever  attempted  by  the  Musical 
Clubs  and  its  success  exceeded  the  fondest  hopes  of  its  promoters.  The  show  opened  with 
"Blue  and  Gold"  sung  by  the  Glee  Club,  the  audience  standing.  This  act  was  followed  by  "On  the 
Good  Ship  'Pinafore'".  Dyer,  Ashton,  Kent,  and  Naquin  were  splendid  in  their  parts.  Next  came 
a  solo  by  Schenck  and  a  piano  solo  by  Hodgkiss  accompanied  by  Messmer  on  the  violin.  Both  of 
these  were  well  received  and  encores  were  demanded.  Hight  and  Momm  in  "See  Saw"  gave  an 
unusual  exhibition  of  music  on  hand  saws.  Then  came  a  Japanese  sketch  by  the  Mandolin  Club 
followed  by  "Les  Chats  Annapolitaines"  with  McCutcheon  as  "Ignatz  Mouse"  and  eight  "Krazy 
Kats"  with  mandolins.  The  Glee  Club  then  came  out  again  and  sang  three  numbers.  This  was  fol- 
lowed by  "Pass  in  Review".  Al  Jolsen  (Walsh),  the  Duncan  sisters  (Beecher  and  Kirten),  Eddie 
Cantor  (Brendel),  Rodolf  Valentino  and  wife  (Congdon  and  Pearce),  and  Will  Rogers  with  a  beauti- 
ful "chorus"  were  all  on  hand  to  show  off  their  latest  songs,  steps,  and  clever  lines.  The  Jazz  sup- 
ported this  act  in  real  Broadway  style  with  their  jazziest  of  jazz  and  many  a  fair  drag  whispered  to 
her  escort,  "Why  don't  they  have  music  like  that  at  the  hops?"  The  Grande  Finale  with  the  cast 
ensemble  ended  the  best  performance  that  the  Musical  Clubs  have  ever  done.    Too  much  credit  can 
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JAZZ     BAND 


not  be  given  to  these  men  who  gave  their  play  time  to  tedious  practising  so  that  a  few  hours  of  pleas- 
ure might  be  given  to  the  rest  of  the  Regiment  and  its  friends.  This  especially  true  of  the  Glee  and 
Mandolin  Clubs.  The  Jazz  Band  and  Orchestra,  however,  while  helping  materially  toward  the  suc- 
cess of  the  Show  give  pleasure  all  the  year.  The  Jazz  Band  has  reminded  us  of  what  first  class  dance 
music  is  like  at  the  hops  at  which  it  has  played.  On  each  cruise  it  has  won  fresh  laurels.  In  Norway 
it  was  known  as  the  "Queen's  Own"  and  in  every  port  won  much  deserved  praise.  The  Orchestra 
has  helped  to  make  successes  of  the  various  "Batt"  Shows. 


ORCHESTRA 
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USHERS 


THE  Ushers  in  all  their  splendor, 
consisting  of  one  sword  belt, 
many  brass  buttons,  and  a  homely 
countenance,  constitute  one  of  the 
big  attractions  of  that  magnificent 
edifice — the  chapel.  If  not  attrac- 
tion, then  at  least  \  amusement,  for 
many  a  drag  has  had  to  smother  an 
undignified  giggle  at  seeing  an  Ush- 
er about  face  just  in  time  to  receive 
a  head-on  collision.  But  the  wear- 
ers of  the  N  crossed  skags  seem  to 
like  it — possibly  because  J.  P.  J. 
can't  tell  tales. 


RECEPTION     COMMITTEE 

THIS  year  has  seen  the  rise  of  the  Reception  Committee  to  a  position  of  far  more  importance 
than  it  has  held  in  the  past.  That  this  should  be  so  is  altogether  fitting  and  proper,  for  when 
one  realizes  that  each  year  over  a  hundred  teams  come  down  to  meet  Navy  in  some  branch  of  athlet- 
ics and  that  their  opinion  of  the  Regiment  is  formed  to  a  large  extent  by  the  manner  in  which  they 
are  received,  it  is  seen  that  no  little  amount  of  responsibility  rests  on  the  shoulders  of  the  men  who 
compose  this  committee. 

A  large  part  of  this  responsibility  has  fallen  on  the  chairman  of  the  committee,  R.  L.  Dennison, 
to  whom  a  great  deal  of  credit  is  due  for  the  splendid  manner  in  which  he  has  performed  a  difficult 
and  trying  task. 
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CHOIR 

ERE  they  are!  The  answer  to  the  question,  "Why  do  all  the  drags  go  to  chapel  on  Sunday 
morning?"  These  heroes  sit  up  in  front  of  all  just  to  give  the  girls  a  treat.  And  do  they  sing? 
Well,  if  you  have  heard  them,  you  will  admit  that  what  they  lack  in  quality,  they  make  up  in  volume. 
Entirely  indispensable,  the  choir. 

Y.  M.  C.  A. 

TO  these  directors  of  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  we  are  indebted  for  our  appearance  of  making  an  effort  at 
culture.    Each  Sunday  they  produce  a  speaker  who  will  talk  on well  the  subjects  can  best 

be  found  by  asking  one  of  the  Plebes.   Anyway,  they  have  excellent  speakers  and  speeches. 


Standing:  McKee,  Murphy,  Johnson,  Walker,  Taylor,  Bradbury. 
Seated:  Fowler,  O'Reoan,  Haase,  Pearson,  McCracken. 
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F.  S.  WITHINGTON,  Editor-in-Chief 

In  the  monumental  task  of  producing  an  annual,  the  responsibility 
necessarily  falls  upon  one  man,  and  in  that  man's  ability  to  plan, 
co-ordinate,  and  produce  lies  the  success  or  failure  of  the  publication. 
That  man  is  the  editor. 

And  what  are  the  requisites 
of   a    successful    editor?    The 
ability  to  plan  with  farsighted- 
ness, learning  from  the  errors 
of  predecessors  and  anticipat- 
ing future  emergencies;  a  keen 
insight  into  the  natural  talents, 
and  abilities  of  those  about  him 
in  order  that  he  may  choose 
wisely  his  staff;  the  tact  and 
diplomacy  of  a   statesman   to 
secure  privileges  and  divert  wrath;    a  trained 
intelligence  that  instantly  chooses  the  grain  from 
the  chaff;  and  last,  but  most  important  of  all,  a  spirit  of  courage 
and  perseverence  that  will  never  rest  in  peace  until  the    task 
given    him    has    been    finished.     In    other    words    we    present  "Freddy,"  our  Editor-in-Chief. 


Lt.-Comdr.  E.  A.  LOFQUIST 


The  position  of  advisor  and  general  supervisor  of  the  '23 
"Lucky  Bag"  was  given  to  Lieutenant-Commander  E.  A. 
Lofquist,  and  as  the  "Bag"  gradually  took  shape  throughout 
the  year,  we  became  increasingly  aware  of  our  good  fortune 
in  having  such  an  authority  as  the  controlling  factor  in 
our  work. 

Commander  Lofquist  brought  to  our  aid  a  wealth  of 
knowledge  in  regard  to  the  choice,  assemblage,  and  presen- 
tation of  material  and  his  advice  has  been  indispensable  in 
making  the  "Bag"  possible.  His  ready  sympathy  and  under- 
standing of  our  troubles  helped  a  great  deal  to  overcome  the 
obstacles  made  by  the  none  too  lenient  Academic  and  Execu- 
tive schedules,  and  the  staff  appreciates  greatly  the  part 
played  by  Commander  Lofquist  in  making  this  annual 
possible. 


W.  C.  FOWLER,  Business  Manager 

The  man  who  gets  the  money  and  pays  the  bills —  that's  the 
Business  Manager.     Upon  him  devolves  the   responsibility  of 
being  a  lawyer,  banker,  printer,  binder,  typist,  and  diplomatist 
"par  excellence,"  for  his  task  is  to  prove  to  the  level-headed 
business   man   the   importance    of   advertising    in    the 
annual,   and   Wendell   has   made   the   "Annual   of  the 
Navy"   known   in  every  business  from  New  York  to 
Honolulu,  Halifax  to  Great  Harbor.  The  battle-scarred 
Corona    is    now    at    rest,    but    the  "Lucky  Bag"  is  a 
permanent  testimony  to  his  faithfulness,  energy,  and 
business  ability. 

"Tony,  get  those  letters  off  tonight;  Jack,  check 
over  the  cuts,  we're  ninety-five  cents  overcharged;  hey, 
Fred,  just  figured  out  how  we  can  save  a  hundred  and 
four  dollars;  no  more  color  plates,  Val;  I'll  see  you  at 
the  hop — dragging  heavy." 
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ACKNOWLEDGMENTS 

A  LUCKY  BAG  is  the  work  of  many  hands.  We  feel  real  regret  that  space  prevents  a  more 
adequate  statement  of  our  appreciation  of  the  kindnesses  of  the  many  who  have  contributed. 
To  the  following  our  sincere  thanks  are  due:  Mr.  A.  Ford  DuBois,  President  of  the  DuBois  Press, 
has  stood  by  us  like  an  Academy  alumnus.  Without  his  expert  advice  and  professional  knowledge 
we  would  have  been  helpless.  He  has  contributed  far  more  in  personal  attention  and  unselfish 
service  than  we  can  ever  repay.  Mr.  J.  J.  Sher,  of  the  Bureau  of  Engraving,  Inc.,  worked  out  the 
design  of  the  book.  Mr.  E.  W.  Palmer,  of  the  J.  F.  Tapley  Company,  has  contributed  extensively, 
giving  us  the  benefit  of  his  personal  attention  and  experience  in  the  binding  of  the  book.  Mr.  Robert 
Bennett,  of  the  White  Studio,  has  been  an  unselfish  mine  of  information  and  constructive  suggestion. 
To  him  belongs  the  credit  for  the  invention  of  the  new  photographic  process  by  which  the  Yard 
Views  were  made.  The  Superintendent  and  the  Commandant  have  furnished  suggestions  and  help, 
while  the  Executive  Officer  has  been  lenient  and  very  reasonable  in  his  criticisms  of  the  material  for 
the  book.  Miss  Marilyn  Miller  very  kindly  posed  for  the  picture  of  the  ring  girl.  Miss  Marie  Moran 
contributed  the  cleverly  executed  painting  for  the  class  division  page.  Lieutenant  Commander 
Henry  F.  Reuterdahl  gave  much  of  his  time  for  a  compensation  almost  laughable,  it  was  so  small, 
to  the  preparation  and  painting  of  the  spirited  frontispiece.  Commanders  H.  D.  Cooke  and  Wilbur 
R.  Van  Auken  made  the  New  Navy  Section  possible  by  their  contributions  of  photographs  and 
pictures.  Commander  Van  Auken  loaned  us  his  valuable  water  color  of  the  destroyer  off  the  Dal- 
matian coast  for  reproduction.  Admiral  Moffett  and  the  Bureau  of  Aeronautics  aided  Mr.  Reuter- 
dahl in  his  painting  and  provided  us  with  many  photographs.  The  Naval  Air  Station  at  Coco  Solo 
voluntarily  furnished  us  the  aerial  view  of  the  DELAWARE  and  the  NORTH  DAKOTA  in  Gatun 
Locks.  Lieutenant  C.  C.  Carmine  obtained  and  secured  permission  for  us  to  use  the  photographs  ol 
target  practice.  Stuart  Hyde  Hawkins  illustrated  the  class  history  and  made  the  Academic  draw- 
ings, standing  by  with  unshaken  loyalty  after  his  own  misfortune.  Mr.  Daniel  of  the  New  York 
HERALD  gave  us  permission  to  use  excerpts  from  his  account  of  the  Army-Navy  football  game. 
Miss  Worthington,  the  Superintendent's  stenographer,  has  typewritten  untold  thousands  of  well- 
nigh  indecipherable  words  for  the  Bag.  Miss  Patricia  Patterson  presented  us  with  the  excellent 
drawings  of  girls  presented  in  the  feature  section.  Mr.  Winston  Churchill,  Class  of  1894,  sent  us  an 
account  of  the  beginnings  of  crew  at  the  Naval  Academy.  Mr.  Strickland  Gillilan  paid  us  compli- 
ments in  his  fine  poem  which  none  of  us  deserve. 

To  those  first  and  under  classmen  listed  below,  we  are  indebted  for  many  hours  of  patient,  hard 
work. 

FIRST    CLASS 


Abercrombie 

Day 

Briggs 

Brendel 

Cooper,  H.  M. 

Chappell 

Ryan 

Nager 

Bernard 

Bell 

Carr 

Hatchett 

McCutcheon 

Bond 

WlLLETT 

Maeser 

Roberts,  R.  T. 

Dugan 

von  Dreele 

Hurd 

Kelly 

Fabian 

Myers 

Wenger 

Congdon 

Graham 

Steele 

Spangler,  J.  B 

McCament 

Smiley 

McLaren 

Chandler 

Mattson 

Smoot 

Reynolds 

Lemly 

Cochrane 
Hartley 
Armor,  H. 


SECOND    CLASS 


Kissam 
Wood,  C.  C. 


Ericson 
Hayes 


Deutermann 
Kelly,  S.  G. 
Siegrist,  W.  W, 


Landers 


THIRD    CLASS 


Triebe 


Hammond 


Wood,  H.  Jr. 


FOURTH    CLASS 


Busck 


Eddy 


Campbell 


Lee 
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Keep  Off  the  Paint  Work 
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She:    Why  do  they  call  a  battleship  she? 
II":      Cause  it  takes  the  Ensign  with  the 
Jack  to  dress  'er ! 
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First  Row,  Left  to  Right:  Hunt,  Seay,  Howland,  Perry,  Dahlgren,  Harrison,  Kissam,  Brereton,  Richards, 
Spencer. 

Second  Row:   Martin,  Mendenhall,  Stevenson,  Loughead,  Lemly,  Folk,  Armor,  von  Dreele,  Wilson. 
Third  Row:  Day,  Miller,  Baker,  Montgomery,  Fabian,  McCracken,  Will. 
Fourth  Row:  Guitar,  Wight,  Wood,  Phillips,  Cowan,  Ringle. 

THE     LOG 

THE  Log  of  the  United  States  Naval  Academy!  To  two  thousand  odd  midshipmen,  the  Log 
means  a  Friday  night  untrammeled  with  the  Nav  or  Juice  or  Steam  or  Math  of  the  morrow. 
It  means  thoughts  of  life,  news,  prof  notes,  and  athletics,  pillowed  in  the  soothing  breast  of  Dame 
Humor,  who  drives  away  their  cares  and  leaves  them  ready  for  the  word  battle  with  their  sisters  in 
the  week-end  that  follows.  To  these  same  "sisters",  the  Log  is  a  beloved  link  which  connects  them 
with  the  almost  closed  corporation  of  life  at  the  Academy.  To  the  rest  of  the  five  thousand  outside 
subscribers,  officers  in  the  fleet,  or  friends  at  home,  the  Log  is  the  pulse  of  the  Academy. 

Mark  XI  of  the  Log  has  been  more  than  these  things.  Further  than  feel  the  pulse  of  the  hydra- 
headed  Regiment,  it  has  tried  to  reach  the  heart  and  to  control  that  pulse.  This  is  a  very  difficult 
thing  to  do.  There  are  those  of  us  who  have  not  liked  this  attempt.  But  in  several  instances,  the 
Log  was  highly  successful.  There  have  been  editorials  which,  though  they  were  not  interesting  to 
many,  hit  a  nail  or  two  on  the  head  and  succeeded  in  driving  it  where  it  belonged.  There  have  been 
other  departures  which  have  enhanced  this  last  Mark  of  the  Class  of  '23.  And  the  Log  as  a  whole 
has  continued  to  be  the  student  weekly  of  the  country  which  has  most  successfully  combined  humor 
with  news  and  literature.  The  circulation  says  so.  The  Editor  and  the  Staff  have  just  completed  a 
year  upon  which  they  can  look  back  and  feel  a  well  merited  pride. 

We  see  these  men  in  the  group  above.  Who  are  they,  who  have,  each  week,  supplied  seven 
thousand  people  with  news  and  thought  and  clever  absurdity?  They  are  not  mental  giants.  They 
are  not  well  paid  geniuses.  They  are  average  midshipmen  who  have  realized  the  reward  of  work 
well  done,  of  service  rendered,  without  thought  or  possibility  of  remuneration  or  even  great  recog- 
nition. They  are  part  of  that  spirit  which  makes  the  Academy  and  the  Navy  a  place  for  a  man, 
and  a  man  who  will  give  for  the  glory  of  the  Navy. 
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Standing:  McIsaac,  Stevens,  Keith,  Northcutt,  Dusinberre. 
Seated:  Traylor,  Brendel,  Castera  {Chairman),  Bolles,  Lindsey. 


THE     CLASS     GERMAN 

"TT  7"OMAN'S   crowning  glory  is  her  hair!"  Just  so  is  the  First  Class  German  with  regard  to  the 
▼  V   three  years  of  hop  activities   at  the  Academy.     It  is  looked  forward  to  during  the  entire 
sojourn  in  Bancroft  Hall,  and  back  upon  forever  as  a  climax  to  four  hard  (and  yet,  too,  glorious) 
years. 

Don't  you  remember  how  as  a  Youngster  you  sneaked  over  into  one  of  the  rooms  on  the  side 
toward  the  gym  where  you  could  steal  a  glimpse  of  the  exotic  splendor  of  the  terrace  which  some 
good  genius  had  transformed  into  a  miniature  fairyland?  And  then  how  you  crept  down  into  the 
basement  and  snatched  away  a  group  of  cakes,  a  wealth  of  grape  juice,  and  an  abundance  of  ice 
cream?     But  that  is  all  over  and  now  we  are  to  have  one  of  our  very  own! 

As  a  progressive  organization  our  class  has  been  the  instigator  of  a  number  of  departures  from 
custom  and  precedent.     (For  example,  the  Ring  Dance  and  the  many  attendent  innovations.) 

Under  the  able  pilotage  of  the  "Prince  of  Jungle  Dancers",  George  Castera,  his  tiny  band  of 
braves  who  make  up  the  committee  have  beaten  loudly  on  the  tom-toms  of  originality,  beauty,  and 
splendor.  As  a  result  of  their  tireless  efforts  the  stage  is  all  set  for  a  wonderful  time  to  be  "had  by 
all".  Because  of  the  fact  '23  will  no  longer  be  midshipmen  but  ensigns  ad  gyrene  lieutenants,  this 
year  German  bids  fair  to  surpass  all  others  that  have  preceded  it.  The  class  knows  what  George 
can  do,  for  the  Ring  Dance  stands  out  as  the  best  hop  that  has  ever  been  pulled  off  here  in  our  time, 
anyway — until  now,  and  because  of  his  success  in  that  it  has  been  one  grand  case  of  "Let  George  do 
it"  ever  since.     We  believe  he  has  done  it  this  time,  too. 

Life  has  been  said  to  be  a  series  of  sensations — the  pendulum  swings  from  one  extreme  to  the 
other.  So  from  a  protracted  era  of  Fidelity  and  Obedience  what  more  fitting  swing  could  there  be 
than  one  into  the  realm  of  the  other  extreme — joy,  pleasure  and  mirth? 

But  soon  all  the  "fireworks"  are  over.  You  have  walked  home  with  Her  'neath  the  mellow  moon 
of  a  cruiseless  June  (at  last).  All  is  over  now.  But  we  are  sure  that  there  will  be  reserved  a  lasting 
abode  in  the  inner  shrine  of  your  most  cherished  memories  for  this,  OUR  last  dance  together. 
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First  Row,  Left  to  Right:  Glass,  Peterson,  McAuliffe,  Layne,  Rhodes,  Benton,  McKee,  Billings. 
Second  Row:  Guitar,  Congdon,  Pearson,  Castera,  Walsh,  Waters,  Chandler. 
Front  Row:  McElhenney,  Norris,  Stevens,  Matson. 

LITTLE  ROLLO  OF  THE  HOP  COMMITTEE 


E1 


(After  the  manner  of  Vanity  Fair) 

M 
iTTLE  Rollo  stands  before 
you,     gentlemen,     sword 
belt    clanking,    gloves     white 
from    careful    home     laundry 
work,    hair    parted   with  infinite 
care,    resplendent    in    full  dress. 
Little    Rollo    is    going  to   a  hop 
where  as  one  of  the  members  of  the  Hop 
Committee  he  will  dance  with  all  of  the 
visiting  and  local  sad  eggs,   and  converse 
with   all  the  dowagers.     When  the  officer's 
wife  with  whom  he  is  dancing  says  as  is   her 
custom — ,"You  don't  like  to  dance  with   an  old 
lady  like  me,  do  you?"  he  will  gallantly  reply, 
"You  do  awfully  well.    Why  I    could  almost   think  I 
was  dancing  with  a  girl."      Such  tact,   ,   ,   It  is    over- 
powering, but  for  that  very  reason  Little  Rollo  was  selected  to 
be  one  of  the  chosen.  .   . 

Sometimes  Little  Rollo  is  accused  of  being  a  parasite,  but 
that  is  manifestly  untrue  on  the  face  of 
it.  Little  Rollo  gives  up  everything  in 
the  pursuance  of  his  duty.  On  Saturday 
mornings  he  will  even  forego  the  privilege 
of  going  to  drill  so  that  he  may  put 
up  decorations.   .   . 

Such  self-sacrifice.  .  . 
But  what  can  you  expect  . 
.  .  He  is  a  member  of  the 
Hop  Committee. 
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Standing:   Folk,  Bell,  Bolles,  Lehman. 

Seated:  Washburn,  Niemyer  {Chairman),  O'Regan. 


THE    CLASS    SUPPER 


THE  Class  Supper  (some  have  been  known  to  call  it  by  other  names)  was  held  at  the  much 
suffering  Hotel  Emerson  in  Baltimore.  Despite  the  fact  that  a  large  number  of  the  class  failed 
to  attend  (the  absent  being  detained  by  three  reasons — a  rag,  a  bone  and  a  hank  o'  hair)  the  Supper 
was  a  huge  success.  Professional  entertainers  were  not  to  be  had,  as  the  manager  feared  our  over- 
enthusiasm,  but  with  "Put's"  "Dance  of  Flowers",  and  "Tommy's"  stunts,  there  was  no  lack  of 
amusement  for  all  hands  from  start  to  finish,  when  the  orchestra  started  "Anchors  Aweigh",  and 
everyone  jumped  to  his  feet  and  did  an  individual  snake  dance  around  the  banquet  hall. 

The  one  man  mainly  responsible  for  the  success  of  the  Supper  is  the  Chairman,  "Ike"  Niemyer. 
His  energy  in  getting  results  is  equalled  only  by  his  patience  in  the  face  of  many  misunderstandings 
with  the  rest  of  the  committee  "far  away  on  the  billow." 

In  all,  it  was  a  great  and  ne'er-to-be-forgotten  night. 
Those  who  missed  it  will  in  years  to  come  be  denied  the 
priceless  privilege  of  looking  back  on  that  gathering  of 
men  of  '23  as  one  of  the  big  occasions  of  their  lives. 
To  those  who  did  attend,  the  memories  of  that  night 
will  remain  always,  and  when  the  last  reunion  of  '23  is 
held  and  "Old  tales  be  retold,"  many  is  the  good  one 
that  will  feature  1923's  Class  Supper. 
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N  writing  a  review  of  the  1923  performance 
of  The  Masqueraders  one  must  assume,  to 
begin  with,  a  standard  by  which  to  measure 
that  performance,  and  one  must  realize  above 
all  not  only  their  limitations,  but  the  hindrances 
they  must  overcome.  In  their  choice  of  plays 
to  produce,  they  cannot  give,  under  the  prohibi- 
tion of  the  copyright  law,  anything  that  is  at 
present  playing.  Thus  they  are  debarred  from 
any  play  that  is  at  all  up  to  the  minute.  Noth- 
ing serious,  nothing  that  can  be  stigmatized  by 
a  contemptuous  midshipman  audience  as  "high- 
brow" can  be  even  considered.  Farces  and 
comedies  are  available,  but  most  modern  farces 
and  comedies  are  too  replete  with  risque  situa- 
tions and  racy  lines  for  a  cast  of  men  to  put 
across  with  the  least  success.  They  must  amuse, 
but  must  not  offend  the  most  hyper-delicate 
taste.  Frequently  it  is  demanded  why  The 
Masqueraders  do  not  put  on  a  play  written  by 
a  midshipman.  Simply  because  there  are  no  midshipmen  who  have  the  time  or  the  ability  to  write 
a  three-act  play. 

Bearing  all  these  things  in  mind,  and  having  chosen  the  play,  they  have  still  to  contend  with  an 
extremely  shallow  and  inadequate  stage,  a  dearth  of  stage  facilities,  and  an  auditorium  whose  acous- 
tics make  its  name  a  joke.  Its  cast  must  be  made  up  of  men  whose  training  in  dramatics  or  elocution, 
if  any,  has  been  of  the  most  elementary  character.  And  they  must  face  an  audience  which,  curiously 
enough,  will  persist  in  judging  the  performance  they  give,  by  the  standards  of  Broadway. 

Remembering  all  these  factors,  the  decision  of  The  Masqueraders  to  put  on  "Come  out  of  the 
Kitchen"  was  audacious  to  say  the  least.  To  put  on  a  play  whose  entire  plot  revolved  around  a  femi- 
nine character  was  daring  enough,  but  then  to  choose  a  play,  which,  while  a  comedy,  depended  for 
its  effect  on  the  characterization  done  by  the  actors,  was  the  last  word  in  audacity.  But  their  auda- 
ciousness was  more  than  justified  by  their  success. 

The  man  on  whose  small 
shoulders  rested  the  burden  of 
putting  the  play  across  was 
Billy  Pearce,  and  he  bore  his 
burden  nobly.  Few  except 
those  in  the  cast  and  some  of 
his  particular  friends,  will  ever 
know  how  tremendously  hard 
Billy  worked,  or  how  much  of 
his  energy  and  enthusiasm 
went  into  perfecting  himself 
in  his  part.  Floods  of  fulsome 
praise  are  worthless,  so  we  will 
have  to  content  ourselves  by 
paying  him  the  highest  compli- 
ment that  can  be  given  to  any 
actor.  He  lived  his  part  and 
held  his  audience.  No  more 
need  be  said,  when  one  realizes 
that  he  was  playing  a  girl's 
part,  and  a  very  difficult  one 
at  that.  His  performance  was 
marvellous.  The  utter  silence 
of  the  audience  after  his  emo- 


Standing:  Guitar,  Keith,  Northcutt 
Seated:  Ringle,  Carr 
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'You  01'  Goat" 
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Mrs.  Faulkner  Decides  to  Inspect  the  New  Servants 

tional  scene  with  Eddie  Pearce  in  the  second 
act  was  a  more  eloquent  tribute  to  him  than 
any  amount  of  applause,  or  anything  we  can 
say. 

Billy's  performance,  of  course  dominated  all 
the  other  characters,  but  his  leading  man,  E.  S. 
Pearce,  was  none  the  less  splendid.  He  gave 
us  smooth,  suave  acting  with  a  high  polish  on 
it.  He  had  excellent  stage  presence,  and  he 
played  his  part  with  an  exquisitely  light  touch. 
He  is  the  best  leading  man  The  Masqueraders 


'Don't  Mind  Me'' 
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''Faith,  I  Said  it — the  Dead  Spit' 
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Olivia  Arguing  that  it  will  be 


Servants 


Charlie  Breaking  Dishes 

have  had  for  years  and  with  a  more  exacting 
part  would  have  carried  off  much  higher  honors. 
Herrington  was  very  successful  in  a  difficult 
role  as  the  dowager.  The  secondary  love  affair 
of  the  plot  was  put  across  deftly  by  McCutcheon, 
as  the  poet,  and  van  Nagell,  who  played  oppo- 
site him.  Armstrong,  who  characterized  an 
old  negro  mammy,  was  excellent  except  for  his 
make-up,  which  could  have  been  improved. 
His  voice  was  particularly  good. 

Stevenson  made  a  delightfully  Southern  real  estate  agent.  Hotlz- 
claw  was  his  best  in  the  boyish  Bnndlebury  who  smashed  china  and 
got  discharged.  Kimzey  was  particularly  good  among  the  minor 
characters.  He  had  very  good  lines,  and  it  speaks  well  for  his  ability 
that  he  was  able  to  put  over  his  lines  with  his  back  to  the  audience 
during  the  dinner.  Lankford  played  the  brother,  and  the  butler,  and 
was  particularly  good  in  the  butler  part.  Ringle  is  last  but  not  least, 
by  any  means.  He  brought  to  his  small  part  his  previous  experience 
and  made  the  most  of  it.  The  staging  was  good,  especially  the  third 
act  set,  which  was  made  very  effective  by  the  lighted  candles. 


Touched  Up  by  the  "Cook" 


"The  Servants  Aren't  Coming 


Loquacious  Tom  Lefferts  with 
Jane  Ellen 
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A  great  deal  of  credit  should  be  given  to  those 
whose  zcork  is  seen  and  appreciated  but  who 
never  appear  in  front  of  the  footlights. 

So  it  has  been  in  every  Masquerader  Show 
and  so  it  will  continue  to  be. 

To  the  coaches,  Mr.  Brereton,  Mr.  Pease, 
Mr.  Plimmer,  and  Mr.  Wotherspoon;  to 
Northcutt  and  his  stage  gang;  to  Keith  and 
his  electrical  crew;  to  Lion  and  the  rest  of  the 
property  men;  and  to  all  the  people  too  numer- 
ous to  mention  who  lent  everything  that  was 
asked,  must  also  go  a  huge  slice  of  the  credit 
and  congratulations  for  the  very  successful 
show  that  was  given. 


Cold  as  the  Freezer 


Mandy  Comforts  Her  Baby 


The  New  Cook  Presents  Herself  with  Her  Excellent  References 
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The  Mid's  Mad  Dream 

AT  seven-thirty  the  tenth  of  February  the  doors  opened  to  allow  the  early  birds  to  get  their  worms 
l  in  the  form  of  the  best  seats.  From  then  on  the  rush  almost  defied  the  walls  of  the  gym  to 
hold  the  crowd.  Those  who  came  late  were  completely  floored,  as  no  seats  were  to  be  had.  The 
boards  gave  forth  their  first  half  hour's  comfort  as  they  plotted  the  war  that  they  afterwards  waged 
so  well. 

All  were  there  from  candi- 
dates to  admirals;  from  the 
most  kittenish  sub-deb  to  the 
most  bored  chaperone  with  the 
usual  lorgnette.  Everybody 
looked  as  though  they  did  not 
know  what  to  expect  and  were 
expecting  it. 

Then — a  razzing  sound  of  a 
blatant  circus  band,  a  hush  from 
the  crowd — the  1923  Gym- 
khana is  "off  to  the  races." 

The  acts  tumble  along  with 
startling  rapidity  the  Karbon- 
ate  Kids  who  made  the  whole 
Regiment  proud  to  have  such 
artists — the  act  by  our  own 
gym  team  which  showed  itself 
capable  of  entertaining  as  well 
as  snatching  the  intercollegiate 
championship  from  other  aspir- 
ants— the  Mid's  Dream  which 
showed  the  Academy  as  it 
should  (but  never  will)  be — 
the  animals — the  pair  that 
strutted  their  material — the 
Houdini  stunt — the  comedy  of 
our     own      Annapolitan      taxi  The  Gym  Team's  Happy  Family 
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The  Executive  Department 

could  see  the  realism  of  mirth 
with  its  mask  removed, — the 
serious  side;  gayety  betraying 
its  game.  Here  is  a  pile  of 
props  from  some  scene,  there  an 
automobile  in  which  are  seated 
a  ballet  dancer  and  a  lion.  In 
one  corner  sits  a  baby  smoking 
a  cigarette  and  swearing  at  its 
shoes  because  they  are  too 
small.  Then  there's  the 
crowded  dressing  room,  tired 
make-up  artists,  heads  of  acts 
paging  some  lost  member.  All 
around  are  clowns,  wagons, 
nymphs,  all  mixed  into  a  con- 
glomeration which  verges  on 
chaos. 

But  out  of  this  near  chaos, 


service,  advertising  the  latest 
thing  equipped  with  every  con- 
venience and  an  engine — our 
own  nymphs — then  last  but 
by  no  means  the  least,  the  Koo 
Koo  Klan  drill  with  their  novel 
trick.  Each  got  its  laugh  and 
applause  and  made  the  most 
blase  feel  over-repaid  for  com- 
ing. 

But  what  was  happening 
behind  the  scenes  while  outside 
the  world  laughed,  crunched 
its  peanuts,  and  ate  its  ice- 
cream cones?  The  most  gro- 
tesque, heterogenous  aggrega- 
tion that  has  ever  been  seen 
was  assembled  out  of  sight  of 
the  pleasure  seekers.    Here  one 
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■aft 


Clowns 

well,  leaves  pleasure  to  run  its 
own  course. 

Side-shows,  dancing  en- 
hanced in  value  by  the  difficul- 
ties, streamers,  confetti,  the 
cabaret  with  its  singers  and 
soft  lights,  the  canoes  in  the 
swimming  pool,  moons,  kisses, 
empty  bottles, — then  the  end. 
The  Gymkhana  passes  from 
the  present  into  the  unforget- 
able  past.  The  bright  colors 
fade  as  a  sky  at  sunset,  but  the 
crowd  is  left  throbbing  with 
that  which  is  so  absolutely 
essential  to  life — pleasure  and 
its  memories. 


The  Taxicab  Romance 

one  by  one,  the  acts  line  up. 
Last  minute  directions — earn- 
est requests  for  someone  or 
other  to  "For  God's  sake  do 
this  or  that",  and  then  the 
swings  back-off  with  the  old, 
on  with  the  new — and  dodging 
the  late  actors  and  roustabouts 
removing  the  props,  the  new 
assume  the  conventional  smile 
and  rush  out  to  contribute  their 
share  to  the  pleasure  of  the 
evening,  while  being  congratu- 
lated are  those  who  "Thank 
the  Lord  it's  over." 

Then  a  final  announcement, 
the  ring-master  cracks  his  whip 
with  a  final  snap  and  heaving 
the  sigh  of  one  who  has    done 


Burns  Trundle  a  la  Hcudir 


Sad  Tale  of  the  Coy  Nursemaid 
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Billy  and  Zuba,  Twin  Sprites 


The  Dancing,  Prancing  Demon  Dancers 


The  Freak  Dinless  Drill  of  the  Koo  Koo  Klan 
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jf  raterntttes; 


Chi  Phi  Pi 


McLaughlin,  A.  E. 


St.   Francis 

Xavier 


Sigma  Phi  Epsilon 
He  add  en,  W.  R Tennessee 

Theta  XI 

Foltz,  G.  W Minnesota 

Ward,  J.  H.      .    .    .    Washington  State 

Lamda  Chi  Alpha 

Ashton,  R.  K.  ....    Wisconsin 

Just,  C.  F Penn  State 

Siegrist,  P.  W Knox 

Kappa  Mu  Alpha 

Blanchard,  T Kentucky 

Cunningham,  G.  A.    ...     Kentucky 

Delta  Chi 

Greenwald,  J.  A Michigan 

Lambert,  R.  D Iowa 

Kappa  Alpha 
(Northern) 

Zimmer,  L.  A Union 

Gamma  Eta  Gamma 
Holt,  W.  C Cornell 

Beta  Theta  Pi 

Allen,  J.  L Wittenburg 

Day,  J.  S Centre 

Flippin,  R.  N Centre 

Guitar,  W.  E Missouri 

Hudson,  H.  B Washington 

Lentz,  A.  W Rutgers 

Loomis,  P.  L Wisconsin 

Monroe,  F Missouri 

Walker,  G.  E Virginia 

Walsh e,  F.  S Tulane 

Webster,  H.  P Wittenberg 


Kappa  Alpha 
(Southern) 

Barchet,  S.  G.  .  .  .  Johns  Hopkins 
Benson,  W.  H.     ...    Johns  Hopkins 

Holtzclaw,  J.  S Mercer 

Lankford,  C.  K.     ...     Westminster 

Phillips,  N Arkansas 

Potter,  A.  P.  .  .  .  Randolph-Macon 
Robison,  H.  C.  .  Southern  Methodist 
Sellers,  A.  M Oglethorpe 

Sigma  Chi 

Mathews,  B.  O Colorado 

Parrish,  H.  O.     ...       Georgia  Tech. 

Purmort,  G.  L Miama 

Schwaninger,  J.  L Purdue 

Sullivan,  D.  J Montana 

White,  T.  B Centre 


Sigma  Nu 
Fisher,  N.  G Stevens  Tech. 

Beta  Zeta  Epsilon 

Parry,  N.  M Pennsylvania 

Military  College 

Omicron  Kappa  Omicron 
Schanze,  E.  S. .    .    .        Johns  Hopkins 

Zeta  Beta  Tau 
Walsh,  C.  S C.C.N.  Y. 

Kappa  Alph  Pi 
McCarty,  C.  J.       St.  Louis  University 

Alpha  Tau  Omega 

Crommelin,  H Alabama 

Goodnough,  J.  C.    .    .    .    St.  Lawrence 

Ritter,  P.  O Muhlenberg 

Ward,  S.  C Marietta 
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Kappa  Sigma 

Anderson,  W.  W Kentucky 

Banks,  N.  K Georgia  Tech. 

Baldwin,  J.  A Arizona 

Foster,  P.  E Missouri 

Gill,  G.  C Tennessee 

Hands,  E.  B Sezvanee 

Perkins,  A.  N Alabama 

Roberts,  H.  E Missouri 

Roths,  M.  H Pennsylvania 

Seay,  E.  A Alabama 

Pi  Kappa  Alpha 

Duke,. I.  T Richmond 

Houck,  J.  H Louisiana 

Hurt,  D.  A.      ...    Hampden- Sidney 

Robinson,  B.  H Arizona 

Schade,  T.  B.  .    .  ■  .    .    .    .       Colorado 

Phi  Gamma  Delta 

Crowther,  G.  R Gettysburg 

Leslie,  M.  F Washington 

Lindsey,  W.  C Alabama 

Spencer,  R Missouri 

Delta  Tau  Delta 

Dyer,  R.  L Washington 

Overstreet,  G.  J Georgia 

Delta  Kappa  Epsilon 

Doe,  H Bowdoin 

Hays,  W.  S.      .            .    .    .       Alabama 
Matson,  R.  H Minnesota 

Phi  Delta  Theta 

Arnold,  B.  W.      .    .    Randolph-Macon 

Beiser,  C.  R Cincinnati 

Craig,  K Knox 

Folk,  W Vanderbilt 

McClelland,  J.  J.       .    .    .    Vanderbilt 

Marshall,  W.  J Centre 

Morgan,  J.  P.       .    .    .      Georgia  Tech. 
Potter,  S.  F Colorado 


Sigma  Alpha  Epsilon 

Carpenter,  C.  L.        ...      Pittsburg 
Evertson,  G.  B.      ...      Cumberland 

Parker,  E.  C Georgia 

Purdue,  W.  E.     .    .    .      Georgia  Tech. 

Rudolph,  Z.  T Alabama 

Wilkinson,  E.  R Florida 

Wood,  McF.  W Tulane 

Wray,  H.  W.        .    .    .    Worcester  Tech. 

Delta  Upsilon 

Calvert,  A.  P.     ...    Carnegie  Tech. 

Cecil,  A.  B Indiana 

Gurney,  M.  B.     ......    .    Colby 

Peterson,  J.  V Nebraska 

Chi  Psi 

Jarrell,  A.  E Georgia 

Rigsby,  W.  B Georgia 

Sigma  Tau  Mu 
Taylor,  J.  B.    .    .     George  Washington 

Phi  Kappa  Psi 

Fisher,  E Nebraska 

Rafferty,  W.  J.  F Cornell 

Rawlins,  E.  W.   .    .    .    Johns  Hopkins 

Chi  Phi 

Congdon,  T.  B Amherst 

Ross,  H.  J Rutgers 

Whitlock,  C.  A Virginia 

Phi  Sigma  Kappa 
Martin,  L.  H.    Franklin  and  Marshall 

Theta  Delta  Chi 

Chandler,  A.  D.    .  William  and  Mary 

Lindsay,  S Lehigh 

Smoot,  O.  P.      .    .     William  and  Mary 
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A  NN  A  PO  LIS  -ON  -THE  -SEVER  N— 

A  Big  School  for  Little  Boys! 
FOR  2400  SELECT  YOUNG  CHAPS 

YOU  have  always  looked  for  a  school  like  this,  you  have  often  wondered  if  such 
a  school  existed,  but  nowhere  else  in  the  world  will  you  find  it — except  here! 
The  home  atmosphere  is  unexcelled,  you  send  us  the  boy  and  when  we  return  him 
you  will  never  recognize  your  son.  Just  enough  military  training  to  inculcate 
habits  of  squads  right  and  squads  left,  study  and  play  carefully  supervised.  Upper 
classmen  take  a  hand  in  the  education  of  the  newcomer  and  voluntarily  aid  him 
over  the  rough  spots  with  cheery  words  of  advice  and  comfort.  An  instructor  to 
every  ten  boys,  inspiring  earnestness  and  cultivating  faith  and  high  ideals  in  all 
our  little  tots. 

Happy  the  child  who  early  learns  to  make  a  little  journey  around  the  world 
among  home  books,  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  Tiny  Tim  cheerily  waving  his  sword  and 
calling  "God  bless  us  everyone — you're  down, ' '  to  supplement  classroom  work  in 
literature  with  such  vivid  etching  as  is  shown  in  "Naval  Courts  and  Boards,"  to 
whet  his  love  of  daring  and  adventure  on  the  stirring  tales  of  "Alice  in  Wonder- 
land"— we  give  the  broadest  education  of  any  school  in  the  world!  Every  summer 
spent  upon  the  water  and  in  foreign  ports  teaches  your  boy  things  he  would  never 
learn  anywhere  else,  and  this  adds  nothing  to  the  cost  of  tuition  for  you. 

Large  roomy  buildings,  hot  in  the  summer  and  cold  in  the  winter,  beautiful 
grounds,  plenty  of  trees,  grass,  water,  air,  etc.,  etc.  Has  Sing  Sing  beat  a  mile. 
Courses  in  dancing,  social  etiquette,  how  to  enter  a  ball  room,  domestic  science, 
bed  making,  and  a  thousand  other  attainments  your  boy  should  possess.  All  this 
means  manly  little  men  who  will  grow  into  courageous  successful  big  men.  Parents 
appreciate  the  atmosphere  of  sympathy,  encouragement,  and  understanding  for 
their  little  boys  at  Annapolis-on-the-Severn.  Lady  teachers  on  Saturdays  and 
Sundays  from  the  leading  educational  institutions  of  the  East,  tender  care  and 
instruction  in  every  modern  attainment  given  to  all.  Three  minutes  walk  from 
historic  old  Annapolis,  if  your  boy  comes  to  us  he  will  never  ask  you  to  send  him 
to  another  school. 
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Annapolis  on  the  Severn 

Yes,  ma'am,  I'm  the  guide.  I've  been  here  ever  since  Fritz  Price  came  in  as  a 
plebe  and  I'm  very  well  qualified.  You  can  drive  the  car  inside  but  really  there 
won't  be  any  need  of  it,  for  walking  is  exceptionally  easy  in  the  school  campus — 
our  boys  walk  to  and  from  every  class  no  matter  what  the  weather,  and  they  enjoy 
it  too.  This  is  Maryland  Avenue — no,  ma'am,  the  cars  don't  run  off  at  the  other 
end,  that's  where  the  excursion  boats  come  to  take  the  boys  on  picnic  trips.  That 
building  on  the  left  is  the  Officers'  Club — oh,  yes  indeed  they  have  clubs,  they  have 
to  have  some  place  to  escape  the  Carvel  Branch  of  the  Navy  Welfare  League. 
Looks  like  the  morgue  ?  Yes,  ma'am !  That  monument  was — er — oh,  yes,  erected 
to  the  man  who  went  through  the  Academy  and  never  had  a  grad  debt,  a  really 
remarkable  achievement!  All  the  boys  who  are  now  in  school  wonder  how  the 
feat  was  done — what  is  a  grad  debt  ?  A  lease  on  the  fifty  years  of  life  after  gradua- 
tion, renewed  each  year  and  never  settled,  the  repentance  at  leisure  for  buying  in 
haste.  The  building  on  the  right  is  where  the  Academic  Board  holds  autopsies 
twice  a  year  and  is  the  source  of  the  Superintendent's  orders,  which  bring  much 
pleasure  sometimes  to  the  students — sometimes!  Just  beyond  is  the  Chapel,  a 
truly  marvelous  building,  so  marvelous  that  we  often  wonder  why  it  ever  was 
placed  inside  these  walls.  The  students  go  there  on  Sunday,  such  manly  little  fel- 
lows they  are  as  they  march  along,  so  brave  and  independent ! 

Down  Maryland  Avenue  is  Mahan  Hall,  on  the  left  is  Sampson  Hall,  so  called 
because  every  day  it  slaughters  as  many  as  the  jawbone  of  an  ass.  That  edifice  over 
there  is  the  Power  House,  it  runs  the  steam  whistle,  keeps  the  radiators  cool,  and 
uses  up  coal.  On  the  inside  of  that  next  building  are  kept  the  models — the  mid- 
shipmen get  theoretical  instruction  in  models  here  and  practical  handling  during 
September  and  Christmas  Leaves.  The  Building  is  called  the  Steam  Building 
because  it  is  the  only  one  in  the  place  that  ever  gets  any  heat.  Across  the  creek 
you  see  the  cemetery  and  hospital,  yes,  ma'am,  it  is  quite  a  convenient  arrangement. 

As  we  go  up  Stribling  Walk  you  will  notice  the  monument  on  your  right — 
erected  to  John  Paul  Jones  for  his  capture  of  the  "Emden"  at  Salamis.  Yes,  ma'am, 
very  interesting,  and  so  historical.  Bankrupt  Hall  was  so  named  after  the  Army 
game  last  November,  it  is  second  only  to  the  Commodore  for  size,  weight  and 
speed,  accuracy  and  simplicity  of  construction.  It  is  where  our  boys  live,  each  in 
his  dainty  little  room  with  bath.  Each  little  tot  has  his  own  bed  and  it  is  a  charm- 
ing picture  to  see  them  at  night  as  they  lie  there  dreaming  of  sweet  nothings.  In 
the  back  is  the  Mess  Hall,  so  called — well  just  so  called  for  obvious  reasons.  No, 
ma'am,  that  isn't  a  ship  stuck  out  in  the  bay,  that's  a  lighthouse. 

Here  come  the  First  Classmen  from  an  examination  in  Navigation — they  just 
carry  those  books  for  sheer  delight,  ma'am,  because  they  love  the  subject  so.  See 
them  frolicing  merrily  as  they  scamper  along — the  clever  little  rascals !  The  officer 
over  there  is  enjoying  it  too,  see  he  has  stopped  to  talk  to  them — probably  he  is 
telling  them  some  new  game  to  play  so  they  can  amuse  themselves  on  Wednesday 
and  Saturday  afternoons. 

Main  Office  to  your  left — yes,  ma'am,  thank  you  and  please  recommend  our 
school  to  your  friends. 
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Our  Hall  of  Fame 

To  each  of  us  is  given  the  ability  to  excel  in  some  given  line.  In  a  class  of  over 
four  hundred  men  representing  the  culture,  training,  and  viewpoint  of  our  entire 
country,  are  found  many  different  types,  each  different  and  in  some  cases  distinctive. 
The  distinctive  types  come  unbidden  to  our  minds  when  the  key-note  of  their 
character  is  sounded — when  we  hear  certain  adjectives,  names,  or  terms  we  in- 
stinctively associate  some  well-known  person  with  the  word  or  words.  But  in  this 
same  class  of  over  four  hundred  there  is  of  necessity  a  diversity  of  opinion  on  some 
subjects,  which  is  even  as  it  should  be.  To  determine  the  choice  of  the  Class  of  '23 
before  it  left  "Annapolis  on  The  Severn",  of  those  of  the  class  who  in  the  popular 
opinion  most  embody  certain  characteristics,  a  questionnaire  was  given  to  every 
man  in  the  class  on  which  he  indicated  his  opinion  or  choice.  Ninety-six  per  cent 
of  the  class  voted;  where  there  was  unanimity  of  choice  only  that  choice  is  given; 
where  the  competition  was  very  close  the  name  of  the  man  winning  second  place 
in  any  choice  is  given  under  that  characteristic.  Don't  let  your  son  get  his  picture 
into  the  "Rogue's  Gallery"  when  he  has  a  chance  to  get  into  such  an  assemblage 
as  this  by  coming  to  "Annapolis  on  The  Severn." 
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>^ND  now  follows  the  product  of  sleepless  nights,  the  ultimate  results  of  mas- 
sif sive  minds  tossing  ponderous  questions  of  extreme  gravity  like  great  diplo- 
mates  handling  momentous  decisions  of  state.  The  likes  and  dislikes  of  such  an 
august  body  of  educated  pets  are  bound  to  be  varied  and  many.  But — "Every- 
man to  his  taste"  as  the  old  lady  said  as  she  tapped  the  cigar  ashes  into  her  near- 
beer. 

The  results  were  carefully  tabulated  and  the  following  list  of  favorites  shows  just 
to  what  extent  the  average  mid  has  been  broadened  by  this  $40,000  memory 
course. 


Ever  Kissed  A  Girl 

"Yes"  three  hundred  and  forty-two;  other 
answers  are  explanatory:  "I  wonder",  "Al- 
most", and  the  most  truthful  and  universal 
answer  was,  "Not  to  my  complete  satisfaction." 


FflUOHirf     5P0HT    To   WATCH    -   YES     TO     WATCH1. 

Month 

September  won  out  in  a  neck  and  neck 
finish,    getting   three   votes    more    than    June. 

Prohibition 

"No" — three     hundred     and     sixty-nine", 
"Yes" — twenty-one  and  one  savoir  says  "The- 
oretically." 

Girl's  Name 

(1)  Elizabeth  (2)  Margaret  (3)  Dorothy  or 
Helen,  and  we  mustn't  forget  our  good  friends 
Agnes,    Mabel,    and    Beckie. 


Smoke 

Eighty-five  per  cent  use  the  wicked  weed,  and 
one  good  brother  registers  "Knocked  off  this 
morning." 

Magazine 

(1)  Cosmopolitan  (2)  Saturday  Evening  Post 
(3)  Red  Book,  with  "La  Vie"  again  backed  by 
the  French  batts  and  the  "Nautical  Almanac" 
entered  by  Mark  Hilaire. 

Breakfast  Food 

(1)  Shredded  Wheat  (2)  Krumbles  (3) 
Grape  Nuts,  and  one  salty  fellow  said  "Any- 
thing but  beans".  "Ham  and  eggs"  was 
mentioned     but    withdrew    from    the    race. 

Ship  of  the  Navy 

(1)  U.  S.  S.  Maryland  (2)  U.  S.  S.  Delaware 
(3)  U.  S.  S.  Olympia,  but  the  best  vote  was  for 
the  "U.  S.  S.  Bancroft  Hall". 

Girl's  College 
(1)  Vassar  (2)  Goucher. 

How  Many  Class  Pins  Lost 

The  fellow  who  has  lost  thirteen  holds  first 
place,  and  twenty-seven  good  and  faithful 
brothers  have  never  lost  a  one — congratulations. 

With  How  Many  Girls  Do  They 
Correspond 

Our  champion  writes  to  twenty-five,  but 
one  experienced  man  submits  "Too  Many" 
— not  far  wrong. 


its  such  a  ucht    subject' 


Naval  Officer 

(1)  Admiral  H.  B.  Wilson  (2)  Commander 
C.  C.  Slayton  (3)  Lieutenant  R.  E.  Keating. 
John  Paul  Jones  received  several  votes,  and 
Farragut  was  also  nominated. 

Study 
(1)   Juice,    (2)    Nav,    (3)    English — and   one 
poor  soul  said  "Women." 

Newspaper 

(1)  New  York  Times,  (2)  Philadelphia 
Public  Ledger,  (3)  Baltimore  Sun,  while  quite 
a  few  registered  for  "La  Vie",  and  the  "Salina 
Daily  Union"  also  ran. 
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Dessert 

(1)    Ice-cream    (2)    fig    pudding    with    hard 
sauce    (3)    pie,    even    including    "Peary    Pie." 

Railroad 
(1)  Pennsylvania,  (2)  Baltimore  and  Ohio, 
(3)  New  York  Central,  and  the  snakes  voted 
heavily  for  the  W.  B.  and  A.,  and  the  Short 
Line — personally  we're  all  for  the  P.  R.  R. 
("P"  meaning  Panama.) 


w  a\  $.  a^  i 


THE     W.6..A    -    IT    DELIVERS   THE     G-OODS, 

Poem 

(1)  "Ladies",  (2)  "If",  (3)  "The  Rubaiyat" 
— and  don't  forget  "Rangey  Lil." 

Coach 
(1)     Folwell    (2)    Webb    (3)     Dobie,    other 
coaches  favored  were  Hoyle,  Stagg,  Day,  and 
Pullman. 

Movie  Actress 

(1)  Norma  Talmadge  (2)  Constance  Talmadge 
(3)  Gloria  Swanson. 

Amusement 
(1)    Bridge   or   the   theater    (2)    movies    (3) 
poker  or  caulking,  and  the  chow  hounds  went 
solid  for  "eating." 

Type 

Brunette  crossed  the  barrier  well  in  the  lead, 
with  blondes,  etc.,  well  bunched. 

College 
(1)  Penn  State,  (2)  Princeton,  (3)  M.  I.  T., 
and  I.  C.  S.  was  not  forgotten. 

Drink 
(1)  Johnny  Walker,  (2)  Haig  and  Haig,  (3) 
Gordon  Dry,  but  choices  not  so  hard  to  obtain 
were:  Horlick's  Malted,  Balboa  Best  Brewed 
Beer,  Plain  Sody,  and  two  (2)  votes  were  cast 
for  water. 

College  Publication 

(1)  Pennsylvania  "Punch  Bowl",  (2)  Cornell 
"Widow",  (3)  Universityof  California  "Pelican." 
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Skag 

(1)  Fatima,  (2)  Chesterfield  (3)  Herbert 
Tareyton,  while  the  "Roll  Your  Own"  boys 
stuck  to  Bull  Durham,  and  the  thrifty  ones 
voted    for    the    "Borrowed"    variety. 

Sport  (To  Play) 
(1)    Baseball    (2)    Football   (3)   Tennis,   but 
real  spirit  was  also  evident  in  the  votes  for 
Short    Range    Battle    Practice    and    General 
Quarters — from  these  preserve  us! 

Sport  (To  Watch) 
Football — unanimous. 

The  Most  Valuable  Thing  Received  In  The 
Academy — take  your  choice  from  these  ver- 
dicts! "Stand  From  Under";  Travel;  Flat 
Feet;  Class  Ring;  Friends;  Appreciation  of 
the  United  States  Navy;  Amount  Available; 
Value  of  Being  Inconspicuous;  Three  Squares 
A  Day;  Sep  Leave;  Blue  Service  Trou;  Xmas 
Leave;  Pay;  Ability  to  keep  my  mouth  shut; 
Discipline;  One  bed;  Fifty  Demerits;  and 
we're  happy  to  report  one  lucky  man  submitted 
"MyO.  A.  O."! 

What  yould  You  do  if  you  were  Superinten- 
dent of  this  Academy,  the  Powers  that  Be  and 
Monarch  of  the  Severn?  This  question  has 
produced  some  enlightening  solutions — read: 
What  the  graduating  members  would  do — Be 
Hardboiled;  Say,  "Nunn,  take  charge";  Make 
attendance  at  Chapel  and  mess-hall  voluntary 
(we  endorse  this  suggestion  unanimously); 
Give  midshipmen  hell;  Sleep  in;  Give  the 
First  Class  week-end  leaves  (endorsement 
Number  Two);  Abolish  the  Ac  Departments; 
Make  pockets  in  trou  regulation;  Build  a 
midshipmen's  golf  course;  Make  the  Academy 
coed;  Bring  back  the  old  Navy;  Leave  it 
to  the  Comm;  Nothing;  Get  a  Packard; 
Carry  a  cane;  Damfino;  Go  crazy;  Pass  the 
buck;  Do  what  the  Supe  had  done.  But  the 
course  that  received  the  majority  of  all  the 
votes  was — RESIGN  (Endorsement  Number 
Three). 
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"Howdy  boy,  how's  things?  Me?  Feel- 
ing fine  as  the  hair  on  a  mosquito's  wings, 
getting  younger  every  day!  What  you 
over  here  for  anyway — 'nother  sprained 
ankle?  Say  you  First  Classmen  do  get 
away  with  the  stuff.  You've  got  thirty- 
five  muscles  to  pull  up,  nothing  to  that 
though.  We'll  just  mark  off  this  latissimus 
dorsi  gadget  of  Bully's  and  fix  you  up 
sweet  and  pretty.  Are  we  going  to  beat 
Army?  Get  out  with  that  noise — I'll  be 
there  sure  as  the  little  old  medicine  bag  is  at 
practice.  Now  boy,  I  remember  that 
game  in  1894 " 


"Now  Andy  knock  off  telling  them 
midshipmen  dirty  stories.  Don't  call  me 
chief — I'm  a  two-striper!  There's  nothing 
to  these  knots  and  you've  got  to  know  'em. 
Don't  lean  on  the  jackstays,  stand  up 
gentlemen  for  God's  sake.  Now  keep 
quiet  on  the  stairs  and  knock  off  that  sky- 
larking— you  have  to  make  this  eye-splice 
yourself  tomorrow." 


"Feet  to-a-da-get — PLACE.  Arms  up- 
ward— SINK.  Now  suppose  you  are  walk- 
ing down  the  street  and  a  robber  attacks 
you — all  you  have  ees  the  cane  (once  I 
keel  fourteen  robbers  wiz  my  cane  in  Paris) 
— what  you  say — SOCKO.  You  hit  two  au 
droit  and  swing  to  the  left — it  ees  so  much 
bettair  to  a  pistol.  Box — pah!  It  cramp 
ze  lungs,  stoops  over  ze  back — ze  sword  it 
straighten,  no?" 
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"Clean  and  Press — on  the  right!  Got  the 
tags  on  them  right?  Mr.  Gish  didn't  have 
any   this   week   but    the   others    are    done." 

No  we  didn't  put  any  new  anchors  or 
stripes  on  and  the  repair  won't  be  done  for 
three  weeks.  That's  a  nice  job  of  C&P  tho, 
those  anchors  are  good  for  another  year  yet, 
man! 

All  those  suits  yours?  Can't  put  in  but 
one  a  week,  now — Comm's  orders.  Why 
you  know  we're  rushed  to  death  right  now 
with  all  this  work. 


' '  What  the  Hell !"  ;  Que  lastima !  Hombre ! 
Why  you  no  roll  the  r's — lika  this — easy, 
muy  facil,  what  you  say, — nothing  to  it! 
Don't  tell  me  the  lesson  is  long — I've  been 
here  seventeen  year  a  professor-r-r,  I  know 
midshipmen.  Now  at  the  blackboard  we'll 
have  los  senores — sit  down,  you  too  much 
want  to  go!  Que?  Wat  de  hell  you  try  to 
say?  That  the  bell?  Gracias  a  Dios,  take 
charge  seccion!!! 


"No  candy!  Nope,  no  cake  either.  Can't 
sell  you  anything  in  the  mornings  now, 
Commandant's  order — trying  to  get  you  hun- 
gry for  dinner,  I  guess.  No,  I  can't  sell  you 
any  ice-cream  either;  sure  we'll  have  any 
kind  you  want  this  afternoon — vanilla  and 
peach.  Me,  no,  I  ain't  gettin  no  thinner! 
Yeah  right  nice  here  now,  selling  everything. 
Two  cents  more,  two  packages  of  Fats  and 
three  boxes  matches — next!" 
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Led  by  "Ike"  Niemyer  and  ably  supported  by  all  the  Regiment,  this  year  has 
seen  the  oldest  of  Navy  sports  again  upheld  in  true  Navy  style.  Against  the 
strongest  intercollegiate  competition,  the  team  has  come  through  with  a  slate  of 
victories,  the  last  League  contest  with  the  powerful  aggregation  from  Gouger  result- 
ing in  a  victory  through  the  greater  stamina  and  strength  of  the  stable  Navy  warriors. 
The  team  suffered  greatly  through  the  loss  of  many  veterans  in  '22,  but  the  Regi- 
ment was  behind  the  sport  to  a  man,  and  no  man  in  the  lineup  was  assured  of  his 
place.  Competition  was  especially  close  for  "Hide  the  Point,"  but  Niemyer  as 
skipper  eventually  won  out.  Special  credit  should  go  to  "Doc"  Snyder  and  to  the 
English  Department  for  the  sensational  work  of  the  year.  An  All-American  ath- 
lete is  born  not  made,  and  William  Camp  could  not  but  select  our  entire  team  as 
his  All-American  selection.  The  entire  team  was  awarded  Blue  and  Gold  enameled 
ear-protectors,  and  an  even  more  successful  season  is  expected  next  year.  The 
Army  contest  was  cancelled  but  there  is  no  doubt  that  the  Pointers  would  have 
been  thoroly  cowed  had  they  remained  in  Philly.  The  Varsity  lineup  was  as  fol- 
lows: 

MAINSTAY BILL  BURFORD 

SENIOR  ASSISTANT       .     .  TOMMY  CARLIN 

JUNIOR  ASSISTANT       .     .  GUS  FISH 

1st  BACKER JOE  MORRISON 

2nd  BACKER RED  OLIVER 

1st  BLUFF       CHARLIE  NAGER 

2nd  BLUFF SHIMMIE  SCHWANINGER 

HIDE-THE-POINT      .     .     .  IKE  NIEMYER  (Capt.) 

ADVANCE      HENRY  HEDERMAN 

RETIRE HARRY  McCAMENT 

COMEBACK       HARRY  BRENDEL 

FORGETTOR LARRY  BURKE 

PILOT  (HERE  &  THERE)  PANSY  FOWLER 

Among  those  who  deserve  special  mention,  though  not  awarded  letters  are: 
"Farmer"  Duncan  for  his  consistent  work  in  the  face  of  great  opposition,  and 
"Monk"  Moyers,  who  in  several  games  saved  Navy  by  his  clever  work,  punning 
out  of  danger  when  our  goal  was  threatened. 
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Among    Us    Mids 
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Look  around  Bancroft  sometime — in  cross-section. 
Notice  the  classifications  of  its  many  inmates,  and 
enjoy  the  human  study  involved.  You'll  find  many 
that  are  just  typical,  a  few  that  are  highly  original, 
and  you  yourself  —well,  perhaps  you'll  discover  yourself 
here. 

The  Savoir — "Aw,  I  can't  get  this  stuff!"  He  never 
bones,  he  never  tries.  Once  in  the  section  room  he  is 
divinely  inspired.  A  consumptive  from  his  own  chalk 
screen.  Wise  as  the  owl;  owlish  enough  to  be  a  college 
professor.  Example  of  why  college  men  become  trolley 
car  conductors. 


The  Punster. — The  bane 
of  our  lives,  the  clever  fel- 
low! Every  expression  is 
distorted  for  his  depraved 
humor. 

"I  hear  that  girl's  going 
to  be  abroad  all  summer." 

"Never  thought  she'd 
come  to  that."  Abolish 
capital  punishment? 


mfi-M 


Idler. — Here's  the  man 
you  lay  behind  at  the  board. 
Still,  he  contends  that 
intellect  comes  from  appli- 
cation. Wooden?  He'll 
never  kindle  the  world  un- 
less someone  finds  a  new 
source  of  splinters.  Argues 
about  anything  and  every- 
thing. He's  endangered 
whenever  he  opens  his 
mouth,  and  he  never  will 
learn  the  sanity  of  nose- 
breathing.  Insurance  men 
take  charge! 


WSnake  | 

hu;t 

I  One 


The  Snake. — Bland,  blase 
effusive  and  vase-lined.  He 
looks  over  the  hop  with  a 
lordly  stare.  He  cuts  in 
with  an  air  of  proprietor- 
ship. 

"See  that  young  thing 
over  there  looking  at  me!" 

"What  did  the  last 
chaperone  say  about  my 
dancing?" 

He's  from  Tadpole  Junc- 
tion, has  bilged  a  few  times, 
but  he  does  captivate. 
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Lightweight. — Light,  airy, 
nebulous  and  ethereal !  He's 
not  safe  with  a  guardian 
and  a  body  guard.  The 
stare  of  a  poet,  the  responsi- 
bility of  a  prom-trotter. 
He's  the  human  dirigible. 
His  brain  is  as  useful  as  a 
tonsil.  Must  have  been 
dropped  during  infancy  or 
used  as  a  pillow.  The 
stability  of  a  jelly  fish.  Rea- 
son for  screening  upper  win- 
dows. 


Songbird. — T  inklings 
from  the  harp  and  sparrows 
twittering  atop  the  shingles ! 
They  told  him  he  could 
sing;  deceit  still  lurks  in 
the  world. 

"I  hear  you  call-ee-ee-ing 
me. 

I  hear  some  sinister  mut- 
terings  and  the  victrolas 
take  off.  Lets  get  where 
the  wings  of  song  cannot 
pursue,  or  my,  may  the 
walls  of  Bancroft  tremble 
at  his  exultant  croaking  of 
A  sharp. 

The  Comedian.  —Simply  the  funniest  fellow,  and  such 
a  sense  of  humor.  He's  actor,  impersonator,  and  prime 
entertainer;  he's  dumbbell,  idiot  and  supreme  exaspera- 
tor.  He  puts  joy  in  their  lives;  he  needs  something  put 
in  his  coffee.     Listen  to  his  tirade  and  you  somehow 

find  your  Adam's  apple 
sinking,  your  temperature 
rising,  and  your  limbs  auto- 
matically functioning  — 
toward  an  exit. 


x\® 


"Greasy."  -  -  "Oh,  but 
Sir — I  mean  to  say,  Sir!" 
Smiles  at  prof  entreatingly; 
chuckles  boisterously  at  the 
remarks  of  all  seniors;  shines 
his  shoes  before  every  form- 
ation. Efficiency — his  dis- 
guise for  chronic  greasiness. 
Criscoed  and  mazolad  to 
saturation! 


,    Room-mate .  —He  borrows 
my  soap,    my    tooth  paste, 

my  amount  available.  He  never  buys  anything.  He's 
the  outstanding  deficit  of  the  room.  Never  have  been 
able  to  learn  his  laundry  number — always  seems  the 
same  as  mine.  Smokes  a  pipe  that  sets  up  the  fumes 
of  an  incinerator.  Drags  women  that  look  like  Crea- 
tion's uncompleted  products.     I  throw  up  my  hands! 

Well,  he  isn't  so  bad;  he  means  well.     Yes,   he  does 
try  hard.    I  always  have    picked    friends    right. 
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'You  may  fire  when  you  are  ready,  Gridley!" 


McDonough  winding  the  Saratoga. 


APPLIED  NAVAL  STRATEGY 


■t,^ 


The  Nelson  Touch. 


(12:30  A.  M.)  "Damn  the 


full  speed  ahead!" 
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Rhino 


Rhino — not  all  of  us  have  ever  been  sat,  not  all  of  us  have  ever  been  unsat,  not  all'of  us  have 
even  been  in  love — but  everyone  of  us  from  the  five-striper  to  the  non-raty  plebe  has  been  Rhino! 
It's  the  state  of  feeling  prevailing  after  a  defeat  by  the  Army,  before,  during,  and  after  a  recitation 
in  Juice,  immediately  after  having  hit  the  pap,  and  when  She  writes,  "We've  always  been  such 
good  pals,  I  want  you  to  be  the  very  first  to  know  of  my  new  happiness — Richard  (fill  in  Percival, 
Algernon,  Reginald,  as  the  case  requires)  and  I  are  to  be  married  next  week,  won't  you  wish  me 
happiness?" 

The  Rhino  period  usually  extends  from  6:40  P.  M.  Sunday  until  noon  on  Saturday  of  each  week, 
varying  somewhat  with  the  mail,  lesson  sheet,  and  D.  O.  The  curve  of  Rhinoism  may  be  plotted 
with  days  as  abscissae  and  degrees  Rhino  as  ordinates,  the  formula  may  be  found  on  page  sixty- 
seven  of  the  "Engineers  Manual."  Rhinoism  fortunately  is  never  fatal,  for  there  are  lots  of  girls, 
slips  and  recitations,  and  if  one  is  bilged,  another  always  comes  along,  but — from  these  things,  oh, 
Lord  deliver  us! 


The  six-fifteen  bell. 

The  sad  awakening. 

The  cold  side  of  the  Hall. 

The  open  windows. 

The  porous  knit  blankets. 

The  sound  of  the  D.  O.  in  the 
corridor. 

The  sudden  hitting  of  the 
deck. 

The  absolute  zero  of  the  room. 

The  icicles  on  your  face  be- 
fore you  can  dry  it. 

The  premature  call  to  chow. 

The  hastily  completed  toilet. 

The  late  blast. 

1  he  Daily  Social  Register. 

The  inspection. 


The  omitted. 

(a)  Shirt. 

(b)  Collar. 

(c)  Cuffs. 

The  public  disrobing. 

The  prunes. 

The  eggs. 

The  bed-making. 

The  sweeping. 

The  mail  that  doesn't  come. 

The  ads  that  do. 

The  slum. 

The  beans. 

The  speed  cones. 

The  centipede  chicken. 

The  four  walls. 

The  nine-thirty  liberty. 


The  canceled  hop. 

The  prowling  D.  O. 

The  Departments. 

The  Bush. 

The  extra  duty  squad. 

The  swimming  test. 

The  Chapel. 

The  reg  shoes. 

The  grad.  debts. 

The  ' '  Pressure  from  Above." 

The  Doyles  Laws. 

The  U.S.N.A.  Regs,  1922. 

The  P.  A.  List. 

The  Aptitude  for  the  Service. 

The   Full   Dress  strait  jacket. 

The  cold  shower. 
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The  Psychology  of  a  Midshipman 


THE  RHINO  CURVE 


1.  Reveille,  another  week  begins. 

2.  Bilges  all  morning. 

3.  Chow. 

4.  No  mail. 

5.  Turns  in. 

6.  Letter  from  her. 

7.  Bum  dinner. 

8.  Orange    ice    for   dessert.     Answers 

letter. 

9.  Juice  lecture. 

10.  Liberty,  good  movies. 

11.  Realizes  Wednesday  is  over. 

12.  Ragged  sleeping  in. 

13.  Gets  by  big  in  Ordnance. 

14.  Finds  favorite  crab  alone. 

15.  No  letter.    Turns  in. 

16.  Pink  hash. 

17.  Another  week  shot. 


18.  Letter  saying  she  can  surely  come. 

19.  Nav.  P-work. 

20.  Word  passed  "No  Inspection." 

21.  Word    passed   "Belay   that,   stand 

by  for  inspection." 

22.  Goes  to  meet  her. 

23.  Not  on  car. 

24.  Finds  her  on  next  car. 

25.  Hop. 

26.  Hop  liberty.    No  other  occupants 

of  parlor. 

27.  Double  times  in,  3  minutes  late. 

28.  Sunday  paper. 

29.  Chapel. 

30.  Chow  with  her. 

31.  Parlor  again  available. 

32.  Sees  her  off  on  car. 

33.  Sunday  night,  and  sore  as  is  usual. 
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T)o  YOU  Do  Any  of  These  Embarrassing  Things? 


This  young  chap  has  reason  to  feel  abashed. 
He  has  just  come  to  formation  wearing  his  white 
hat  instead  of  the  conventional  cap  worn  by  his 
classmates.  The  Regulation  Book  would  have 
helped  him — and  may  yet! 


In  an  instant  it  was  done!  This  midshipman 
thoughtlessly  has  taken  ofF  his  full  dress  blouse 
and  exposed  a  torn  and  shredded  shirt.  He 
sees  his  mistake  now  but  it  is  too  late — the  fem- 
mes  are  blushing  and  giggling  at  him  in  a  con- 
fused manner  while  he  is  extremely  ill  at  ease. 
The  Regulation  Book  would  have  told  him  just 
what  to  wear.  To  "keep  your  shirt  on"  so  to 
speak. 


Gentlefolk  are  judged  by  their  methods  of 
yodeling  soup,  inhaling  spinach  and  surround- 
ing asparagus, — namely,  their  table  manners. 
This  young  chap  has  just  taken  a  large  handful 
of  "  Shivering  Liz"  and  is  in  the  act  of  eating  it 
— when — he  sees  too  late  that  all  the  plebes  are 
eating  it  with  their  knives.  What  a  pity  he 
didn't  consult  his  Regulation  Book!  It  tells 
what,  where,  when  and  how  to  eat  everything 
from  poi  to  jordber  med  flote. 


To  err  is  human — but  can  easily  be  avoided — 
if  you  understand  the  conventions  of  society. 
The  midshipman  at  the  left  altho  a  one  striper 
has  just  committed  a  social  blunder.  ,  He  has 
been  out  with  this  girl  and  has  just  found  out 
that  his  room-mate  is  dragging  her!  The  Regu- 
lation Book  would  have  told  him  he  should  have 
asked  her  who  was  dragging  her. 


See  the  look  of  humiliation  on  the  plebe's 
face  in  this  picture.  He  has  just  greeted  the 
Battalion  Officer  with  a  hearty  slap  on  the  back, 
and  a  cheery  "Hello,  Sir"!  This  while  sincere, 
is  decidedly  poor  form — we  might  even  go  so  far 
as  to  say  coarse.  What  a  pity  he  did  not  con- 
sult his  Regulation  Book  first — it  tells  all  this 
and    much    more—much! 

The  Regulation  Book  Sent  for  FREE  Examination 

If  you  do  not  already  own  the  famous  book  of  Etiquette, 
send  for  it  at  once  that  you  may  examine  it  at  our  ex- 
pense.    Don't  be  without  it    another  week.     It  solves  many 
right  thing  to  do,  say,  write  and  wear  on  all  occasions. 
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Alas,  this  is  the  moment  he  has  been  waiting 
for — he  had  hoped  to  impress  her  favorably! 
And  he  now  has  the  entire  dining  room  in  sus- 
penders, if  you  please.  And  her  folks  are  so 
wealthy,  too.  Oh,  that  he  might  have  seen  a 
copy  of  the  Regulation  Book  before  this  fateful 
hour. 

ittle  problems    that    may    be    puzzling  you,  tells  you  the 
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Regain  Your  Vigor  and  Vitality! 

Conquer  your  Weaknesses! 
'"Become  a  Bo  lies  Better  Boy!" 

Master  yourself,  shake  off  the  shackles 
of  slum  and  sorrows  of  speed-cones. 
Banish  the  troubles  that  have  made  your 
life  misery  for  four  years.  Show  that  you 
can  be  the  powerful  man  Creation  and 
Civilization  intended  you  to  be.  Accept 
my  hand  as  you  would  a  brother's  and  I 
will  show  you.  Nature's  Way  to  Health 
and  Happiness.  I  have  dedicated  my 
life  to  rescuing  ailing  humanity  from  the 
bog  of  Weakness  and  Lost  Power.  Thou- 
sands of  my  pupils  gladly  testify  to  my 
methods. 

My  Methods  are  Beyond  All  Others! 
Write  for  my  book  "Sweeter  and  Lighter" 
— it  will  tell  you  things  you  never  knew 
before.  Send  check  for  five  dollars.  I 
will  do  the  rest. 

H.  A.  Bolles,  A.  M.   M.,  and  P.  M. 

Physical  and  Health  Specialist 

Foundered  1919 


What  Did  He  Do  To  Win  Her? 

The  first  time  he  met  her,  to  everybody's 
surprise,  he  fascinated  her.  Soon  it  was  evi- 
dent that  she  was  his — this  happens  every  day! 
It  is  not  only  the  handsome  man  who  wins 
success,  it  is  the  man  who  knows  "The  Art  of 
Attracting  Women!"  Unless  you  know  the 
fundamental  principles  you  are  lost — it  is  a 
Psychology  as  old  as  human  nature!  There  is 
no  mystery — if  you  know  the  formula  success 
is  certain.  My  ten  volumes  will  make  it  clear 
to  you — my  personal  experiences  in  foreign 
countries,  how  to  speak  Norwegian,  Spanish 
and  Portuguese,  the  art  of  going  ashore,  the 
kind  of  man  a  woman  wants,  arousing  worship, 
adoration,  and  love,  how  to  reveal  your  real 
self!  i 

Money  back  if  not  satisfied — "Not  Luck  but 
Knowledge."  Write  me  at  Colon,  Halifax, 
San  Juan,  Honolulu,  Seattle,  or  Baltimore. 

J.  B.  Pearson,  Founder 

Pearson's  School  of  Applied  Knowledge 


TRY  OUR  FULL  DRESS! 

Have  you  ordered  your  lignum  vitae  kimona  ?  We  have  a  fresh  shipment 
of  these  body  Boncilla's.  Why  go  around  looking  human  and  comfortable 
when  for  so  little  you  may  feel  so  confined.     Special  rates  to  midshipmen. 


Wood  Works  Wonders! 

Your  friends  can  buy  anything  you  can  give  them  (probably  much 
more)  but  the  wealthiest  of  your  friends  can't  buy  the  kind  of  picture 
I  can  make  of  you.  Photographs  of  distinction  and  rare  charm. 
After  I  make  your  photograph  you  will  wonder  how  I  did  it.  For 
the  person  guessing  the  name  of  the  handsome  fellow  shown,  I  will 
make  one  dozen  photographs  absolutely  free.  This  is  a  sample  of 
what  I  can  do — it  speaks  for  itself.  Sittings  at  any  time  of  day  or 
night.     We  furnish  everything.     Write  now  for  engagement. 

McFarland  Walker  Wood 

Studios  all  over  the  World 

"We  have  it,  can  take  it,  or  you  get  the  dog." 
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Academic  Board — G.  C.  M.  convened  semi-annually  to 
try  those  with  nothing  above  the  ears  and  absolve  sun- 
dry profs  from  first  degree  murder  charges. 

Amount  Available — What  everybody  wants  but  has  not 
— the  negative  limit  of  coin  of  the  realm. 

Anchor  Man — The  outboard  link  of  the  five-fathom  shot; 
he  who  graduates  by  courtesy. 

Anchor  Watch — Formerly  a  member  of  the  fourth  class 
serving  outpost  duty  to  obtain  information  of  enemy 
movements  during  clutching  operations;  rear  guard  of 
an  inboard  tendency. 

Anns — The  last  river. 

Ballyhoo — Any  battle  wagon  retired  from  the  fleet  for 
use  on  a  practice  cruise. 

Bat — To  knock  out  a  home  run  against  any  of  the  depart- 
ments. 

Batt — Colloquial  for  battalion;  example  (horrible)  1st 
Batt. 

Battle  Wagon — Any  first  class  fighting  ship. 

B.  C. — Busted  candidate;  practically  the  poor  fish  who 
doesn't  know  when  he's  well  off. 

Bilge— To  be  victorious  in  the  battle  for  the  right  of  life, 
liberty  and  the  pursuit  of  happiness. 

Bilger — One  weighed  in  the  Academic  balance  and  found 
wanting. 

Binnacle  List — Political  refugees  granted  asylum  in 
sick  bay. 

Blind — One  eye  shut  and  the  other  off  duty  when  judging 
a  femme;   sight  unseen  (fortunately). 

Blood — A  relic  of  the  ancient  social  order,  hangover  from 
civilian  opulence. 

Bluff — To  get  away  with  murder  in  the  face  of  a  heavy 
academic  barrage. 

Boiler  Compound — Acid  applied  to  Mess  Hall  offerings, 
to  reduce  chances  of  scurvy. 

Bone — Process  required  to  obtain  even  a  meager  knowl- 
edge of  the  subject  from  a  text  book. 

Bone — Primary  requisite  in  the  national  indoor  sport. 
Bones — Naval  Hygiene;    treatise  on  the  evils  of  wine, 
women  and  song. 

Brick — Any  female  built  on  battle  cruiser  lines;  any 
member  of  the  fair  sex  making  false  representations; 
one  who  violates  man's  hereditary  right  to  be  ugly. 

B.  T.  U. — Present  in  all  matter  except  radiators. 

Bull — Food  for  conversation  at  meetings  of  the  radiator 
club;   an  English  prof's  customary  line. 

Bust — To  gum  the  deal;  to  make  a  snatch-block  of  your- 
self; to  make  a  faux  pas. 

Busted — Deprived  of  rank;  reduced  not  in  the  ordinary 
department  store  sense  of  the  word. 

Butt — The  last  thing  in  cigarettes.  A  fractional  part  of 
a  day.     The  receiving  end  of  a  target  range. 

Buzzard — Insignia  of  rank  of  midshipman  petty  officer; 
the  backbone  of  the  Regiment. 


Candidate — On  the  verge  of  insanity:  generally,  a  hot 
sketch  preparing  to  take  the  veil. 

Canned  Willie — Product  obtained  by  treating  meat 
condemned  during  the  Spanish-American  War  with 
Potassium  Cyanide,  Muriatic  Acid  and  TNT. 

Capsule  A — Standard  Navy  remedy  for  influenza,  measles, 
scurvy,  typhus,  leprosy,  flat  feet  and  housemaid's  knee. 

Caulk  Off — An  endeavor  to  pull  sat  in  sleep  during  study 
hours. 

Chow — Term  coming  from  Chinese  for  sustenance;  gene- 
rally applied  to  all  species  of  food,  edible  or  otherwise. 

Christmas  Leave — A  glorious  ten  days,  thanks  to  Lncle 
Henry. 

Christmas  Tree — Unsat  for  the  first  term;  gentle  hint 
to  begin  saving  coin  for  railroad  fare. 

ClT— The  non-ratiest  of  the  human  family;  anyone  not  in 
uniform. 

Cits — Mid-watch  scenery  for  use  on  Broadway. 

Class  "A" — A  serious  type  of  report  for  misconduct. 

Collision  Mats — Waffles  a  la  Bancroft  Hall,  one  will 
last  as  long  as  twenty  of  the  ordinary  variety. 

Com — The  Judge,  Jury,  Prosecuting  Attorney,  and  Coro- 
ner;  commandant  of  Midshipmen. 

Crab — Fair  denizen  of  Crabtown. 

Crabtown — Outskirts  of  the  Naval  Academy. 

Cough — Third  degree  of  the  medical  department. 

Dago — Archaic  for  the  department  of  Modern  Languages  . 

Day's  Work — Last  ditch  of  the  Nav  Department;  process 
of  conducting  a  ballyhoo  from  one  local  apparent  noon 
to  another. 

Demerits — Customary  sentence  of  the  executive  depart- 
ment. 

D.  0. — Duty  Officer,  now  called  Watch  Officer. 

Dope — Rumor  hath  it. 

Drag — To  escort  a  young  lady.  (2)  The  young  lady 
being  escorted. 

Duty — The  only  chance  to  spend  four  hours  in  peace; 
practice  marches  from  the  Batt  office  to  the  Main  office 
and  return;   your  turn  to  hit  the  pap. 

F  our  -0 — Often  heard  of  but  seldom  seen;  the  mark  you 
rate  for  thorough  preparation  of  lesson  assigned. 

Femme — Human  being  of  feminine  gender. 

Forty  Per  Cent — Those  who  can  pick  posies  off  the 
bulkhead  after  a  monthly  exam  in  steam. 

Foufou — The  nosesome  pestilence  of  the  Naval  Academy, 
most  frequently  employed  by  snakes  and  those  wishing 
to  do  honor  at  the  last  recitaion  in  English  or  Dago. 

French,  Awol — to  make  unauthorized  liberty. 

Fruit — Anything  easy  to  pluck. 

Fuss — The  diurnal  occupation  of  the  couch  cooties,  etc. 
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Fusser — One  who  fusses;  a  blood,  a  sosh,  a  parlor  snake, 
habitue  of  Porter  Row. 

Gish.  Joe — Analogous  to  John  Doe. 

Goat — An  animal  usually  in  evidence  at  Army-Navy 
games  but  not  elsewhere,  the  royal  Navy  mascot. 

Gonk — Watertight  structure  supposed  to  contain  grey 
matter;   bridge  deck  of  a  midshipman. 

Googoo — A  Filipino  mess  boy. 

Gouge — The  one  thing  that  enables  a  prof  to  put  it  all 
over  a  section  in  an  Ordnance  P-work. 

Grad  Terms — Bonanza  for  dealers  in  midshipmen's  wear- 
ing apparel,  miniatures,  etc. 

Grease — The  difference  between  a  2.5  and  a  3.4 

Greaser — The  boy  who  brings  the  teacher  an  apple  every 
morning. 

Grey  Leg — Brothers  in  service  at  the  Point. 

Gyrene — American  translation  from  the  German  "Teufel- 
hund".     Member  of  U.  S.  Marine  Corps. 

Hazing — What  everybody  always  got  when  they  were 
Plebes.     Obsolete. 

Holy  Joe — Head  keeper  of  the  moral  and  spiritual  welfare 
of  the  Regiment,  Naval  Academy  Chaplain. 

Hop — The  fusser's  heaven;  the  Red  Mike's — ,  excuse  me, 
but  isn't  it  terrible  the  way  that  man  dances?  Weekly 
performance  on  the  ball  room  floor. 

Hundredth  Night — Hundred  nights  until  graduation. 

Hustlers — The  men  that  make  the  team  that  beats  the 
Army. 

Jimmy  Legs — Masters-at-Arms  on  duty  in  the  Yard  or 
Bancroft  Hall. 

Johnny  Gow — Wherein  you  endeavor  to  learn  what  makes 
the  wheels  go  round. 

Juice — The  Academic  Department's  best  bet,  "shocking 
revelations  of  a  naval  electrician". 

June  Week — The  shouting  when  it's  all  over;  last  week 
within  the  prison  walls. 

Late  Blast — What  sounds  the  finish  of  a  losing  race. 

Liberty — Loosing  the  animals.  Daily,  tri-weekly,  or 
weekly  opportunity  to  visit  Al,  Jimmy,  or  George. 
Synonymous  with  grad  debts. 

Log — The  weekly  chip  of  wooden  sayings  attributed  to 
midshipmen,  "The  Naval  Academy  Weekly  Scandal." 

Lovers  Lane — An  open  gravel  path  devoid  of  shelter, 
the  whole  of  which  is  visible  from  any  window  in  Ban- 
croft Hall. 

Man  Overboard — Spoon  left  in  cup — the  signal  for  the 
wrongdoer  to  eat  under  the  table. 

Masqueraders — The  local  Thespians;  home  talent  be- 
hind the  footlights. 

Math — Advance  guard  in  the  battle  of  the  semi-anns. 


May  Pole — List  of  those  unsat  for  the  second  term,  first 
papers  for  naturalization  to  the  genus  cit. 

Mess  Gear — One  knife,  one  fork,  one  spoon. 

Mess  Hall — The  scene  of  coaling  operations  thrice  daily. 

Middie — Newspaper  slang  for  an  inmate;  article  of  femi- 
nine wearing  apparel. 

M.   C. — Officer  of  the  deck  of  a  floor  in  Bancroft  Hall. 
Moke — Anyone  of  the  body  servants  of  the  pampered 
pets. 

Nav — The  science  of  conducting  a  ship  from  one  place  to 
another  on  the  earth's  surface,  or  elsewhere.  What 
constitutes  a  day's  work  in  two  hours. 

Non  Reg — Outward  evidence  of  Bolshevism. 

0.  A.  O. — The  One-and  Only  girl  in  the  world. 

O.  O.  W. — Custodian  of  the  battalion  office. 

Oil — Chewing  tobacco;  liquid  fuel  which  may  be  con- 
sumed without  generation  of  smoke. 

Oil  Burner — One  who  indulges  in  the  lady-like  habit  of 
chewing  tobacco. 

Ordnance — The  science  invented  by  Prof.  Alger;  en- 
nables  one  to  find  omeggar  sub-alpher,  knowing  f. 

P.  A.  List — "Those  denied  special  privileges  until  by 
positive  action  on  their  part — "  (The  backbone  of  the 
Supe's  receptions). 

Pap — The  daily  publication  of  the  Discipline  Department; 
list  of  the  previous  day's  casualties;  to  frap  the  pap: 
to  have  one's  name  inscribed  thereon. 

Pink  Hash — Savory  product  of  the  Naval  Cuisine,  con- 
fined chiefly  to  midshipmen's  cruises;  exhumed  horse 
meat,  chopped  up  fine  to  prevent  its  walking  off. 

Plebe — Obslete,  now  Freshman.  A  member  of  the  new 
fourth  class;    a  Midshipman-in-waiting. 

P-Rade — Nine  hours  in  ranks,  or  giving  the  visitors  a 
treat. 

P-Work — Practical  work;  last  resort  of  a  hard-up  depart- 
ment. 

Queen — A  femme  who  is  all  there,  figuratively  speaking; 
a  holder  of  a  beauty  prize;  usually  descriptive  of  the 
girl  back  home. 

Radiator  Club — Naval  Academy  Chapter  of  the  I.  W. 
W.  (meaning,  I  won't  work).  Society  for  the  Preven- 
tion of  Over-Activity  at  the  Academy,  deriving  its  name 
from  the  usual  trysting  place  of  its  members. 

Rag — To  clutch  in  the  act.  To  rag  the  marks:  to  make  an 
observation  of  the  day's  score  while  the  prof  is  busy 
with  a  victim. 

Rates — That  which  makes  the  difference  between  a  Plebe 
and  a  Freshman,  and  hence  obsolete. 

Ratey — Applied  to  one  who  assumes  the  rates  of  his 
superiors.  He  who  thinks  he  is  the  only  spud  in  the 
slum. 


Red  Eye — Disinfectant  for  mess  hall  chow. 
red-eye:    kindly  pass  the  ketchup. 


Set  sail  the 
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Red-Mike — A  midshipman  unencumbered  with  femmes, 
a  professed  bachelor. 

Reg — According  to  Hoyle;  in  league  with  the  powers 
that  be. 

Reina — Floating  palace  made  in  Spain  under  direction  of 
the  Spanish  Inquisition  and  designed  for  use  as  a  cold 
storage  for  the  insurgents. 

Req — A  written  request  for  anything  which  a  midshipman 
fancies  he  can  use. 

Rhino — SOL,  the  plaint  of  the  under  dog. 

R.  H.  I.  P. — "Rank  has  its  Privilege";  unwritten  pre- 
amble for  the  Articles  for  the  Governmento  of  the  Navy. 

Run — To  seek  to  lead  out  another's  goat;  mild  form  of 
hazing.  , 

Salt  Horse — Carne  de  caballo  subjected  to  electroplating 
process  to  prevent  oxidation;  horse  flesh  carefully  em- 
balmed and  "good  till  used". 

Sat — Having  the  All-Academics  on  your  hip;  beyond  the 
danger  space. 

Savoir — Any  one  who  can  snow  under  the  profs  and  es- 
cape the  blizzard.     The  holder  of  a  3.0  average  or  above. 

Savvy — Descriptive  of  savoir. 

Scuttle  Butt — Mechanical  device  for  diluting  and  heat- 
ing sea  water  for  drinkng  purposes. 

Sea  Gull — Poultry  which  has  served  over  twelve  years 
with  the  colors;   chicken  do.vn  to  fighting  weight. 

Sec  Nav — The  Secretary  of  the  Navy. 

Semi-Anns — The  half-way  mark,  mid  year  rivers. 

Sep  Leave — The  occasion  of  the  return  of  the  prodigal; 
Thirty  days  without  reveille  and  the  unquenchable 
thirst. 

Shivering  Liz — That  which  makes  for  running  engage- 
ments. 

Showers — The  constant  of  Doyles  Laws. 

Sick  Bay — Place  of  internment  before  an  exam. 

Skinny — Physics  and  Chemistry  in  concentrated  doses, 
treatment  extending  over  one  year. 

Sleep — The  part  of  the  day  spent  in  darkness,  a  unit  of 
time  used  in  computing  interval  to  graduation,  etc. 

Slum — A  mystery  as  to  its  origin,  but  a  cold  reality  as  to 
its  use. 

Smoke  Hall — First  Class  Club. 

Snake — See  fusser. 

Sob  Sunday — Last  Sunday  before  the  boys  leave  home; 
Baccalaureate  Sunday. 

Soup  Strainer — Blou  used  for  inside  formation  on  dark 
days. 

Speed  Cones — Hard-boiled  slum. 

Spoon  on — To  knock  off  rates  with  a  Plebe,  evidenced  by 
shaking  hands  with  it. 


Spuds — Chief  article  of  naval  Diet,  potatoes  serving  sec- 
ond enlistment 

Stag — One  who  attends  a  hop  without  dragging;  he  who 
seeks  terpischorean  pleasure  without  footing  the  bill 
at  Carvel  Hall. 

Star — To  accumulate  more  than  85  per  cent  of  the  possible 
multiple. 

Statement — Usually  the  sequel  to  a  pap,  explanatory 
but  not  satisfactory. 

Steam — Department  of  Marine  Engineering  and  Naval 
Construction. 

St.  Johnny — Inmate  of  St.  John's  seminary  for  boys, 
Annapolis,  Maryland. 

Striper — A  commissioned   midshipman   officer. 

Swedish — Scientific  hazing  invented  by  gym  profs. 

Swabo — Absolute  zero,  zip,  mark  assigned  to  one  present 
but  not  voting. 

Supe — Ruler  of  Destinies,  commander-in-chief  of  Naval 
Academy  and  all  the  contents  thereof. 

Tea-Fight — The  battle  of  Trafalgar  brought  up  to  date. 

Tea  Hound — One  habitually  present  at  tea-fights;  De- 
comes  expert  when  he  can  handle  a  teacup,  three  slices 
of  cake,  and  a  heavy  line  without  disaster. 

Tecumseh — The  Wooden  Indian,  God  of  the  2.5,  guardian 
angel  of  those  about  to  leave  us. 

Tendency — A  draft  of  air  outboard,  produced  by  a  system- 
atic arrangement  of  doors,  windows,  transoms,  etc.; 
a  necessary  condition  for  catching  a  smoke  without 
straining  diplomatic  relations. 

Tree — Weekly  publication  issued  by  a  department,  con- 
taining a  list  of  those  academically  absent  during  the 
past  week;  the  writing  on  the  wall. 

Trou — The  most  important  half  of  a  suit  of  blues;  gene- 
rally speaking,  pants. 

Two-Five — Lowest  safe  value  for  the  power  factor  in 
capacity  circuits. 

Unsat — No  bottom  at  fifty;   under  ban  of  Tecumseh. 

Valentine — Official  notification  that  you  are  persona  non 
grata;    usually  to  be  expected  about  February  14. 

W.  B.  &  A. — Washington,  Baltimore  and  Annapolis  Line. 
A  little  tragedy  entitled  "What  Time  does  the  Five 
O'clock  Train  Get  In." 

Wife — Roommate.  One  possessed  of  a  hardened  dis- 
regard for  your  idiosyncrasies. 

Wooden — Non-savoir;  more  broadly — any  one  who  finds 
it  necessary  to  bone  to  stay  sat. 

Yard  Engine — A  femme  who  lives  in  the  Yard.  A  female 
dreadnaught. 

Youngster — Member  of  the  third  class,  past  Plebe;  usu- 
ally laboring  under  the  impression  he  is  monarch  of  all 
he  surveys. 

Zip — See  swabo. 
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The  First  Class  after  being  swept  by  a  hazing  investigation  and  the  semi-anns. 


GLIMPSES  OF  THE  OLD 
NAVAL  ACADEMY 

"Oh,  the  Navy  was  the  Navy  when 
the  Army  was  a  pup." 

.  A  group  of  the  captains  of  the 
various  sports  in  the  days  before 
our  young  men  had  taken  to  the 
evils  of  Stacombe  and  the  dissipa- 
tions of  egg  malted  milks.     Amen ! 


The  hop  committee  gath- 
ered "in  an  effort  to  stamp 
out  this  new  evil — the 
moral-destroying  polka. 
The  latest  devil-devised- 
dance  step  that  is  catapult- 
ing the  younger  generation 
to  hell.  And,  if  you  please, 
any  vulgaryoung  lady  guilty 
of  using  powder  will  be 
requested  to  leave  the  floor !'? 
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The  Flapper  of  Farragufs  day.     Whether  she  rolls  her  own  or  not  is  hard  to  say — ask  grandad,  he  knows. 
Note  the  collegiate  haircut  on  the  lad  Jo  the  right. 


The  First  Class  getting  intimate  with  Venus  and  her  heavenly  bodies.      Some  sons  that  ought  to  have  been  shot 
and  weren't.     Sextanting  thru  the  Centuries. 
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foreword 


\jj   HE  firms  that  are  listed   in    the 

1  following  pages  are,  one  and  all, 
Navy  firms.  They  are  interested  in  the 
Navy  as  a  whole  as  well  as  in  its  patron- 
age, and  show  by  the  means  of  their 
support  of  this  publication  that  they  are 
not  only  for  the  Navy  but  of  the  Navy. 
Although  their  representatives  do  not 
wear  the  blue  uniform,  the  firms  themselves 
are  daily  proving  that  they  are  one  with 
us  in  the  desire  to  see  the  United  States 
Navy  all  that  the  sea  forces  of  our  nation 
should  be. 

Consequently,  when  you  consider  them, 

remember  that  they  are  brothers  of  the 

Service,  and  you  will  find  that  they  will 

welcome  you  as  such,  just  as  they 

have  welcomed  and  aided  us 

in  the  production  of  this, 

the  Annual  of 

the  Navy. 
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for  the  NAVY 

UNIFORMS  and 
EQUIPMENT 

OF    THE    HIGHEST    STANDARD 


Everything  Regulation  and  Up-to-Date 
in  cut,  style  and  finish 


JACOB   REED'S   SONS 

1424-1426  CHESTNUT  STREET 
PHILADELPHIA 


No.  48  Maryland  Ave. 
Annapolis,  Md. 


— Branches — 

Brownley  Bldg. 

No.  1304  "F"  St.,  N.  W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


Garden  Pier 

Atlantic  City,  N.  J. 


CIVILIAN 

CLOTHING 

HABERDASHERY 

SPORT  CLOTHES 


Our  Assortments  of  Men's  Apparel 
are  selected  from  the  markets  of  the 
world,  and  represent  the  cream  of 
the  productions  of  tested  and  proven 
manufacturers. 

There  is  a  decided  advantage  for  consumers  in  dealing  with  a  house  of  estab- 
lished reputation  and  wide  experience,  and  we  confidently  invite  your  patronage, 
being  assured  that  business  dealings  with  us  will  work  to  our  mutual  benefit. 


JACOB   REED'S   SONS 

1424-1426  CHESTNUT  STREET 
PHILADELPHIA 


No.  48  Maryland  Ave. 

Annapolis,  Md. 


— Branches — 

Brownley  Bldg. 

No.  1304  "F"  St.,  N.  W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


Garden  Pier 

Atlantic  City,  N.  J. 


Ill 


FRIENDLY 


CIRCLES 


IV 


Wm.  H.  Horstmann 
Company 

PHILADELPHIA      NEW  YORK  —  ANNAPOLIS 


NAVY  OFFICERS 

UNIFORMS 

AND 

EQUIPMENTS 


The  ANNAPOLIS  BANK 

Corner  Main  St 

Capital  and 
Resourc 


COURTESY 

Since  its  Foundation  this  Bank  has  handled  the 
moneys  of  the  Midshipmen  and  Officers  of  the  United 
States  Navy.  We  invite  you  to  make  this  Bank  your 
Business  Home  throughout  your   Naval  Career. 

To  Officers  on  sea  duty  we  suggest  the  conven- 
ience ot  making  us  a  monthly  allotment,  which  is 
placed  to  their  credit  on  the  first  of  each  month,  and 
is  at  once  subject  to  check. 

If  you  have  surplus  funds,  they  will  draw  4  per 
cent  interest  if  placed  on  a  savings  account. 

WE   ARE    PREPARED    TO    SERVE   YOU    IN    EVERY   WAY 
YOUR  ACCOUNT  SOLICITED,  PROTECTED 
AND  APPRECIATED 


S. 


James  A.  Walton 

President 


F.  Howard  Thompson,  Jr. 

Treasurer 


RlDGELY  P.   MELVIN 
Attorney 

Capital — Surplus— U* 
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G  &  TRUST  COMPANY 

fnd  Church  Circle 

3lus  $178,000 
12,000,000 


ICE 


STRENGTH 


CONDENSED  STATEMENT  OF  CONDITION 

FURNISHED  TO  THE   BANK  COMMISSIONER   OF 

MARYLAND   AT  THE   CLOSE   OF   BUSINESS 

DECEMBER,  31,    1922 


RES  O URCE S 
Loans  and  Discounts         - 
Stocks,  Bonds,  Securities  - 

Banking  Houses  &  Real  Estate 
Fixtures  &  Furniture         - 
Cash  and  Due  from  Banks        - 

LIABILITIES 
Capital  Stock  paid  in 
Surplus  ______ 

Undivided  Profits      ----- 

Deposits  ______ 

Rediscounts  secured  by  Bonds 


31,615,431.68 

72,045.69 

80,203.47 

12,668.13 

242,842.77 

32,023,191.74 

3100,000.00 

40,000.00 

38,409.85 

1,804,781.89 

40,000.00 

32,023,191.74 


A  DEPOSITORY  OF  MONEYS  OF  THE  STATE  OF  MARYLAND 
A  DEPOSITORY  OF  MONEYS  OF  THE  COUNTY  OF  ANNE  ARUNDEL 
A    DEPOSITORY   OF   THE   MONEYS   OF   THE    CITY   OF  ANNAPOLIS 


led  Profits,  $178,000.00 
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To  ''Twenty  Three" 
On  Land  Or  Sea 


HERE'S  hoping  for  the  pleasure 
To  serve  you  in  full  measure 
"From  Crabtown  to  ships  at  Timbuctoo" 
And  an  everlasting  toast 
To  the  time  our  "Service  Boast" 
Was  "Twenty  Three"  in  good  old  Navy  Blue 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 

Jewelry  Silver  Watches  Stationery 

PHILADELPHIA— ANNAPOLIS 
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1865 


1923 


UNIFORM    CLOTHS 


Finest  Quality  Only 

Dress  Cloths, 
Overcoatings, 
Elastique,  etc. 


Navy  Blue, 
Trimming  Colors, 
Sky  Blue,  etc. 


These  fabrics  may  be  obtained  at  your  Post  Exchange 
Also  High  Grade  Civilian  Overcoatings 

WORUMBO  COMPANY 

334  FOURTH  AVENUE,  NEW  YORK,  N.  Y. 
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Sixty-one  Years  In  Business.    Largest  Fiduciary  Institution  In  New  England 


Life  Insurance  Company 

of  Boston.  Massachusetts 

Issues  insurance  on  Officers  and  Midshipmen 
of  the  U.  S.  Navy  at  standard  rates. 

Sound,  conservative,  clear  contracts,  with 
Service  which  lasts  a  Lifetime  and  fills  the  Naval 
Officer's  requirements. 

See  our  Long  Term  Endowment  contract — - 
The  Ideal  Method  of  Saving,  including  Life  Insur- 
ance protection. 


For  further  information  write  to  or  consult  with 


E.  J.  CLARK,  State  Agent 
Calvert  Building,  Baltimore 


JOHN  JAY  ORR,  Navy  Representative 

(Class  of  1919,  U.  S.  N.  A.) 
48  Maryland  Ave.,  Annapolis,  Md. 
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ENGINEERING  CO-OPERATION 


Space  will  not  permit  giving  full  details  of  how  closely  the  Navy  and  Sturtevant 
engineers  cooperate  in  the  design  and  apparatus  for  ships. 

The  following  is  simply  an  indication,  from  which  may  be  judged,fthe  extent  of 
this  cooperative  service. 

SCOUT  CRUISERS 

Omaha,  Milwaukee,  Cincinnati,  Raleigh,  Detroit, 
Richmond,  Concord,  Trenton, Marblehead,  Memphis. 

Main  Circulating  Pumps  There  are  4  of 
these  pumps  each  driven  by  a  Sturtevant  VD  6 
Turbine  on  both  the  Raleigh  and  Detroit.  Also  4 
Sturtevant  D12  Turbines  in  each  of  the  other  Scout 
Cruisers. 

Boiler  Feed  Pumps  Four  of  these  pumps  are 
on  each  of  the  above  10  ships.  Each  pump  is 
individually  driven  by  a  Sturtevant  C12  Turbine. 

Auxiliary  Pumps  Fourteen  Sturtevant  A12  Tur- 
bines are  on  each  of  the  two  ships — The  Raleigh 
and  Detroit.  Six  other  Sturtevant  A12  Turbines  are 
on  the  other  Scout  Cruisers. 

Forced  Draft  There  are  12  of  these  Sturtevant 
VD  7  Turbo-blowers  for  each  of  these  10  ships — 
120  in  all,  for  furnishing  forced  draft  to  the  boiler 
fires.  Capacity  of  each  unit  50,000  c.  f.  m.  8"  Static 
Pressure  1350  R.  P.  M. 

AIRPLANE  CARRIERS 

Forced  Draft  32  of  these  units  are 
to  be  installed  in  each  of  the  two 
ships,  the  Lexington  and  Saratoga  to  be 
converted  into  Airplane  Carriers.  Ca- 
pacity 35,000  c.  f.  m.  8"  static  pressure 
for  each  of  the  battle  cruisers  Constella- 
tion and  Ranger;  also  for  the  battle- 
ships South  Dakota,  Indiana,  Montana, 
N.  Carolina,  Iowa  and  Massachusetts,  , 
The  last  eight  ships  mentioned,  how-  1 
ever,  have  been  cancelled  under  the  J 
terms  of  the  Disarmament  Conference. 
Fans,  for  Heating  and  Ventilating 
most  of  the  above  listed  ships  were 
designed  and  built  by  Sturtevant. 
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Hyde  Park 
Boston,  Mass. 


s7    The  Treaty  with  Tripoli 


THE  insolent  power  of  Mohammedan  Pirates, 
terrorizing  merchant  ships  along  the  north- 
ern coast  of  Africa,  was  ended  by  the  small 
fleet  of  Decatur,  Bainbridge,  Preble  and  Trux- 
tun,  when  they  forced  the  Governor  of  Tripoli 
to  guarantee  protection. 

In  this,  as  in  every  military  and  naval  engage- 
ment  since  the  Revolution,  the  story  of  du  Pont 
powder  has  threaded  its  way  through  history. 

E.I.DU  PONT  DE  NEMOURS  &  CO.,  Inc. 

Military  Sales  Division 
WILMINGTON,  DELAWARE 
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ESTABLISHED   1818 


flemenS  SWuislfing  fbois, 


MADISON  AVENUE  COR.  FORTY-FOURTH  STREET 
NEW  YORK 

Telephone  Murray  Hill  8800 

The  Making  to  Measure  of  Uniforms  for  Officers 
of  the  United  States  Navy 

has  been  an  important  feature  of  our  business 

since  its  foundation 

more  than  one  hundred  years  ago 

We  have  always  taken  pains  t'o  keep  abreast 

of  new  requirements  and  conditions 

Our  materials  are  of  the  best  grade  and 

our  prices  are  moderate 

Civilian  Clothing  Ready  made  or  to  Measure 

for  Dress  or  Sporting  Wear 

Furnishings,  Hats,  Shoes,  Leather  Goods 

and  Liveries 

Send  for  "The  Replenishment  of  the  Wardrobe'' 


BOSTON 

Tremontcor.  BOYLSTON 


NEWPORT 

220  Bellevue  Avenue 


BROOKS  BROTHERS' 

Building,  convenient 

to  Grand  Central,  Subway, 

and  to  many  of  the  leading 

Hotels  and  Clubs 


Play 


is  no  longer  associated  solely  with 
childhood  pastimes.  It  is  recog- 
nized as  being  just  as  necessary 
for  the  boy  of  sixty  as  for  his 
grandchild  —  and  Spalding's  can 
equip    them    both    equally     well. 

The  Spalding  trade  mark  on  an  athletic 
implement  insures  satisfaction  and  service. 

126  Nassau  Street— NEW  YORK— 523  Fifth  Avenue 
And  all  large  cities 
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After  Fifty-Five  Years 

From  1868  to  1923,  or  from  horse-drawn  to  electrically 
propelled  cars,  the  Brill  business  has  been  developed  to  one 
of  international  importance. 

Passing  through  the  various  changes  in  motive  power 
for  street  railway  equipment,  horses,  cable  and  electric 
motor,  many  important  inventions,  including  the  first 
system  of  electric  car  trucks  in  1886,  have  been  con- 
tributed by  Brill  engineers. 

The  Philadelphia  Plant  covers  30  acres  of  ground  at 
the  intersection  of  the  P.  B.  &  W.  Branch  of  the  Pennsyl- 
vania and  the  B.  &  O.  Railroads,  an  ideal  location  for 
shipment  of  cars  and  trucks  to  the  ports  of  Philadelphia 
and  New  York  for  export  all  over  the  world. 

Other  plants  owned  and  operated  by  this  company  are 
the  American  Car  Company,  St.  Louis,  The  G.  C.  Kuhl- 
man  Car  Company,  Cleveland,  and  the  Wason  Manufac- 
turing Company,  Springfield,  Mass. 

THE  J.  G.  BRILL  COMPANY 

PHILADELPHIA 

Builders  of  Electric  Railway  Cars  and  Trucks 
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Hriotel  Commodore 

New  yorb 

One  of  the  Famous  Bowman  Hotels 


In  its  magnitude,  its  architectural 
beauty,  and  in  its  amazing  capacity 
for  the  sumptuous  entertainment  of 
many  guests,  The  Commodore  is  one 
of  the  great  hotels  of  the  world.  But 
this  supreme  physical  greatness  is 
only  a  background  for  sincere  hospi- 
tality and  unusual  personal  service 
to  the  individual  guest. 


Just  a  step  from  the  smart  shops  of 
Fifth  Avenue.  Convenient  to  Rail- 
road Terminals.  Close  to  theatres, 
clubs,  libraries,  music  and  art  exhi- 
bitions. Surface  cars,  elevated  and 
subways  at  hand  bring  every  part  of 
the  city  within  easy  touch.  Direct 
indoor  connection  with  Grand 
Central  Terminal. 


A  special  discount  of  25%  on  room  rates  to  Naval  Officers  and  Midshipmen. 


JOHN  Mc  E.  BOWMAN 
President 


GEO.  W.  SWEENEY 
Vice-Pres.  &.  Managing  Dir. 
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Our  First  Line  of  Defense 

Every  patriotic  American  is  proud  of  our  Navy  and  does  not  want  it  crippled  in 
efficiency  or  lowered  in  morale.  We  stand  for  a  great  Navy,  strong,  efficient, 
modern,  up-to-date. 

The  "first  line  of  defense"  for  midshipmen  who  are  building  strong,  sturdy  bodies 
for  the  work  of  the  Navy  is 

Shredded  Wheat 

a  nourishing,  wholesome,  easily  digested  whole  wheat  food— a  builder  of  brain  and 
brawn — a  sure  defense  against  the  ailments  that  come  from  malnutrition.  It  is 
ready-to-eat. 


Made  only  by 
The  Shredded  Wheat  Company 

Niagara  Falls,  N.  Y. 


Coming  Aboard,  Sir? 


Back  of  the  Tool  itself 


Back  of  every  Starrett  Tool  is  the  rep- 
utation of  The  L.  S.  Starrett  Co.,  the 
largest  makers  of  precision  tools  ?nd 
fine  hacksaws  in  the  world. 
Send  for  Catalog  No.  22  and  the  Sup- 
plement describing  the  new  Starrett 
Tools. 


THE  L.  S.  STARRETT  CO. 
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"Cory  Building" 

183-7  Varick  St. 

New  York,  N.  Y.,  U.  S.  A. 

Main  Office  and  Factory 
of 

Chas.  Cory  £ff  Son,  Inc. 


An  Institution  devoted 

to  the  manufacture 

of  Signaling, 

Communicating 

and  Lighting 

Equipment 


SIGNALING  EQUIPMENT 

United  States  Navy  Standard 

FIRE  CONTROL  SYSTEMS 

Range  and  Deflection  Danger  Zone  Signal 

Battle  Order  Torpedo  Firing 

Gyro  Angle  Salvo  Firing 

Concentration  Dial  Ready  Light  Indicator 

Turret  Position  Battle  Order  Telephone 

Cease  Firing 

TELEGRAPH  SYSTEMS 

Anchor  Docking  Fire  Room 

Steering  Flag  Speed  Engine  Order 

Oil  Burner  Powder  Passing  Ash  Hoist 

Ammunition  Hoist 

INDICATOR  SYSTEMS 

Fuel  Oil  Level 


Bow  and  Stern  Diving  Rudder 
Rudder  Angle 

Shaft  Revolution,   Direction 
and  Counter 

COMMUNICATION 
Watertight  Telephone 
Non-Watertight  Telephone 


Annunciators 


Boiler  Fire  Timing  Device 
Instantaneous  Reading  Shaft 

Indicating 
SYSTEMS 

Bells,  Buzzers  &  Push  Buttons 

Voice  Tube  Fittings 


Fire  Alarm 
Annunciator 


General  Inter-Communicating 
Equipment 
SIGNALING  APPARATUS 

Truck  and  Screened  Speed  Light  Air  Lock  Indicators 

General  Alarm  Electrical  Whistle  Control 

Boat  Hour  Gong  Gas  Alarm  Whistle 

Portable  Blinker  Refrigerator  Indicator 

Fire  Alarms,  Mercurial  and  Watertight  Door  Indicator 

Thermostatic 

Electrical  and  Mechanical  Equipment  built  to   Navy  Specifications. 
Cory-Foamite  Fire    Extinguishing  Systems  designed  and  installed. 


Electrical 

Transmitter 

Indicator 


CHAS.  CORY©  SON  Inc. 


Main  Office  and 

Factory 

New  York 

183-7  Varick  St. 


Branch  Office 

Boston 
112  State  St. 


Branch  Office 
Philadelphia 
The  Bourse 


Branch  Office 
San  Francisco 
11  Mission  St. 
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This  trade  mark  represents  the  best 
in  paper  making. 

Dill  &  Collins  Co.'s  papers  are  un- 
questionably superior.  They  are  made 
to  meet  the  most  exacting  require- 
ments of  both  printer  and  ultimate  user. 

This  is  the  reason  why  the  great 
majority  of  College  Annuals  are  printed 
on  paper  of  our  manufacture. 

DILL  &  COLLINS  CO. 

Paper  Makers 
PHILADELPHIA 

New  York  Chicago  Baltimore 

Boston  Rochester 

N.  B.     This  Annual  is  printed  on  our  paper. 
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You  Will  Find  Members 
the  World  Over 


Extra  High  Grade 
Smoking  Tobacco 


A  Size  For  Every  Smoker 
Write  For  Free  Sample 


LARUS  &  BRO.  CO. 

RICHMOND,  VA.,  U.  S.  A. 


DREKA 

Fine  Stationers 

1121  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


The  Dreka  Company  has  had  the 
honor  of  designing  Class  Crests 
and  furnishing  Fine  Stationery  to 
the  U.  S.  N.  A.  since  1870.      ::     :: 


Visiting  Cards  of  Distinction 


Original  Dance  Favors 


Beautiful  Christmas  Cards 


The 
Army  and  Navy  Journal 

Established  1863 

354  Fourth  Ave.,  New  York 


''''The  Newspaper  of  the  Services" 


The  Army  and  Navy  Journal,  now 
in  its  60th  successful  year,  fights  for 
every  cause  serving  to  promote  the 
welfare  and  improvement  of  the  Reg- 
ular Army,  Navy  and  Marine  Corps, 
the  National  Guard  and  Reserve  Forces 
on  land  and  sea.  It  is  universally 
acknowledged  by  military  and  naval 
authorities,  the  general  public  and  the 
press,  to  be  the  leading  publication  of 
its  kind  in  the  United  States. 


Special  Rate  Subscription  Price  to  Midshipmen 
U.  S.  N.  A.  and  their  Relatives 


34.00  Per  Year         Published  Weekly 
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S&K 

OIL 
COOLERS 

For  Cooling 

Marine  Turbine 
Lubricants 

We  also  manufacture: 
Evaporators,  Distillers,  Feed 
Water  Heaters,  Oil  Burning 
Apparatus,  Oil  Heaters  and 
Strainers,  Thermofans  for 
Heating  and  Ventilating. 

Our  new  Heat  Transfer  and  Oil 
Firing  Catalogs  will  be  sent  on 
request.  Please  ad[dress  our 
Marine  Department. 

SCHUTTE  &  KOERTING  CO. 

1116  Thompson  Street  Philadelphia,  Pa. 


7/  Keeps  You  Fit 

There  may  be  short  roads  to  naval 
success  but  few  Admirals  have  discovered 
them. 

Keeping  fit  makes  the  high  road  to 
promotion  much  easier  to  travel. 

FLEISCHMANN'S  YEAST 

is  the  corrective  food    that   makes    you 
fit  and  keeps  you  fit. 

In  two  ways — it  rids  the  system  of 
poisonous  waste  and  builds  up  body  tis- 
sues which  are  constantly  being  worn  out. 

Start  today — eat  two  or  three  cakes 
daily  and  know  the  health  that  leads  to 
success. 

THE 
FLEISCHMANN    COMPANY 
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cAmenca's  foremost  fine  candy 


HOTtL  ASTOR.SSSS  NEW  YORK 
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ARMY  AND  NAVY  HEADQUARTERS 


^A^HERE  you  are  in  the 
very  center  of  the  City's 
brilliant  pulsating  life 
and  breathe  its  sparkling 
atmosphere. 

Whether  you  want  a 
single  room  or  an  elabor' 
ate  suite  you  will  find  at 
this  modern  hostelry 
the  utmost  in  comfort. 

Numerous  and  distinc 
tive  restaurants,  lounges, 
promenades  and  writing 
rooms  to  gratify  your 
every  mood. 

DINNER  DANCES 
SUPPER      DANCES 


To  have  stayed  at  the 
AST  OR  is  to  have 
lived  in  New  York 


FRED  K    A.    MUSCHENHEIM 


The  Babcock  &  Wilcox  Co. 

Manufacturers  of 

WATER  TUBE  MARINE  BOILERS  AND  SUPERHEATERS 

FOR  NAVAL  AND  MERCHANT  VESSELS  OF  ALL  CLASSES 
Installations  total  over  Six  Million  Horsepower 

MECHANICAL    ATOMIZING    OIL    BURNERS 

FLEXIBLE  RELIABLE  EFFICIENT 

Over  Five  Thousand  Installed  in  Naval  and  Merchant  Vessels 

CONCENTRATION   APPARATUS 

FOR  MEASURING  SURFACE  CONDENSER   LEAKAGE,  BOILER 
WATER  SALINITY  AND  OTHER  USES 

OIL  SEPARATORS 

FOR  AUTOMATICALLY  REMOVING 
OIL  FROM   BOILER   FEED  WATER 


SAN  FRANCISCO 


NEW  YORK 


LONDON,  ENG. 
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Hawaii's    Aloha 
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NTO  the  subtle  witchery  of  Hawaii  and  its  summer  seas  has  been  woven  a 
fascinating  thread  of  romance  by  the  United  States  Navy.  The  first  American 
naval  vessel  to  visit  the  islands  was  the  Sloop-of-war  Peacock  in  October, 
1826,  and  from  that  day  to  this  Hawaii's  aloha  for  our  navy  has  continually 
increased.  In  troubled  times  of  the  little  Hawaiian  monarchy  Old  Glory  floating  over 
men-of-war  in  the  roadstead  lent  a  reassuring  tone  of  security,  and  now  with  its  great  base 
at  Pearl  Harbor,  the  navy  plays  a  large  part  in  maintaining  Hawaii's  reputation  as  the 
strongest  and  friendliest  outpost  of  the  United  States. 

Down  through  the  years  the  American  navy  has  danced  on  our  lanais  (verandahs)  and 
into  our  hearts;  it  has  wooed  and  won  many  of  our  fairest  daughters;  it  has  enticed  many  of 
our  most  promising  sons  to  the  sea.  Is  there  any  wonder  that  it  holds  a  high  place  in  our 
esteem! 
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'Ask  Denby:  He  Knows.'" 


/ 


% 
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Secretary  of  the  Navy  Denby  {left)  who  inspected  Pearl  Harbor  naval  station  in  1922,  and  Rear  Admiral  Earl  Simpson, 
Commandant  of  the  14th  Naval  District,  receiving  the  station  honors  in  front  of  the  Commandant's  house  during  the 
Secretary's  official  trip. 

Insert:    Rotarian  Denby  decorated  by  fellow  Rotarians  of  the  Honolulu  Rotary  Club  with  fragrant  flower  leis  {wreaths). 


-*EN  OF  THE  UNITED  STATES  NAVY:  The  Magic  Key  to  Our  Perpetual 
Hospitality  is  Forever  Yours.  We  Ask  Only  This  of  You:  To  whatever 
port  you  sail  from  our  paradise,  remember  to  emphasize  in  your  conversation 
with  others  that  Hawaii  is  not  a  possession,  but  rather  a  full-fledged  territory 
of  the  United  States;  that  we  did  not  come  into  the  Union  by  conquest  or  purchase  but 
rather  upon  our  own  request;  that  we  are  proud  to  be  an  integral  part  of  our  country,  and 
Americans,  the  same  as  you. 


M 


This  space  is  taken  for  the 
Hawaiian  community  in  appreci- 
ation of  the  United  States  Navy 
by  the  following  Hawaiian  con- 
cerns : 


Alexander  &  Baldwin,  Ltd., 
American  Factors,  Ltd., 
C.  Brewer  &  Co.,  Ltd., 
Castle  &  Cooke,  Ltd., 
Theo.  H.  Davies  &  Co.,  Ltd. 


(For  more  information  about  Hawaii  please  address  any  of  the  firms  listed  above  or  the  Hawaiian   Tourist 
Bureau,  521  Monadnock  Building,  San  Francisco,  or  828  Fort  St.,  Honolulu,  mentioning  the  LUCKY  BAG.) 
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Cit's  Evening  Dress  Outfits  Cit's  Clothes 

and 
Tuxedos 

Welch  the  Tailor 

Cor.  State  Circle  and  Maryland  Ave. 

Annapolis,  Md. 


Cit's  Clothes  Cit's  Evening  Dress  Outfits 

and 
Tuxedos 


Quality     :  :     Service 

Carr,  Mears  &  Dawson,  Inc. 

HAND  MADE  UNIFORMS 

(Whites  and  Blues) 

FURNISHINGS  AND  TAILORING 

Norfolk,  Virginia 

Welch,  The  Tailor,  Annapolis  Agent 
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Westinghouse  Engineers  Share  with  you  the  responsibility  of  building 

soundly  for  the  future.     It  is  our  duty  to  look 

ahead  with  you  and  for  you 

Westinghouse  Marine  Equipment 


Air  Heaters 

Air  Ejectors 

Ammeters 

Arc  Lamps 

ARC  WELDING 
EQUIPMENTS 

AutomotiveElectric  Equipment 

Battery  Charging  Panels 

Circulating  Pumps 

CONDENSING  EQUIP- 
MENT 

Control  Apparatus 

Cooking  Utensils,  Electric 

Crane  Motors 

Dead  Front  Safety  Fuse  Panels 

DIESEL-ELECTRIC  PRO- 
PULSION EQUIPMENT 


Electrically  Heated  Hot  Tables 
Elevator  Motors  and  Control 
Fans,  Ceiling,  Desk  and  Bracket 
Flood  Lighting  Projectors 
GEARED  TURBINE  PRO- 
PELLING EQUIPMENT 
GENERATORS  UP  TO 

45,000  KW. 
GENERATORS  FOR  LIGHT 

AND  POWER 
Heaters,  Electric 
Industrial  Haulage  Trolleys 
INSTRUMENTS, 
ELECTRICAL 
Industrial  Heating  Plates 
Insulation  Material 


Insulators 
Lighting  Fixtures 
Lightning  Arresters 

LOCOMOTIVES :  BALDWIN, 

WESTINGHOUSE 
Machine  Tool  Motors 
Melting  Pots 
Meter  Panels 

Meters,  Electrical,  All  Types 
Micarta 
Motors-Generator,  All  Sizes 

MOTORS,  l/50th  TO  45,000 
HP.,  FOR  ALL  SHIP 
AND  SHIPYARD 
APPLICATIONS 


Relays 

Resistors 

Rheostats 

Safety  Apparatus,  Electrical 

SMALL  TURBINES  FOR 

ALL  LOADS 
Stokers 

Substations,  Outdoor 
TRANSFORMERS,  ALL 

TYPES 
Transmission  Line  Fittings 
TURBINE  ELECTRIC  PRO- 
PELLING EQUIPMENT 
Ventilating  Equipment 
WATER-TIGHT  MOTORS 
AND  CONTROL,    DECK 
AND  ENGINE  ROOM 


Westinghouse  Electric  &  Manufacturing  Company 
East  Pittsburgh,  Pa. 

Offices  in  All  Principal  American  Cities 

Special  Pacific  Coast  Representatives 

Hunt,  Mirk  &  Company 

San  Francisco 


Westinghouse 


ESTABLISHED        1849 


The 
WILLIAM    H.    BELLIS   CO. 


Naval  Uniforms 


ant 


Civilian 
Dress 


ANNAPOLIS    ::    MARYLAND 
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Founded  New  York,  U.  S.  A.,  1844 

A.  SCHRADER'S  SON,  Inc. 

BROOKLYN,  NEW  YORK 

CHICAGO  TORONTO  LONDON 


Manufacturers    of 


Diving    Apparatus 


We  make  Divers'  Outfits  of  all  kinds  and  invite  inquiries  from  Wreckers, 

Contractors,   Bridge  Companies,  Water  Works  or  anyone 

who  contemplates  the  use  of  such  apparatus 


il<?3©li 


Furnishers  of  Diving  Apparatus  to  U.  S.  Navy  and 
U.  S.  Army  Engineers'  Corps 


HIGHEST  AWARDS: 


JAMESTOWN,  1907 


SEATTLE,  1909 


SAN  FRANCISCO,  1915 


SPEAK  UP  FOR  YOUR  LEGS! 

You  depend  on  them  a  lot  and  they  deserve  a 
lot  of  consideration.  If  your  garters  bind,  or  are 
heavy,  your  legs  suffer. 

That's  because  your  garter  has  to  hold  up  its 
own  weight  as  well  as  the  weight  of  your  sock. 
Your  leg  has  to  hold  up  both. 

Ivory  Garters  are  the  lightest  garters  made. 
They  are  all  lively  elastic — no  dead  cloth  or  iron 
clasps.  They  cling  to  your  legs  lightly,  but  not 
too  tightly.  They  hold  up  your  socks — not  the 
circulation  of  your  blood. 

Demand  the  greatest  leg  comfort  when  you 
buy — ask  for  "Ivory  Garters"  by  name.  Wide  or 
standard  web — single  or  double  grip — 25c  up. 

IVORY  GARTER  CO. 

New  Orleans,  La. 


'UBM.*l.hUIMS 


Every  Inch  a  Garter 
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SERVICE 


PIETRANGELO'S 

Naval  Uniforms 


(WHITE  and  BLUES) 


FURNISHING  £ff 
TAILORING 


ANNAPOLIS,  MD. 

27  Maryland  Avenue 


Frank  Thomas  Co., 

Inc. 

THOMAS                POOLE                HENLEY       ::       MILLER                   j 

Norfolk,  Virginia 

Known  Throughout  the  Service  as  Makers  of  the 
Best  Whites  Made  in  the  States 
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BETHLEHEM,  PA.,  U.  S.  A. 


NEW  YORK  OFFICE 
25  BROADWAY 


LONDON  OFFICE 
25  VICTORIA  ST.  S.  W. 


RIO  DE  JANEIRO  OFFICE 
9  AVENIDA  RIO  BRANCO 
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FINISHING  16"  GUN  BUILT  COMPLETE  IN  BETHLEHEM  SHOPS 


WE  ARE  DESIGNERS  AND  MANUFACTURERS  OF  NAVAL 
AND  MILITARY  ORDNANCE  WHICH  IT  HAS  BEEN 
OUR  PRIVILEGE  TO  FURNISH  TO  NO  LESS  THAN 
SIXTEEN  DIFFERENT  NATIONS,  INCLUD- 
ING FIVE  OF  THE  WORLD'S 
GREAT  POWERS 
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OPERATED  BY  THE  NAVY  FOR  THE  NAVY 


"OUR  MISSION 


SERVICE" 


GUARANTEE 


THE  OFFICERS'  UNIFORM  SHOP 

guarantees  that  all  its  uniforms  are  made  of  the  best  standard  quality 
materials,  cut  by  qualified  custom  cutters,  and  hand-made  by  expert 
tailors. 

All  equipment  sold  by  the  Officers'  Uniform  Shop  is  of  standard 
manufacture  and  good  quality.  Any  article  unsatisfactory  to  the 
purchaser  will  be  replaced  without  question. 


THE  OFFICERS'  UNIFORM  SHOP 

obligates  itself  to  give  its  customers  satisfaction 


IT  IS  YOUR  SHOP-USE  IT 


OFFICERS'  UNIFORM  SHOP 

Navy  Supply  Depot 


29th  Street  and  Third  Ave. 


South  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 
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Lucky  Bag  Luggage 


SOLD  AT 

The  Midshipmen's  Store 


Seward 

Trunk 

&{Bag 

Company 

World's  largest 
Baggage  Builders 


SAUERS 

THE  NATIONAL  EXTRACT 

VANILLA  AN»  3B  OTHER  FLAVORS 


Flavor  is  the  soul  of  food.  If  the 
flavor  is  good  the  food  will  be  delicious 
and  tempting.  If  the  Flavor  is  poor, 
no  amount  of  other  good  ingredients 
can  make  it  taste  right. 

Quality  has  been  the  first  consider- 
ation in  the  manufacture  of  Sauer's 
Vanilla  and  Sauer's  thirty-two  other 
flavors.  It  is  the  best  because  it  is 
made  from  the  finest  selected  Vanilla 
beans  and  mellowed  with  age  both 
before  and  after  manufacture. 

Sauer's  Vanilla  comes  to  you  with 
that  rich,  delicate  flavor  which  dis- 
tinguishes the  BEST  Vanilla  from 
ordinary  Vanilla. 

Sauer's  Pure  Flavoring  Extracts 
have  been  the  choice  of  housewives 
for  more  than  a  third  of  a  century, 
because  they  know  there  will  be  no 
"failures"  if  their  pastries  and  desserts 
are  flavored  with  Sauer's. 

Send  for  recipe  booklet 


THE  C.  F.  SAUER  CO. 

ESTABLISHED  1887 
RICHMOND,  VIRGINIA 


Eyes  of  the  Navy" 

N  the  development  of  optical 
fire  control  instruments,  as 
well  as  other  K&E  products, 
we  have  gained  the  confidence 
of  Army  and  Navy,  evidenced 
by  the  ever  increasing  number 
of  our  instruments  in  use. 

Our  name  on  optical  or  mathematical 
instruments  is  equivalent  to  a  guarantee 
of  scientific  precision  that  has  been  rec- 
ognized for  two  generations. 

Our  500-page  Catalog  1 923  and  Solar 

Ephemeris  free  onrequesl 


KEUFFEL&ESSERCO. 

New  York,  127  Fulton  St. 

General  Office  and  Factories, 
Hoboken,  N.  J. 


CHICAGO 
516-20  S.  Dearborn  Street 


ST.  LOUIS 
S17  Locust  Street 


Drawing   Materials,    Mathematical  and 
Surveying  Instruments,  MeasuringTapes 


SAN  FRANCISCO 
30-34  Second  Street 


MONTREAL 
5  Notre  Dame  St.W. 
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When  the   Constitution 
Sank  the  Guerriere 

the  Crane  mills  were  making  fine  paper  at 
Dalton,  Mass.  It  is  from  the  paper  of  this 
famous  old  house  that  our  designers  fashion 
Crane's  Linen  Lawn,  a  writing  paper  used  al- 
most exclusively  by  themidshipmenthroughout 
the  Academy  and  oneveryAmericanbattleship. 

EATON,   CRANE  &    PIKE    COMPANY 
New  York,      Pittsfield,  Mass. 

Crane's  dQnen  cfawri 

[THE   CORRECT    X.WMTING  PAPER]  V_ 
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RICE  &  DUVAL,  INC. 

Tailors  and  Importers 

Makers  of  Fine 
Navy  Uniforms 


4tr 


509  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York 

Branches 

Westory  Building,  14th  and  F  Streets 

Washington,  D.  C. 

Carvel  Hall  Hotel,  Annapolis,  Md. 
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BELUEVUE- 
STRATFORD 


Philadelphia.  Pa. 


ATTENTION  to  your  preferences;  prompt 
fulfillment  of  requests;  satisfying  comfort 
and  good  service  in  your  private  apartments. 
Life  and  entertainment,  when  you  seek  it,  in  the 
public  rooms.  Food  that  is  always  excellent — : 
and  everywhere  luxuries  that  only  a  hotel  such 
as  The  Bellevue  can  furnish. 

A    visit  to   Philadelphia  suggests   only  one 
hotel. 

The  Bellevue-Stratford 
Broad  and  Walnut  Streets,     Philadelphia,  Pa. 

L.  M.  Boomer,  President     Jas.  P.  A.  O'Conor,  Managing  Director 

The  Waldorf-Astoria,  New  York,  and  The  New    Willard, 
Washington,  D.  C,  under  the  same  management. 


Hotel  Maryland 

Under  N'eiv  Management 
Delmas  C.  Stutler,  Proprietor 


European    and    American    Plan 


O 


UR  Grill  Room  is  capable  of 
catering  to  the  most  exacting  tastes 
of  our  patrons.  The  Service  and 
quality  of  food  offered  is  unsurpass- 
able. By  prompt  and  courteous 
attention  to  the  individual  require- 
ments of  patrons  the  new  manage- 
ment has  established  an  enviable 
reputation  of  reliability. 


For  your  convenience,    reservations   and   private   dining 
rooms  are  available  upon  request 


Annapolis 


Maryland 


Charles  G.  Feldmeyer 

Newsdealer,  Bookseller  13  Stationer 
Navy  Pennants  and  Pillow  Covers 


Largest  Assortment  of 
Souvenir  Post  Cards  in  the  City 


Choice  Brands  of 
Cigars,  Cigarettes  and  Tobacco 


Sole  Agent  for 

Eastman  Kodaks  and  Supplies 

IF  IT  ISN'T  AN  EASTMAN 
IT  ISN'T  A  KODAK 

You  should  have  one  on  the  summer  cruise 
Developing  and  Printing 


56  Maryland  Avenue 
Annapolis  :  :  Maryland 
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"He 
has  a  pull" 


LET  US  FACE  frankly  this  ques- 
tion of  "Pull." 

It  does  exist  in  business.  The 
President  of  a  Company  hires  the 
son  of  a  trusted  friend.  Why? 
Not  merely  because  the  young 
man  is  the  son  of  a  friend;  but 
because  the  President  believes 
that  good  blood  will  tell. 

A  Yale  graduate,  who  is  a  gen- 
eral manager,  hires  a  Yale  grad- 
uate as  an  assistant.  Why?  Not 
merely  because  the  younger  man 
is  a  Yale  man,  but  because  the 
general  manager  believes  that 
training  will  tell. 


IN  Cincinnati  the  Board  of  Directors  of  a  financial  institution  was 
considering  several  men  for  the  position  of  Vice  President  and 
General  Manager.  The  successful  applicant — the  man  who  now  holds 
that  coveted  position — has  written  an  account  of  his  interview  with 
the  Board  of  Directors. 

"I  stated  my  experience,"  he  writes,  "and  added  that  I 
had  completed  the  Modern  Business  Course  of  the  Alexander 
Hamilton  Institute. 

"I  then  learned  that  several  members  of  the  Board  were 
subscribers  to  the  Institute.  They  evidently  knew  that  the 
knowledge  obtained  from  the  Course  and  Service  gives  a  man 
a  thoro  grasp  of  the  controlling  forces  of  business,  and  fits 
•  him  to  hold  a  responsible  executive  position.  At  any  rate, 
I  was  selected  .  .  . 

There  are  men  in  Cincinnati  who  say  of  this  man:  "He  has  a 
pull  with  the  Directors."  They  are  right.  But  the  "pull"  is  a  perfectly 
legitimate  one.  The  Directors,  who  owe  a  part  of  their  success  to  the 
training  of  the  Alexander  Hamilton  Institute,  picked  him  because 
they  believed  that  the  same  training  had  made  him  a  man  whose 
judgment  they  could  trust. 

This  does  not  mean  that  every  man  who  completes  the  Institute 
Course  is  "taken  care  of"  in  business.  Business  does  not  "take  care 
of"  anybody.  It  does  mean,  however,  that  with  the  knowledge  and 
self-confidence  that  this  training  gives,  you  have  an  added  asset — a 


From  a  drawing  by  J .  Henry 

favorable  introduction  to  the  200,000 
worth-while  men  who  are  enrolled 
with  you. 

The  Alexander  Hamilton  Institute 
makes  no  exaggerated  claims  and  at- 
tempts to  exert  no  pressure.  It  asks 
simply  the  privilege  of  laying  the 
full  facts  before  thoughtful  men.  The 
facts  are  contained  in  a  118-page  book- 
let entitled  "Forging  Ahead  in  Busi- 
ness." 

Reading  it  may  be  the  means  of 
bringing  you  in  touch  with  men  who 
will  vastly  widen  your  opportunities 
for  success. 


Canadian  Address,  C.  P.  R. 


Alexander  Hamilton  Institute 

753  Astor  Place,  New  York  City 


I 


Send  me  "Forging  Ahead  in  Business" 
which  I  may  keep  without  obligation. 


Name. 


Business 
Address  _ 


Print  here 


Toronto;  Australian  Address,  42  Hv.-iter  St..  Sydney       "Business 

I  Position. 


'!!' ""» i"» t"!i !!■■» !i"it inr ir<n irir"'"irii n"""'inr irn ini ii"» :ni irri «■« '»"«■"""»"» iri rii irtp"""tt"ii int ggS 

Copyright,  1923,  Alexander  Hamilton  Institute 
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New  York  Shipbuilding 


Camden,  New  Jersey 


Schuele,  Peppier  and  Kostens 

SIXTY-TWO  MARYLAND  AVENUE 
Annapolis,  Md. 


UNIFORMS      -:-      EQUIPMENTS      -:-      CIVILIAN  DRESS 


A  standard  of  the  Navy 


Chocolates 


IN  THE  ANNAPOLIS  PACKAGE 


A  criterion  of  quality 
in  chocolates,  it  is  fit- 
ting that  this  package 
bear  the  seal  and  colors 
of  the  U.  S.N.  A. 

A  charming 

souvenir 


Stephen  F.  Whitman  &  Son,  Inc.,  Philadelphia 
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STAR 

"The  Ham  What  Am" 


"The  Ham  What  Am,"    in    the 
famous  Stockinet  covering. 


THE  delicious  flavor  of  Armour's 
Star  Ham  is  the  result  of  our  special 
formula — perfected  through  fifty-nine 
years  experience  in  preparing  extra  fine 
hams  and  bacon.  Insist  on  seeing  the 
Star  label.  It  is  economical  to  buy  a 
whole  Star  Ham. 


ARMOUR  and  COMPANY 

CHICACO 


A  NAVAL  ACHIEVEMENT 


14"  Naval  Gun  in  action  at  Thierville,  France,  firing  on  Longuyon,  November,   1918 

Maximum  range  30  miles;  maximum  firing  angle  43°; 
weight  of  projectile  1400  lbs.;  weight  of  powder  charge 
404  lbs.;  weight  of  gun  and  mount  535,00  lbs. 

On  January  25,  1918,  The  Baldwin  Locomotive  Works  agreed  to  build  five  gun 
mounts  for  the  United  States  Government.  These  mounts  were  to  be  finished  in  from 
100  to  120  days,  and  the  guns,  gun  slides  and  strictly  ordnance  fittings  were  to  be 
supplied  by  the  United  States  Navy. 

A  separate  date  of  delivery  was  set  for  each  mount,  and  in  every  case  deliveries 
were  made  ahead  of  time.  The  first  mount  which  was  scheduled  for  delivery  on 
May  15,  1918,  was  completed  on  April  25th,  and  the  last  one  scheduled  for  June 
15th  was  completed  May  25th. 

These  naval  guns  proved  so  satisfactory  when  tested  that  six  additional  mounts 
were  immediately  ordered  and  built. 

Five  guns  like  the  one  illustrated  above  were  in  action  in  France.  They  were 
used  782  times  on  25  different  days  at  ranges  which  averaged  30,000  to  45,000  yards. 

The  Baldwin  Locomotive  Works 

Builders  of  Locomotive  Engines  and  Heavy  Transportation  Units 

PHILADELPHIA,  U.  S.  A. 


Cable  Address, 


'BALDWIN,  PHILADELPHIA" 
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Officers'  Footwear 

of  cDi£tin&tion 

Shoes  and  Oxfords  for  Dress,  Service 
and  Civilian  Wear 

Stetson  Shops,  inc. 

5  E.  42d  St.  at  Fifth  Ave.  Broadway  at  45th  Street,  Hotel  Astor 

143  Broadway  at  Liberty  St.,  cN?ew  York 

(Distributors  of  the  (Products  or 

The  STETSON  SHOE  CO.,  Inc.,  South  Weymouth,  Mass. 


Stetson  Shoes 


Jjn  Investment  in  Good  Appearance  ! ! 

Men  who  have  worn  LEMMERT  Clothes  will  not  be 
satisfied  with  anything  less  than  true-fit  and  long-wear 
of  garments  perfectly  tailored,  of  dependable  materials 


Your  particular  attention  is  called  to 
the  Lemmert  Regulation  Uniform  Naval 
Rain-coat,  guaranteed  water-proof;  and 
the  Double-breasted  Regulation  Navy  Suit. 
The  usual  Lemmert  characteristics  are 
tailored  into  these  garments  of  unusual  worth. 


Fine  Tailored  Clothes 

Furnishings 

Sports  Clothes 

Uniforms 

Raincoats 

Caps 

Shoes 

Hats 

BALTIMORE: 


19  and  21  East  Fayette  St. 


John  R.  Lemmert 

Tailor,  Draper,  Importer 


ANNAPOLIS: 


25  Maryland  Avenue 
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MARION    INSTITUTE 

Member  of  the 

American  Association  of  Junior  Colleges 

Member  of  the 

Association  of  Military  Schools  of  Colleges 
of  the  United  States 


PATRONAGE  from  46  States  and  12  foreign  countries.     Old  and  well  established,  now 
entering  upon  its  eightieth  year.      Special  facilities  for  caring  for  students  the  year  round. 
Patronized  by  scores  of  distinguished  diplomats  and  Army  and  Navy  officers  on  foreign 
detail  who  enter  their  sons  for  an  indefinite  stay.     The  Institute's  educational  standard  has 
attracted  to  it  sons  of  professors   of  America's  leading  universities.     Delightfully  mild  winter 
climate,  permitting  outdoor  sports  the  year  round. 

LIMITED  NUMBER  OF  SCHOLARSHIPS  AWARDED 
THROUGH  SECRETARY  OF  NAVY 

SYSTEMATIC  AND  UNLIMITED  PRIVATE  TUTORING  FOR 
EVERY  CADET  WITHOUT  EXTRA  CHARGE 

Military  training  under  the  War  Department  with  tactical  staff  from  the  Army,  U.  S. 
Military  and  Naval  Academies.  Junior  and  Senior  Units  of  the  Reserve  Officers'  Training 
Corps. 

ARMY  AND  NAVY  DEPARTMENT 

offering  Coaching  Courses  for  entrance  examination  to  Government  Academies;  special  courses 
covering  the  first  year's  work  in  the  Academies,  such  as  recommended  by  the  Adjutant  General 
and  the  Navy  Department  for  candidates  whose  certificates  have  been  accepted.  Over  700 
candidates  sent  to  the  Academies  within  the  last  five  years. 

JUNIOR   COLLEGE  DEPARTMENT 

affording  opportunity  for  completing  the  first  two  years  of  college  work  under  wholesome  super- 
vision, with  individual  instruction  and  constant  supervision  of  life  and  work.  Pre-Medical, 
Pre-law,  Business  Courses,  the  first  two  years  of  all  Engineering,  standard  Arts  and  Science  Courses. 

Special  tutoring  for  Annapolis  students  in  Engineering  Department  covering  first  years  work. 
Graduates  admitted  without  examination  to  Junior  standing  in  leading  universities. 

HIGH  SCHOOL  DEPARTMENT 

affording  opportunity  for  completing  the  fours  years  of  important  foundation  work  under  a 
faculty  of  experts  from  the  great  American  universities.  Work  fully  accredited.  Elective 
courses  available  for  students  who  plan  to  enter  the  Naval  Academy  ultimately. 

Rates  moderate.     For  catalogue  and  information 
of  any  department,  address 


COL.  W.  L.  MURFEE,  Pres. 


Box  S,  Marion,  Alabama 
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Moore's 

Confectionery 


Telephone 
Sixty-nine 


MARYLAND   AVENUE   and   PRINCE   GEORGE    STREET 
ANNAPOLIS        MARYLAND 


We  have  for  the  past  Twenty-Eight  Years 
SERVED  THE  MIDSHIPMEN  WITH 
OUR  UNSURPASSED  SERVICE. 


Fountain 
Sundaes 


Sodas 
Sandwiches 


FEATURING 


Whitman's;  'Devoine';  and 
"Martha  Washington" 


The  FIRST  and  LAST  CHANCE  is 


Moore 's 


r.y 


MASQUERADERS 


STAGE  GANG 

Front  Row,  Left  to  Right: — Smith,  J.  M.,  '25;  Dunn, 

C.  C.,  '26;  Northcutt,  H.  W.,  '23  (in  charge);  Fitzgerald, 

D.  J.,  '26;  Robertson,  F.  W.,  '26;  Lion,  B.  D.,  '23, 
(Properties);  Bailey,  W.  B.,  '24.  Second  Row: — Hona- 
ker,  W.  W.,  '26;  McFadden,  A.  G.  W.,  '24,  (Assistant); 
Eaton,  S.  W.,  '26.  Top  Row: — Vangeli,  M.  G.,  '26; 
Poehlman,  K.  F.,  '26;  Strain,  C.  L.,  '26. 


ELECTRICAL  GANG 

First  Row,  Seated,  Left  to  Right: — Stratton,  R.  B.,  '26; 
Falge,  F.  M.,  '24;  Lemly,  F.  von  W.,  '25.  Second  Row: 
— Rucker,  C.  G.,  '24,  (Assistant);  Dusinberre,  H.  W., 
'23,  (Assistant);  Keith,  H.  H.,  '23,  (In  charge);  Nunn, 
J.  R.,  '23.  Third  Row:— Ahlghren,  G  0.,  '25;  Fred- 
erick, T.  R.,  '26;  Bryant,  P.  K.,  '24;  Schleif,  E.  L.,  '25; 
Lovett,  B.  B.  C,  '26;  Waller,  R.  R.,  '24. 

1  he  "silent  partners"  of  the  big  show. 
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The  Baltimore  Agency  of 

The  Prudential 

Insurance  Co.  of  America 


wishes  to  thank  the  many  Mid- 
shipmen who  have  shown  their 
confidence  in  our  Company  by 
placing  their  insurance  with  us. 

The  SERVICE  of  our  Agency 
is  well  and  favorably  known 
throughout  the  Navy. 

We  will  be  glad  to  furnish 
information  or  advice,  whenever 
desired. 


E.    Griswold    Thelin,    Manager 
M.  A-  Leahy,  District  Manager 

1131  Munsey  Bldg.,  Baltimore,  Md. 

John   C.    Hyde,   Special    Agent 

Carvel  Hall,    Annapolis 


'The  Road  to  Chow' 


Hawaiian  Dredging  Company,  Ltd. 
Honolulu,  Hawaii 


Builders  of  the  Pearl  Harbor 


Dry  Dock 


Marine  Salvors 
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QUALITY      PRESTIGE      SERVICE 

Almost  a  Century  Experience 


Makers  of  THE  MEDAL  OF  HONOR  for  the  United 
States  Navy  and  Army,  and  the  DISTINGUISHED 
SERVICE  MEDAL  and  the  NAVY  CROSS;  Official 
Jewelers  for  practically  all  of  the  Naval,  Military  and  Pa- 
triotic Societies  of  America;  having  been  awarded  the  con- 
tract for  Class  Rings  for  twenty-five  of  the  thirty  Classes 
graduating  from  Annapolis  and  West  Point  during  the  past 
fifteen  years;  Makers  of  the  Sealed  Samples  of  Insignia  in 
the  Quartermaster's  Department — - 


THE  GIFT  SUGGESTION  BOOK 
1923 

Mailed  upon  request 


Illustrating  and  Pricing 

Jewels         batches         Clocks         Silver         Ch 
and  Novelties  appropriate  for 
Wedding,  ''Birthday  and  Graduation  Gifts 


ina 
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The  initials  of  a  friend 

You  will  find  these  letters  on  many  tools  by  which 
electricity  works.  They  are  on  great  generators 
used  by  electric  light  and  power  companies ;  and 
on  lamps  that  light  millions  of  homes. 

They  are  on  big  motors  that  pull  railway  trains ; 
and  on  tiny  motors  that  make  hard  housework 
easy. 

By  such  tools  electricity  dispels  the  dark  and  lifts 
heavy  burdens  from  human  shoulders.  Hence  the 
letters  G-E  are  more  than  a  trademark.  They  are 
an  emblem  of  service— the  initials  of  a  friend. 

GENERAL  ELECTRIC 


XLVII 


THERE  IS 
MORE  POWER  IN 

That  Good  Gulf 
Gasoline 

— AND— 

Surpreme  Auto  Oil 


Manufactured  bv 


Gulf  Refining  Company 

Pittsburgh,  Pa. 

U.  S.  A. 


U.  S.  Naval  Institute 

The  Forum  of  the  Navy 

1873-1923 

It  isn't  a  question  of  whether  you  can  afford 
to  belong — you  cannot  afford  not  to  belong.  The 
Naval  Institute  Proceedings  (published 
monthly)  is  not  only  of  great  interest  to  the 
naval  officer — it  is  essential  to  the  officer  who 
desires  to  keep  abreast  of  his  profession. 

Join  the  Institute  now.  The  yearly  cost 
is  only  #3.00 — the  gain  is  beyond  price.  Or 
better  still,  take  out  a  life  membership — for 
#40 — and  you  will  receive  the  Proceedings 
as  long  as  you  live.  The  first  cost  is  the  last. 
A  captain  in  the  Navy  writes,  "My  life  member- 
ship in  the  Institute  was  the  best  investment 
I  ever  made!" 

Address; 
Secretary  and  Treasurer, 
U.  S.  Naval  Institute, 
Annapolis,  Maryland 


Made  for  maximum  service 
'<?^o  not  merely  the  avera&e^ 

JENKINS 


Each  Jenkins  Valve  of every  type  is 
designed,  made,  tested,  and  guar- 
anteed for  the  severest  service  in 
the  use  for  which  it  is  recommended. 

Jenkins  products 

for 

Marine  Service 

Marine  Pattern  globe,  angle,  and 
check  valves. 

Renewable  Disc  globe,  angle,  and 
check  valves. 

Hose  and  Fire  Line  Valves. 

Gate  Valves  in  brass,  iron,  and  steel. 

Rapid  Action,  Quick  opening,  and 
Self  Closing  Valves. 

Extra  Heavy  Valves  for  high  pres- 
sures and  superheated  steam. 

Sheet  Packing,  Gaskets,  and  Pump 
Valves. 


Fie.  750,  Globe.  Marine   Valve  JENKINS     BROS. 

New  York,      Boston,      Philadelphia,     Chicago 

Factories:     Bridgeport,  Conn.,      Elizabeth,  N.J. 

Montreal,  Canada 


Always  marked,  ■with  the" Diamond' 


SINCE   I8S4 
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XLIX 


E.  Maeser 


R.  E.  Mattson 


R.  N.  Smoot 


^^^ 


Circulation 
Staff 


H.  M.  Cooper 


J.    H.   WlLLETT 


L.  E.  Hi 


P.  S.  Reynolds 


H.  D.  McCament 


A.  D.  Chandler 


R.  T.  Roberts,  Accounts 


P.  F.  Dugan 


Skillkrafters 


Incorporated 


"Honor  Quality  and  Sincere  Service" 


SCHOOL  AND  COLLEGE 

Engravers,  Stationers,  Jewelers 


COMMENCEMENT  &  WEDDING  INVITATIONS 

CLASS  AND  FRATERNITY  PINS  AND   RINGS 

DANCE    PROGRAMS,   MENUS    AND    FAVORS 

DIE  STAMPED  STATIONERY 

Samples  on  request 


Philadelphia,     Pennsylvania 


The  FARMERS  NATIONAL  BANK 

of 

ANNAPOLIS,  MARYLAND 

Organized  1805 


The  Only  National  Bank  in  Anne  Arundel  County 
Assets  over  32,800,000.00 


We  pay  special  attention  to  Naval  Accounts. 


HARRY  J.  HOPKINS,  President 


L.  D.  GASSAWAY,  Cashier 
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THE   BINDING   OF  THE 
NINETEEN     TWENTY-ONE 

AND 
NINETEEN  TWENTY-THREE 

LUCKY  BAGS 

ARE    PRODUCTS    OF    THE 

J.  F.  TAPLEY  CO. 

BOOK     MANUFACTURERS 

Thompson  Avenue  and  Court  Street 
LONG   ISLAND   CITY,  NEW  YORK 

Business    Managers    of    College 

Annuals  will  find  our  Service  Depart- 
ment a  valuable  aid  informing 
their  specifications  for 
binding 


I 

-  m 


■zi  rjjZjjp_.  qp  giir  giJzrg-.-p,  gr^g.g  q  -{PJh -[ 


quipped  with  many  years' experience 
for  making  photographs  of  allsorts, 
jdesirable  for  illustrating  College 
Annuals,  best  obtainable  artists, work- 
man ship  and  the  capacity  for  prompt 
and  unequalled  service. 


pUH© 

Photographers 

Executive  Offices      /H_.A,  V^rM^       Laboratory 
1546 Broadway        /IEW    YORK     220 W.42s Street 
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The  new  and  unusual — that  sparkling  reality  which  is 
known  as  the  life  of  each  school  year — is  caught  and 
held  forever  within  the  pages  of  Bureau  built  annuals. 
The  ability  to  assist  in  making  permanent  such  delight- 
ful bits  of  class  spontaneity  rests  in  an  organization  of 
creative  artists  guided  bv  some  1 7  years  of  College  Annual 
work,  which  experience  is  the  knowledge  of  balance  and 
taste  and  the  fitness  of  doing  things  well.  In  the  finest 
year  books  of  American  Colleges  the  sincerity  and  genu- 
ineness of  Bureau  Engraving  quality  instantly  impresses 
one.    They  are  class  records  that  will  live  forever. 


BUREAU  OF  ENGRAVING,  INC 

"COLLEGE  ANNUAL  HEADQUARTERS" 

MINNEAPOLIS,  MINNESOTA 


The  practical  side  of  Annual  management,  including 
advertising,  selling,  organization  and  finance,  is  com- 
prehensively covered  in  a  series  of  Editorial  and 
Business  Management  books  called  "Success  in  Annual 
Building,"  furnished  free  to  Annual  Executives.  Secure 
"Bureau"  co-operation.  We  invite  your  correspon- 
dence. 
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The  1923  Lucky  %g 

is  the  result  of  many  months  of  continuous  and  hard 
work  done  by  Editor  Withington  and  Manager  Fowler 
and  their  loyal  assistants.  We  know  that,  because 
we  have  worked  with  them  in  the  mechanical  pro- 
duction of  this  book.     We  congratulate  them  all. 

It  has  been  the  valued  privilege  of  The  DuBois 
Press  to  have  part  in  this  production  and  we  are 
proud  of  the  handsome  book  that  we  have  printed. 

But  it  has  been  a  rarer  privilege  to  come  to  know, 
through  this  association,  the  fine  quality  of  these 
future  officers  of  our  Navy,  to  know  the  fiber  and 
spirit  of  these  inheritors  of  great  traditions  and  to 
know  them  as  fit  representatives  of  America's  de- 
termination to  have  ours  always  the  finest  and  most 
efficient  Navy  afloat:  the  Navy  whose  record  has 
emblazoned  every  page  of  American  History. 

The  DuBois  Press 

'Rochester,  New  York 
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THOUGH  an  old  custom  of 
ours,  it  gives  us  new  pleasure 
each  year  to  extend  our  good 
wishes  to  the  members  of  the 
Graduating  Class  of  the  United 
States  Naval  Academy. 

We  know  that  they  especially 
will  agree  with  us  that  a  high 
standard  set — and  met — is  the 
only  basis  of  true  success. 


United  States  Rubber  Company 


Manufacturers  of  all  kinds 
of  rubber  products,  including 
Packing,  Hose,  Insulated 
Wire  and  Cables,  Hospital 
Supplies,  Raincoats,  Rubber 
Boots,  Arctics,  Keds,  Tires, 
etc. 
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INDEX  TO  BIOGRAPHY  SECTION 


Abercrombie,  D 146 

Ageton,  A.  A 232 

Buzzard. 

Agnew,  H.  F 140 

Buzzard. 
Ambrose,  H 190 

Crew  Squad  (2,1);  NA  (2). 

Ammon,  W.  B 174 

Anderson,  W.  D ISO 

Class  Basketball  (1);  Numerals  (1). 
Andrews,  J.  R 157 

Buzzard. 

Armknecht,  R.  F 129 

Musical  Clubs  (1). 
Arnold,  B.  W.,  3d 74 

Wrestling  Squad  (1);  Captain  (1); 
wNt  (1). 
Arnold,    M.  E 210 

Buzzard. 

Arnold,  R.  J 47 

Avery,  J 241 

Baker,  H.  M 49 

Star   (2,   1);  Managing  Editor  Log 
(1). 

Ball,  F.  H 46 

Ball,  F.  J 51 

Buzzard. 

Barnes,  S.  M 42 

Barr,  F.  L 135 

Buzzard. 
Barrett,  J.  P.  B 242 

Buzzard. 

Baskett,  D.  T 93 

Buzzard,    Class    Wrestling    (1); 
Numerals  (1). 

Batterton,  H.  D 161 

Beaumont,  C.  D.,  Jr.  127 

Buzzard. 

Bell,  James  R 86 

Class  Boxing  (1),-  Class  Track  (1); 
Buzzard. 

Bell,  R.  C,  Jr 155 

Buzzard. 
Bennett,  C.  H.,  Jr 139 

Buzzard. 
Bernard,  J.  P 91 

Buzzard. 

Birtley,  T.  B.,  Jr 107 

Blair,  L.  N 234 

Bolles,  H.  A 95 

Buzzard. 

Boiling,  G.  W.,  2d 123 

Buzzard. 

Bond,  F.  H 81 

Log  Staff  (1);  Buzzard. 
Bowers,  W.  A 236 

Buzzard. 

Bovce,  T.  E 191 

Buzzard. 
Brady,  J.  H 179 

Buzzard. 
Brendel,  L.  H.      .      .      .      .      .        67 

Class  German  Committee  (1); 
MusicalClubs  (1);  Class  Football 
(1);  Class  Swimming  (1);  Class 
Water  Polo  (1) ;  Gymkhana  Com- 
mittee (1);  Class  Lacrosse  (1). 

Bres,  A.  V. 94 

Buzzard. 

Briggs,  J.  A 132 

Brown,  J.  L 137 

Buzzard. 
Browne,  E.  H 53 

Buzzard. 
Browning,  W.  E 154 

Buzzard. 

Buck,  R.  R 101 

Buzzard. 

Burford,  W.  P 153 

Burkam,  D.  R 144 

Buzzard. 

Burke,  A.  A 129 

Buzzard. 
Burke,  L.  T 66 

Track  Squad  ( 1) ;  Buzzard. 

Burns,  W.  F.,  Jr 235 

Buzzard. 
Burt,  G.  La  R 69 

Buzzard. 


Carlin,  T.  F 199 

Buzzard. 

Carr,  R.  E 121 

Buzzard. 

Carson,  H.  R.,  Jr 233 

Casev,  T.  T .101 

Buzzard;  Black    AT*****;  Ex.   '24. 

Casson,  R.  A.,  Jr 180 

Castera,  G 57 

Hop  Committee  (1);  Chairman  (1); 
Class  German  Committee  (1); 
Chairman  (1). 

Caudle,  F.  L 166 

Chandler,  A.  D 138 

Buzzard;  Hop  Committee  (1);  Lucky 
Bag. 

Chapman,  J.  E 213 

Buzzard. 

Chappell,  C.  A 68 

Wrestling  Squad  (1). 

Chase,  H.  T.  .      .      .      .      .      .      220 

Buzzard. 

Cherrie,  G.  E 115 

Buzzard. 

Coe,  C.  F 89 

Buzzard. 
Cofer,  R.  E.,  Jr 60 

Baseball  Squad  (1);  Class  Baseball 
(2);  Numerals  (2);  Buzzard. 
Coffin,  P.  R 249 

Buzzard. 

Cogger,  P.  J 96 

Collins,  E.  T 75 

Class  Baseball  (1) ;  Buzzard. 

Comly,  S.  P.,  Jr 146 

Buzzard. 

Cone,  D.N.,  Tr 231 

Congdon,  T.  B 184 

Buzzard;  Hop  Committee  (1);  Re- 
ception Committee  (1);  Musical 
Clubs  (1). 

Connelley,  H.  H 220 

Buzzard. 
Conroy,  V.  P 154 

Buzzard ;  Class    Wrestling   (1 )  ; 
Numerals  (1). 

Cook,  F.  E.  S 50 

Buzzard. 

Cook,  R.  A 165 

Cooper,  H.  M 131 

Buzzard 
Cooper,  J.  McG.  .      .      .      .      .      119 

Buzzard. 

Crist,  LeM.  E.,  Jr 106 

Crommelin,  J.  G.,  Jr.  145 

Crosbv,  G.  J 255 

Crowther,  G.  R 201 

Buzzard. 

Cunningham,  R.  H 49 

Buzzard. 

Currv,  J.  E 232 

Cutts,  R.  M.,  Jr 219 

Daislev,  G.  W 67 

Gymkhana  Committee  (1). 

Dana,  M.  M 217 

Buzzard. 

Davidson,  W.  W 157 

Davis,  A.  C 215 

Buzzard. 

Davis,  B 54 

Dawson,  N.  M 131 

Buzzard. 

Dav,  D.  H 76 

Art  Editor  Log  (1) ;  Gymkhana  Com- 
mittee (1);  Class  Track  (1);  Buz- 
zard. 

Dennison,  R.  L 185 

Dietrich,  N.  K.    .      .      .      .      .       66 

Gymkhana  Committee  (1);  Class 
Baseball  (1);  Buzzard. 

Dodson,  B.  E 87 

Soccer  Squad  (1);  aiVAf  (1);  Buz- 
zard. 

Doe,  H 233 

Donovan,  W.  E 106 

Downs,  H.  A 202 

Drake,  F.  S 64 

Buzzard. 

Drexler,  L.  A.,  Jr 156 


Dugan,  P.  F 162 

Buzzard;  Lucky  Bag;  Class  Basket- 
ball (1);  Numerals  (1). 

Duncan,  E.  R 196 

Duncan,  M.  J 152 

Buzzard. 

Dunn,  H.  A.,  Jr 251 

Dusinberre,  H.  W 243 

Dussault,  G.  A 240 

Buzzard. 

Edwards,  F.  A 174 

Gymkhana  Committee  (1). 

Egbert,  E.  W 247 

Ensey,  C.  R.,  Jr 181 

Erwin,  M.,  Jr 68 

Class  Wrestling  (2,  1);  Arumerals 
(A);  Buzzard. 

Evans,  T.  C 250 

Fabian,  L.  M 235 

Farrar,  M.  T 110 

Buzzard. 

Felt,  H.  D 110 

Buzzard. 

Field,  W.  L.    .      .      ...      .      .      206 

Buzzard. 

Fish,  H.  C 153 

Fitch,  G.  N 152 

Buzzard;    Class     Wrestling     (1); 
Numerals  (1);  Class  Tennis  (1). 

Fitzgerald,  J.  S 161 

Buzzard. 

Flaherty,  M.  E 176 

Buzzard. 

Flv,  W.  A. 141 

Foley,  J.  H 69 

ClassBoxing  (1); Buzzard. 

Folk,  W.  P 98 

Buzzard. 
Fowler,  W.  C 149 

Buzzard. 

Frvberger,  E.  L 58 

Buzzard. 

Fuller,  J.  E 125 

Buzzard^ 

Fulton,  S.  DeW 83 

Buzzard. 

Fuqua,  S.  G 167 

Buzzard. 

Gesen,  C.  G 163 

Soccer  Squad  (I);  a NAi  (1). 

Gilmer,  J.  P.,  Jr 80 

Buzzard. 
Ginder,  J.  K.  B 246 

Buzzard. 
Ginn,  W.  S 112 

Fencing  Squad  (1);     fA't  (1);  Buz- 
zard. 
Gold,  P.  D.,  3d 81 

Buzzard. 

Goldsmith,  W.  A 115 

Buzzard. 

Good,  G.  F.,  Jr% 206 

Goodnough,  J.  C 221 

B uzzard. 

Graham,  E.  M 214 

Buzzard. 

Graham,  W.  A 85 

Wrestling  Squad  (1)  ,•  Class  Track 
(2,  1);  Class  Lacrosse  (1);  Buz- 
zard. 

Green,  H.  F 245 

Buzzard. 

Grosvenor,  M.  B 223 

Guillot,  J.  C 237 

Buzzard. 
Guitar,  W.  E 156 

Buzzard. 
Gwathmey,  C 220 

Buzzard. 

Haas,  P.  W.,  Jr 147 

Buzzard. 

Haase,  R.  W 90 

President  Christian  Association^!) ; 
Reception  Committee  (1); Buzzard. 
Halland,  W.  F 126 

? uzzard. 


LVII 


Hamblin,  F.  D 127 

Class  Football  (1);  Class  Lacrosse 
(1);  Buzzard. 

Hamilton,  W.  H 143 

Football  Squad  (1);  N  (1) ; Buzzard 

Harp,  T.  R 97 

Buzzard. 

Harper,  J.  W.,  Jr 63 

Harris,  J.  T 43 

Star  (1);  Class  Track  (2,  1). 
Harrison,  B.  R.,  Jr 61 

Buzzard. 

Harshman,  A.  C 62 

Tennis  Squad  (2,   l);r.Vt   (3,   2); 
Buzzard. 
Hartman,  K.  P 108 

Buzzard. 

Hatchett,  E:  W 86 

Hawkins,  S.  H 99 

Hawthorne,  D.  J 135 

Havnsworth,  W.  McC,  Jr.  .      .  207 

Hederman,  T.  H 184 

Buzzard. 

Hennigar,  W.  E 52 

Tennis  Squad  (4,  3,  1). 

Hensel,  K.  G 103 

Herlihy,  J.  J 216 

Hezlep,  H.,  Jr 114 

Buzzard. 

Hicks,  R.  I.,  Jr 221 

Higgins,  R.  DeW 102 

Hight,  R 178 

Hobbv,  W.  M.,  Jr 186 

Hodgkiss,  G.  K 169 

Hoffheins,  W.  L.,  Jr 204 

Buzzard. 
Holderness,  G.  A.,  Jr.     .      .      .        39 

Star  (1);  Class  Basketball  (1); 
Numerals  (1);  Reception  Com- 
mittee (1). 

Holt,  W.  C 95 

Hudson,  H.  B 104 

Buzzard. 

Huebl,  R.  M 120 

Hughes,  F.  M 145 

Humphreys,  C.  W 78 

Class  Baseball  (2,  I);  Buzzard. 

Huntington,  R.  D 124 

Hurd,  L.  E 236 

Buzzard. 

Jackson,  P 44 

Class  Swimming  (2,  1);  Class  Water 
Polo  (1);  Buzzard. 
Jecklin,  J.  J 249 

Buzzard. 

Jenkins,  E.  F 228 

Jenkins,  P.  H 126 

Buzzard. 
Johannesen,  J.  R 172 

Mandolin  Club  (1). 

Johnson,  H.  C,  Jr 118 

Just,  C.  F 89 

Kail,  C.  W.  ' 197 

Buzzard. 

Kane,  J.  L 208 

Buzzard. 

Keating,  J.  S 105 

Buzzard. 

Keith,  H.  H 133 

Keliher,  R.  H 115 

Buzzard. 
Kelly,  H.  M 79 

Buzzard. 
Kelly,  M.  L 85 

Baseball  Squad  (2,  1)  N*  (2) ;  Buz- 
zard. 

Kelly,  T.  E 173 

Buzzard. 
Kelsey,  J.  D 255 

Buzzard. 
Kendall,  R.  C 77 

Junior  'Varsity  Crew  (3,  2,  1). 
Kennedy,  A.,  Jr 142 

Buzzard. 

Kerans,  J.  H 51 

Kern,  L.  H 201 

Buzzard, 

Kimes,  I.  L 42 

King,  J.  W.,  3d 253 


Kingslev,  M.  P 108 

Class  Soccer  (3,  2,  1);  Class  Wrest- 
ling (3,  1);   Numerals  (1);  Buz- 
zard. 
KirkPatrick,  M.  K 82 

Junior  'Varsity  Crew  (2,  1). 

Koonce,  P.  B 254 

Krick,  H.  D 226 

Kurtz,  W.  S 230 

Lamson-Scribner,  F.  H.        .      .      149 
Water  Polo  Squad  (1) ;  w  NAp  (1)  ; 
Buzzard. 

Larimore,  J.  P 231 

Buzzard. 

Laurent,  F.  W 47 

Wrestling  Squad  (1) ;  Buzzard. 

Leavitt,  R.  B 223 

Lehman,  G.  W 190 

Keeper  of  the  Goat  (1);  Class  Sup- 
per Committee  (1);  Lacrosse 
Squad  (1);  Buzzard. 

Leith,  S 175 

Lemly,  W.  C 227 

Buzzard,  Class  Boxing  (1). 

Levasseur,  J.  J 234 

Buzzard. 

Lewis,  R.  D 79 

Buzzard. 

Iiindsay,  S 177 

Class  German  Committee  (1). 

Lion,  B.  D 195 

Buzzard. 
Lohmann,  P.  D 182 

Buzzard. 

Long,  F.  W 58 

Buzzard. 
Loomis,  H.  H 109 

Buzzard. 

Loomis,  P.  L 109 

Buzzard. 

Lord,  G.  M 44 

Loughead,  E.  C 100 

Buzzard. 

MacKerracher,  R.  A.      .      .      .      256 

Buzzard. 

MacMahan,  D.  S 159 

Maeser,  E 41 

Lucky  Bag;  Class  Football  (1). 
Maher,  A.  L 43 

Buzzard. 
Manley,  W.  G Ill 

Buzzard. 
Mann,  C.  H 164 

Buzzard. 
Marple,  M.  M.,  Jr 124 

Buzzard. 
Mattson,  R.  E 41 

Star  (2,  1)  ,•  Lucky  Bag ;  Buzzard. 

McAfee,  R.  D 70 

McArthur,  G 117 

Buzzard. 

McCafferty,  W.  J 147 

Buzzard. 

McCament,  H.  D 156 

Buzzard:  Lucky  Bag,  Reception  Committee. 

McCarty,  W.  P 88 

Buzzard. 

McCollum,  F.  L 170 

Buzzard. 

McCool,  R.  G 75 

Buzzard. 

McCord,  W.  J 182 

Soccer  Squad   (1);   aiVf   (1),-  Buz- 
zard. 
McCormick,  R.W 130 

Buzzard. 

McCracken,  K.  D 243 

Star  (2);  Log  Staff  (1);  Mandolin 
Club  (1). 

McCutchen,  J.  C 38 

Masqueraders  (1);  Musical  Clubs 
(I) ;  Buzzard. 

McDonough,  R.  P 118 

Buzzard. 

McDowell,  P.  E 133 

Mclsaac,  J.  M.     .      .      .      .      .      176 

Buzzard;  Class  German  Committee; 
Chairman  Smoke  Hall  Commit- 

McKinney,  J.  R.        ....        59 

Buzzard. 
McLaren,  K.  M 228 


McLellen,  H.  M 71 

Manager  Gym  ( 1 ) ;  Class  Track  (2, 
1);  Class  Gym  (1). 

McRight,  R.  B 78 

Class  Lacrosse  (2,  1);  Buzzard. 
Mendenhall,  W.  K.,  Jr.  .      .      .        40 
Wrestling  Squad  (1);  Log  Staff  (1). 

Miller,  C.  R 46 

Class  Wrestling  (1);  Class  Track 
(1) ;  Buzzard. 

Miller,  L.  N 61 

Athletic  Editor  Log  (1);  Class  Base- 
ball (2,  1);  Buzzard. 

Mills,  D.  C 222 

Mizell,  M.  H 230 

Buzzard. 

Molder,  J.  C 171 

Molloy,  T.  R •       183 

Buzzard. 

Momm,  C.  H 244 

Monagin,  E.  L 140 

Buzzard. 

Monroe,  F.,  Jr 97 

Montgomery,  E.  P 100 

Buzzard. 
Moosbrugger,  F 70 

Class  Baseball  (2,  1);  Numerals 
(2) ;  Buzzard. 

Moran,  H.  G 52 

Morgan,  H.  E 200 

Buzzard. 

Morgan,  H.  R 183 

Morris,  R.  M 93 

Class  Wrestling  (1);  Numerals  (1). 
Morrison,  J.  B 90 

Class  Baseball  (2,  1);  Buzzard. 
Morrow,  J.  A 74 

Buzzard. 
Moses,  K.  L 209 

Buzzard. 

Moses,  L.  B.,  Jr Ill 

Moss,  A.  E 218 

Mandolin  Club  (1);  Class  Basket- 
ball (1) ;  Numerals  (1). 

Moss,  J.  B 199 

Moyers,  G.  W 80 

Buzzard. 
Mulheron,  E.  S 172 

Buzzard. 

Mullins,  W.  J 200 

Buzzard. 

Mulvanity,  A.  S 209 

Murdaugh,  A.  C 117 

Class  Boxing  (1); 

Mvers,  E.  H 151 

Buzzard;  Class  Basketball  (1); 
Numerals  (1). 

Nager,  C.  J 84 

Wrestling  Squad  (1);  Class  Track 

Neely,  G.  M 45 

Neilf,  W.  McD 48 

Manager  Swimming  (1);  Manager 
Water  Polo  (1);  Manager  Tennis 
(1); Class  Tennis  (4,  3,  2,  1). 

Nelson,  F.  J 134 

Newhall,  B 218 

Class  Soccer  (1) . 

Newton,  F.  H.,  Jr 99 

Buzzard. 

Niemyer,  H.  A 238 

Northcutt,  H.  W 229 

Nunn,  J.  R 193 

Nutter,  D.  L 120 

Ocker,  J.  McC 91 

Olivares,  J.  E 170 

Buzzard. 

Oliver,  R.  M 73 

Buzzard. 

Olney,  A.  C,  Jr 212 

Buzzard. 

O'Regan,  W.  V 158 

O'Sullivan,  W.     .      .      .      .     .       64 

Buzzard. 

Parker,  C.  A 107 

Buzzard. 
Parker,  W.  C,  Jr 191 

Manager  Wrestling  (1);  Buzzard. 
Parr,  W.  S 178 


.VIII 


Parrott,  J.  H 247 

Buzzard, 

Parsons,  F.  W 94 

Buzzard. 

Pattern,  J.  B.,  Jr 256 

Buzzard. 

Pearce,  E.  S 122 

Pearce,  W.  T 242 

Buzzard. 

Pearson,  J.  B.,  Tr 181 

Peck,  E.  R 246 

Buzzard, 
Perry,  J.  R 40 

Buzzard. 
Peterson,  J.  V 241 

Buzzard. 

Pickell,  C.  R 187 

Buzzard. 

Pierson,  A.  R.,  Jr 159 

Pierson,  J.  H 116 

Pogue,  W.  G 63 

Pottle,  V.  L 148 

Pratt,  R.  D 186 

Buzzard. 

Price,  F.  M 168 

Buzzard. 
Price,  J.  \V.,  Jr 114 

Buzzard. 

Rafferty,  W.  J.  F 215 

Buzzard. 

Ralph,  J.  A 194 

Buzzard. 

Rassieur,  W.  T. 169 

Buzzard;  Wrestling  Squad  (4); 
Class  Football  (I). 

Rebbeck.  R.  F 165 

Reddington,  W.  H 142 

Redfield,  A.  D 125 

Buzzard. 

Reese,  C.  B 240 

Reeside,  A.  H 104 

Buzzard. 

Reinken,  L.  A 38 

Rembert,  E 53 

ClassGym  (I):  Buzzard. 

Renn,  J.  B 192 

Reynolds,  P.  S: 222 

Buzzard. 

Rhoads,  R.  H 203 

Buzzard. 

Richards,  A.  H 121 

Ridout,  H 250 

Buzzard. 

Rigler,  F.  V 92 

Rigsby,  W.  B 254 

Buzzard. 

Riley,  W.  A.   ......      144 

Buzzard. 

Ring,  S.  C 244 

Buzzard. 

Ringle,  K.  D. 88 

Masqueraders  (1);  President  (1). 

Robbins,  F.  L 185 

Robert,  R.  P 214 

Buzzard. 

Roberts,  R.  T 160 

Robinson,  A.  McL 173 

Jazz  Band  (4);  Musical  Clubs  (3, 
2,  1). 

Robinson,  B.  H 160 

Robison,  H.  C 239 

Buzzard. 

Rodes,  P.  A 83 

Buzzard. 

Rodgers,  R.  H 60 

Track  Squad  (1),-  Class  Football  (3 
2,  1);  Class  Basketball  (4,  3); 
Buzzard. 

Roonev,  J.  1 102 

Roth,  "D.  E 112 

Manager  Combined  Musical  Clubs 
(1);  Director  Orchestra  (1). 

Ruble,  R.  W 128 

Russell,  W.  C,  Jr 188 

Ryan,  P.  H 98 

Sanders,  Harry 134 

Class  Swimming  (1). 
Sargent,  W.  S 245 

Buzzard. 

Schade,  H.  A 205 

Scheyer,  W.  J 163 

Buzzard. 


Schlichter,  C.  F.  .      .      .      .      .      168 

Buzzard. 

Schmidt,  L.  S 213 

Schneider,  M.  F 217 

Schoeffel,  P.  F 197 

Schwaninger,  J.  L 192 

Buzzard. 

Scoggins,  0 71 

Scruggs,  R.  M 202 

Class  Soccer  (1). 

Severin,  H 65 

Buzzard. 

Shaw,  J.  D 62 

Class  Tennis  (2,  1). 

Shea,  D.  F.  J 252 

Sheehan,  J.  T 141 

Shomier,  J.  E.,  Jr 55 

Shoup,  F.  E.,  Jr 239 

Buzzard. 

Simrell,  W.  F.,  Jr 164 

Water  Polo  Squad  (1);  w.VAp  (1); 
Buzzard. 

Smellow,  M 115 

Smiley,  C.  S 136 

Buzzard. 

Smith,  C.  T 96 

Smith,  Steele  B 45 

Smoot,  R.  N 65 

Class  Basketball  (1);  Numerals 
(1);  Class  Football  (1);  Buzzard. 

Sodergren,  A.  R 193 

Soucek,  Z 187 

Buzzard. 

Sower,  J.  P.  L 24S 

Buzzard. 

Spangler,  J.  B 54 

Buzzard. 

Spangler,  S.  B 175 

Sperry,  E.  R 87 

Buzzard. 

Sprung,  E.  E 194 

Buzzard. 

Steele,  N 151 

Stephens,  M.  M 212 

Buzzard. 

Stevens,  F.  C 211 

Stevenson,  C.  W 82 

Log  Staff  ( 1 ) ;  Ma  squ  eraders  ( 1 ) ; 
Musical  Clubs  (1);  Crew  Squad 
(.1) ;  Buzzard. 

Stimson,  R.  D 125 

Stock,  W.  E.,  Jr 253 

Buzzard. 

Storrs,  A.  P.,  3d 150 

Strauss,  E.  B 219 

Sullivan,  C.  F 177 

Buzzard. 

Tate,  V.  B 84 

Class  Baseball  (1). 

Tatum,  R.  L.,  Jr 59 

Musical  Clubs  (1);  Choir  (1);  Buz- 
zard. 

Taylor,  G.  E 237 

Buzzard. 

Taylor,  W.  S 143 

Football  Squad  (1);  Ail-American 
End. 

Teuscher,  L.  F 179 

Thach,  J.  H.,  Jr 155 

Class  Basketball  (1);  Numerals  (1). 

Thaver,  W.  R 189 

Todd,  H.  W.,  Jr 116 

Buzzard. 

Tortorich,  D.  J.,  Jr 73 

Wrestling  Squad  ( 1) ;  Class  Boxing 
(3,  2,  1);  Buzzard. 

Trapnell,  F.  M 205 

Buzzard. 

Travlor,  J.  A 138 

Treadwell,  P.  C 198 

Trotter,  F.  A 137 

Trundle,  W.  B 207 

Buzzard. 

Tucker,  T.  T 105 

Turner,  T.  L 188 

Buzzard. 

Twining,  M.  B 92 

Expert  Rifleman, B uzzard . 

von  Dreele,  W.  H 55 

Log  Staff  (1) ;  Lucly  Bag. 
Voss,  H.  J 180 


Wadbrook,  W.  P.  E.       .      .      .      130 
Soccer  Squad   (1);  a  Ni   (1);  Buz- 
zard. 
Wadell,  R.  P 251 

Buzzard. 

Waldhauser,  J.T.,  Jr.     ...      196 

Buzzard. 

Walker,  C.  H 139 

Buzzard. 
Walker,  G.  E.,  Jr.      ...  211 

Walker,  R.  K 224 

Buzzard. 

Walker,  T.  J.,  Jr 252 

Buzzard. 

Wallace,  G.  L.      .      .  122 

Walsh,  C.  S 56 

Crew  Squad  (2,  1);  Junior  'Varsity 
Crew     (2);      NA     (2);    Football 
Squad  (1);  Musical  Clubs  (1). 
Walton,  F.  W 171 

Manager  Baseball  (1). 

Ward,  F.  T.,  Jr 39 

Star  (2,  1);  Tennis  Squad  (2,  1); 
Class  Basketball  (1);  Numerals 
(1). 

Washburn,  G.  A.  T 204 

Buzzard. 
Waters,  H.  J 56 

Football  Squad  (1);  Leader  Jazz 
Band  (1);  Hop  Committee  (1),- 
Musical  Clubs  (1);  Buzzard. 

Weir,  F.  D 148 

Buzzard. 

Welch,  J.  L 76 

Gym  Squad  (1);  Class  Track  (4,  1). 

Welker,  G.  W.,  Jr 57 

Football  Squad  (1);  Class  Wrestling 
(1);  Numerals  (1);  Buzzard. 

Weller,  D 189 

Buzzard. 

Wenger,  J.  N.       ...  .216 

Buzzard;  Class  Boxing;  Class  Fenc- 
ing. 

Wescoat,  H.  M 128 

Buzzard. 

Weston,  G.  G 203 

White,  H.  F.,  Jr 225 

Buzzard. 

White,  T.  B 227 

Buzzard. 

Whitehead,  J.  E 167 

Buzzard, 

Wilcox,  D.  E.       .      .     ,.      .      .       72 

Water  Polo  Squad  (1);  wAyp  (1); 
Buzzard. 

Will,  J.  M 162 

Office  Manager  Log  (1). 

Willett,  J.  H 105 

Class  Football  (1);  Class  Lacrosse 
(1);  Glee  Club  (1);  Choir  (1); 
Lucky  Bag;  Buzzard. 

Williams,  H.N 210 

Buzzard. 

Williamson,  T.  B 224 

Wilson,  B.  B.,  Jr 248 

Winkjer,  G 48 

Football  Squad  (I);  N  (1);  Swim- 
ming Squad  (1);  Captain  (1); 
Buzzard. 

Wirtz,  P.  C 195 

Withington,  F.  S 238 

Wolleson,  H.  D 50 

Rifle  Squad  (1). 

Wood,  J.  E.  M 72 

Gym  Squad  (l);g.Vt  (1). 

Wood,  McF.  W 158 

Photographic  Editor  Log  (1);  Ex- 
pert Rifleman. 

Woods,  R.  W.  D 77 

Ratey  Clean  Sleever. 
Woodside,  R.  E 132 

Football  Squad  (1) ;  NA  (1);  Wrest- 
ling Squad  (1);  w  NAt  (1);  Class 
Boxing  (1) ; Buzzard. 

Wright,  W.  D.,  Jr 198 

Buzzard. 

Yoder,  R.  H 208 

Buzzard. 

Young,  H.  L 119 

Buzzard. 

Zern,  S.  C 225 

Zimmer,  L.  A 226 

Zimmerman,  C.  K 166 

Baseball  Squad  (2,  1);  .V. 
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